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STENDHAL 

man determined to marry. His choice was Henriette Gagnon, daugh- 
ter of Grenoble’s leading doctor, himself a man of comfortable wealth 
and a social leader of the town. Though Cherubin was plain-looking 
and with an air a little too grave and pious, Henriette Gagnon, after 
some resistance, ended by accepting his hand, for he was a good match. 

She was much younger than he and by all accounts very vivacious 
and pretty, though short and plump of figure. Her father. Dr. Gagnon, 
one of the most learned men of Grenoble, had brought her up with a 
kindly hand, in accordance with the teachings of Rousseau, the phi- 
losopher-hermit of nearby Savoy. She loved people, had many friends 
and all sorts of talents, including that of drawing. “Alas, what did 
she not do well?” her family said of her. She even read Dante in the 
original Italian. Indeed there was something “romantic” and “Italian” 
about her, her son relates. 

The Gagnons were not native Dauphinois, Stendhal tells us; they 
had come from Avignon, in Provence, some seventy years before his 
birth. But what was more, as his aged great-aunt Elisabeth Gagnon 
used to tell him, they were really descendants of immigrants who, in 
the fifteenth century, had ‘migrated from a still sunnier, warmer clime, 
“where orange trees grew in the ground” and not merely in tubs, as 
in the Public Gardens of Grenoble. In the Gagnon family the legend 
was nourished of an ancestor named something like Gagnone or Ga- 
gnoni who had fled from Florence after a fatal duel. Thus two contrast- 
ing family stocks, two different bloods, the spontaneous Italian and the 
cooler Celtic of the Dauphinois, were crossed in Henri Beyle, and, to his 
mind, his southern blood made for his deep attachment in later life 
to the people and sky of Italy. Nor was he wrong in his idea of his 
ancestry, for recent genealogical research has marked the Gagnons of 
Avignon as the Gallicized descendants of a soldier named Gaignoni 
who hailed from a village near Florence. 

“Go away, you ugly fellow!” Henriette had said, according to the 
servants’ tales, to Cherubin Beyle when he first came courting her. 
But he was persistent, and on February 20, 1781, led her to the altar 
of St. Andre’s Church, then brought her to live in the gray house of 
the Rue des Vieux Jesuites. After the more spacious, sunlit home of 
the Gagnons that gave on the Place de Grenette, the central square of 
the town, the old Beyle house seemed immitigably dark and damp; 
its hallways, illuminated only by small iron-barred windows, were 
musty, its rooms were low-ceilinged ; only the living rooms and the 
bedchambers on the street side, ornate with carved panels in Louis XV 
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Introduction 


S TENDHAL (whose real name was Henri Beyle), has been my fa- 
vorite author for more than twenty years. I have read and reread 
not only the principal works by which he is known, but his 
letters, journals, and merest fragments, with unfailing pleasure. M. Leon 
Blum, who is a most discerning literary critic as well as a man of politics, 
was quite right in saying that the habit of reading Stendhal “takes hold 
of one like a drug.” A drug, one might add, stimulative and sedative at 
once. In America, as in Europe, I have met Stendhalians who read at 
least a page of his works every day; such adepts form a curious interna- 
tional freemasonry bound together by no other secrets than those of the 
wisdom and humor of Stendhal. One of these said to me recently: “I 
read him not as a dead 'author, but as an endlessly amusing and wise 
older friend who is always at my side.” 

But to read his books, as many familiar with them will agree, arouses 
the keenest curiosity about his personality. One thinks of him as being 
alive , as contemporary; and recalls with surprise that he was bom 
during the reign of Louis XVI and died in the early years of Queen 
Victoria’s regime. How, we ask ourselves, could he have arrived at 
opinions, ideas, and anxieties that we consider peculiarly the attributes 
of the twentieth-century mind ? How could he have known, for instance, 
about suppressed desires or the inferiority complex— though he lived 
more than a hundred years ago? Or spoken in such “modern” terms 
about power politics, sex, religion, history, art, all the subjects that most 
absorb' us today? 

If Stendhal is now regarded as one of the most philosophical (and 
prophetic) of novelists, he was at all events no pedant 1 nurtured in 
libraries, but an enemy to solemn dullness. As philosopher he must 
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INTRODUCTION 

surely be classed as one of that breed we tend to call “intoxicated”— 
because they seem always drunk with the wine of life. 

From the time of his youth the study of human nature, “the observa- 
tion of the human heart and its passions,” was his constant preoccu- 
pation. But where could he study the passions better than in himself? 
Though he lived exuberantly, submitting himself to experience with an 
abandon that few men of letters have really relished,, he went on inces- 
santly writing down everything that happened to him just as it hap- 
pened. He had become so imbued with the late eighteenth century's 
spirit of scientific detachment that he was even led to perform some re- 
markable experiments upon himself — always in pursuit of light upon 
human morals, or “the passions” — then recorded that which he had ex- 
perienced or witnessed with a sober objectivity designed to correct all 
tendency to romantic exaggeration. Tire more horrid his confessions — 
the more he blushed inwardly at human vices demonstrated in himself — 
the more unsparingly he recorded them ; for he possessed, as Nietzsche 
said in after years, “the psychologist's eye,” and was perhaps truly, as 
Nietzsche also added, “the last of the great French moralists.” 

No author ever tolcfus more about himself than Stendhal, and yet no 
man was ever more difficult to know. For he lived under many different 
masks. He laid claim to having been a soldier, a man of fortune, a great 
lover, a society wit, a diplomat, a traveler, and even, sometimes, a revo- 
lutionary conspirator. (There was some truth in all these claims.) In his 
day he even acquired a passing reputation as an “immoral philosopher,” 
and rather enjoyed that. Fie posed, and he travestied his own poses. He 
also loved to conceal his own identity — as if he felt himself forever 
hunted by the secret police, or persecuted by the Bureau of Censorship 
— under scores of different pseudonyms. Christened, in plain French, 
Marie-Henri Beyle, he called himself “Baron de Stendhal,” or “Henri 
Brulard,” or “Dominique,” or “Cesar Bombet,” but most often “Sten- 
dhal,” the name which he has made immortal. 

He believed there was such a thing as an “art of life,” and tended al- 
ways to review mentally almost every act of his, whether at a polite 
gathering in a salon or in a stormy affair of love, in order to learn what 
lessons analysis and reflection might afford. One tenet of his system re- 
quired that he must be constantly in love or falling out of love, so that 

pursuit of a series of women was his principal business in life “and 

after them came my books.” Yet he was no Casanova with a single-track 
mind; for, not pure act, but the sufferings or modulations of his sensi- 
bility were virtually the end-object of his adventures, so often comic 
or unhappy, so often misadventures. 
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Another article of his system stressed the enjoyment of a cosmopoli- 
tan culture; he played the “good European” long before that role was 
widely appreciated. A typical Frenchman by birth, he assailed and lam- 
pooned the ways of his own countrymen, preferred to live in Italy, and 
assumed a Teutonic nom de plume, though he felt little enough for 
Germany. 

The history of Stendhal's reputation is in itself a singular thing in the 
annals of literature. Little read or relished by the public of his age — like 
Blake, Melville, and Samuel Butler — he was to be rediscovered and “re- 
vived” a full two generations after his time, to be proclaimed as a lost 
genius, a mute, inglorious Voltaire — nay, to moderns, wittier and more 
brilliant than Voltaire himself! Fifty years after his death he becomes 
one of the demigods of the world's letters, taking his place in the ranks 
of the great social writers who appeared toward the end of the last cen- 
tury, such as Ibsen and T olstoy, Dostoevski, Zola and Bernard Shaw — 
as if he belonged naturally among them rather than in the company of 
romantic Byron, with whom he used to walk in Milan in 1818, or Hugo 
and Balzac, whom he knew in Paris. 

This posthumous success he himself had foreseen, for he had written 
repeatedly in his letters or journals: “I shall be read only in 1880 or 
1900.” Or perhaps as late as 1930? Often he used to address himself to 
his future audience in invocations: “Oh, reader of 1880 or 1900 . . .” 

By appealing over the heads of the public of his own time he pursued, 
with design, a “policy of immortality,” as Paul Valery has remarked. 
But there was good reason for it. He felt himself most distinctly a man 
of transition — one of a “lost generation,” as we now say — trapped be- 
tween two great swings, forward and backward, of the historical pendu- 
lum. In 1815, when, middle-aged, he first began to write his books in a 
weary, ravaged, postwar world, he was haunted by the sense of history. 

Earlier, his boyhood and youth had been deeply molded by the com- 
ing of the great French Revolution; he had believed in the goddess of 
Reason, as in equality and liberty; willingly he had gone to fight in the 
armies of the Republic and of the young Napoleon who had appeared as 
the military instrument of the Revolution against old Europe's feudal- 
ism. Then, on the morrow of Waterloo, he had seen the restoration of 
the old regime, of legitimate throne and altar to absolute power. Fervent 
Jacobin that he was, liberal and materialist, it seemed to him that this 
return of Bourbon rule, by means of foreign armies, was a return to the 
Dark Ages. The long era of Metternich's political domination of Europe 
was, as Stendhal conceived, a time of “black reaction,” directed by 
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surely be classed as one of that breed we tend to call "intoxicated”- — 
because they seem always drunk with the wine of life. 

From the time of his youth the study of human nature, "the observa- 
tion of the human heart and its passions,” was his constant preoccu- 
pation. But where could he study the passions better than in himself? 
Though he lived exuberantly, submitting himself to experience with an 
abandon that few men of letters have really relished,Jie went on inces- 
santly writing down everything that happened to him just as it hap- 
pened. He had become so imbued with the late eighteenth century's 
spirit of scientific detachment that he was even led to perform some re- 
markable experiments upon himself— always in pursuit of light upon 
human morals, or "the passions” — then recorded that which he had ex- 
perienced or witnessed with a sober objectivity designed to correct all 
tendency to romantic exaggeration. The more horrid his confessions— 

the more he blushed inwardly at human vices demonstrated in himself 

the more unsparingly he recorded them; for he possessed, as Nietzsche 
said in after years, “the psychologist's eye,” and was perhaps truly, as 
Nietzsche also added, “the last of the great French moralists.” 

No author ever tolcbus more about himself than Stendhal, and yet no 
man was ever more difficult to know. For he lived under many different 
masks. He laid claim to having been a soldier, a man of fortune, a great 
over, a society wit, a diplomat, a traveler, and even, sometimes, a revo- 
lutionary conspirator. (There was some truth in all these claims.) In his 
day he even acquired a passing reputation as an "immoral philosopher ” 
and rather enjoyed that. He posed, and he travestied his own poses Fie 
aiso loved to conceal his own identity-as if he felt himself forever 
hunted by the secret police, or persecuted by the Bureau of Censorship 
—under scores of different pseudonyms. Christened, in plain French 
Mane-Henn Beyle, he called himself "Baron de Stendhal,” or "Henri 
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style, were cheerful, though they too were shuttered by old jalousies. 

On January 23 , 1783 , Henriette Beyle bore a son who was named 
Marie-Henri, after his maternal grandfather. Three years later she 
gave birth to a daughter, and two years after that to a second daughter. 
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Henriette Beyle was twenty-five when her son was born. He was 
no beauty as an infant, but was fat, red-faced, and had a very large 
bald head. “Pere Beyle, himself!** everyone exclaimed with laughter, 
for he bore a marked resemblance to a great-uncle who was a monk. 
Alas, he was not to be handsome like the Gagnons. But Henriette 
adored, pampered her first child; perhaps because there had been a 
stillborn son the year before, she surrounded him with a solicitude 
that was even a little excessive. 

When he was able to walk, he showed himself an enterprising fel- 
low, always rushing at everything impetuously on his short, sturdy 
legs, climbing to the top of fragile chairs, falling from them, breaking 
his front teeth, howling, and frightening everyone. One day, while 
walking with his nurse in the fields outside the town gate, he pricked 
a mule with a pointed stick, and was promptly kicked in the chest. 
Screaming, he was carried to his grandfather, who pronounced him 
sound, though saying : CC A little more and he would have been killed/* 

The story of his childhood and boyhood is set forth in the most 
vivid detail in the fragment of his memoirs entitled, Jhe Life of Henri 
Brulard, probably the most truthful and uninhibited confessions ever 
written. His own first sharply focused recollections date from the age 
of three and are characterized by anxiety and violence : 

My earliest memory is that of biting the cheek or the forehead of Madame 
Pisan-Dugalland, my cousin. ... 1 see her still, a woman of twenty-five, plump 
and very much rouged. It was apparently the rouge at which I took offence. 

“Kiss me, Henri/ 5 she said to me. I did not want to. She was greatly vexed 
and I bit her hand. I can see the whole scene, no doubt, because I was at once 
reproached for it, as if I had committed a crime and because my family never 
stopped talking about it 2 

2 Cf. Chapter XIX, p. 373, for the discussion of Henri 'Brulard , written when Stendhal was fifty- 
three. In narrating his first sixteen years, Stendhal was one of the few who wrote neither to 
defend nor to apologize for himself, bet to dissect his own direct memories, always carefully dis- 
tinguishing between fact or after-impression or hearsay, in a finely scientific spirit. Mo memoirs ever 
written were less retouched than these, which hold all the elements of the fanciful, the unexpected, 
or the unconscious, and even the unexplained lapses in his memory, as fixed in his mind- It is a case 
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police and Jesuit priests who now looked to the education of the 
peoples. For him the lights had gone out. 

Most other writers of his day chose conformity; they imitated Cha- 
teaubriand/ the romantic Catholic, and other apologists of ultraroyalism. 
Stendhal continued to believe in the teachings of the preceding century's 
rational and democratic philosophers who were now discarded as “old- 
fashioned." In Restoration days he too was often treated as a belated 
reveler who had lost his way since the time of the eighteenth-century 
Enlightenment; yet he clung to his conviction that the recurrence of ab- 
solutism (paralleling that of fascism in our own century) would be 
limited in time; that further social upheavals impended; that the drives 
of common men toward self-improvement, shaped by reason, scientific 
method, and humane ideas, would, in the long run, govern the future 
and not the ideas of authoritarians and obscurantists. In fifty or a hun- 
dred years all the lying nonsense that his contemporaries wrote — to ap- 
pease the censor or win favor before the king's ministers — would be 
forgotten in the rubbish heap of history. With admirable tenacity 
Stendhal steered his own course, away from fashionable or authorized 
(“right-thinking”) modes of thought. Almost single-handed he carried 
on a resistance movement of his own, in a sort of intellectual Under- 
ground of his own, read by but few men, yet saying to himself: “I write 
what 7, myself, think and not what they think.” 

Steadfastly he protested at his times, holding that they, and not him- 
self, were out of key with realities. And it was in accord with his role as 
an eternal dissenter that he proceeded to break all the rules of style and 
literary form then enjoying credit, and to write novels that were severely 
condemned by the men of the Romantic School, whose camp he had 
quickly left. His pioneering in the social novel was ill regarded; his 
overwhelming interest in psychological analysis of the ego and of human 
passions, as in “The Red and the Black, was held unpleasant, subversive, 
and immoral— though later generations saw him as one of the great pre- 
cursors of modem psychology. For the twentieth century was to take a 
wholly different view of his case. 

It is one of Stendhal's chief claims to the admiration of later men that, 
while he waited for the end of the political and cultural night that 
seemed to have fallen over Europe, he retained his sanity, his love of 
hfe, his readiness to laugh at himself and at the world, to an unusual 
degree. His protests were generally expressed with an irony that was 
good-humored as well as subtle. Thus he defended his own individu- 
ality, his own “sensibility,” his vision, by use of a whole "system” of 
satirical stratagems and concealments that are a marked feature of the 
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Stendhalian wit. While his indirection was harmless in itself, and 
scarcely impugned his real honesty, Stendhal's strategy of resistance, as 
we may call it, enabled him to survive. It was to bring deep comfort to 
men who read him in later times as war- weary and confused as his own. 
For he spoke with the ripe wisdom and the stoicism of a man who was 
no dupe, who had seen the mutations of history and violent changes of 
fortune, yet refused to despair, refused to believe that men would sur- 
render their heritage of knowledge to become the unthinking victims of 
regimes of retrogression. 

The recurrent revivals of Stendhal are certainly traceable to the paral- 
lels between his situation and that of modern man. The line of descent 
from Stendhal to our great modern authors such as Marcel Proust, 
Andre Gide, and the earlier Joyce is clear enough. His powers as politi- 
cal seer have been less well estimated. For example, at the time of the 
Pact of Munich, in 1938, when it seemed that the very weaknesses of 
Western leadership prepared the way, inevitably, for new Dark Ages, 
how much consolation one could find in turning to read again the letters 
and journals of this man of singular humor and intelligence who had 
once served at the court of Napoleon and marched in the terrible re- 
treat of the Grande Armee from Moscow. Nor was it surprising to learn 
some years later, after another big military despot had run his career, 
that during the occupation of France by German armies, from 1940 to 
1944, there had beefr an impressive growth of interest in Stendhal 
among the French youths who carried on an unremitting secret re- 
sistance against the enemy. 

“Our young writers have made a cult of Stendhal and of his Julien 
Sorel," I was told by a French author who came here on some war mis- 
sion. Julien Sorel, hero of 7he Tied and the Black , was, of course, the 
embodiment of Stendhalian dissent. Like him, many a young man of 
promise forfeited his life by entering the desperate Resistance move- 
ment. Thus my gifted friend, Robert Desnos, in 1945 was fated to die 
in a German concentration camp. Jean Prevost, who was also a devoted 
Stendhalian, fell the year before, fighting as an officer of the Maquis. 

For those who hold that Stendhal was but a “master of disillusion- 
ment/' we must call to mind the closing chapter of 7he Tied and the 
Black with its account of the trial and sacrificial death of young Julien 
Sorel. Offered the alternatives of winning freedom by feigning a repent- 
ance he does not feel, or facing death at the guillotine, Julien rejects the 
course he holds shameful, saying: “And what would become of me if 
I despised myself? . . . One has his duties in accordance with the 
range of his spirit." 
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I have tried, by way of introduction, to mention but a few of the 
many grounds on which Stendhal appeals to us today, so that the 
American reader may be led to understand how he happened to be- 
come a legendary figure in European culture, and why his manner of 
life itself has fascinated whole regiments of literary scholars in France, 
Italy, and Germany in the last forty years. In his case, as in no other, 
knowledge of his personality is requisite to reading his books. 

It is a great pity that Stendhal did not live to complete his memoirs, 
for the writing of which he showed both passion and genius, as evi- 
denced by the fragment we have of Jtenri Brulard, reaching only to his 
seventeenth year. His novels were concealed autobiographies : all his life 
he prepared to write his memoirs, judging from the quantity of notes and 
reminders to himself found in his journals, on scraps of paper, or on the 
margins of books he happened to read. No Proust ever examined his 
memories or interrogated his ego more constantly than he. 

But what Stendhal wrote, often with such terrible honesty, was for 
his private instruction or relief; it was scribbled in an almost illegible 
hand, in cryptograms, with names of persons, places, and dates altered. 
This excess of self-confession — assuming the form of a dispersed and 
confusing quantity of notations and reflections — has made him the joy 
and the despair of biographers. It has also spurred on a whole army of 
literary ferrets, orthographic experts, and manuscript collectors to 
search for long years through his voluminous private papers in the hope 
of solving the many contradictions and mystifications he seems to have 
included in them with design. The thing, obviously, has its grotesque 


In France, the literature concerning Stendhal has grown until it has 
assumed almost unmanageable proportions, like Lincolniana in the 
United States. Its best productions as yet are chiefly monographs or 
special studies covering selected phases of his career and works For 
example, almost half the seventy-four volumes of M. Henri Martineau’s 
edition of the CEuvres completes is made 'up of letters, unrevised 
journals, unfinished fragments, or mere notes, and of course the foot- 
note commentaries of the editor. A mass of Stendhal material has 
accumu ated since the 1880s, and yet, even in France, I believe, has not 

£2 “S' ° r f or the purposes of a comprehensive 

biography (The more complete biographies, chronologically, like 

Sr S IT W ° rk ' datC tack t0 the early 1900s ' and are Partially 
obsolete; while a more recent study, by Professor F. C. Green of Cam 7 

partly in French’!) ““ ° f ^ ^ ^ by E * h * W 
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This book is an attempt to present Stendhal's life and character be- 
fore the English-reading public as fully and completely as is now pos- 
sible, in the light of new material compiled up to 1940, which in great 
measure has not been available previously in English. In performance 
of this task, admittedly full of perplexities, I have drawn upon the 
compilations of numerous French, Italian, and German scholars, and 
acknowledge my debt to them. Still more am I indebted to the editors 
of the elaborately annotated Champion edition of Stendhal's writings 
, (still incomplete in 1940) and of the even more extensive Divan edition 
, (by Martineau) , whose versions of the works and letters I have mainly 
followed. For the paramount thing was to gather in the confidences of 
Stendhal himself, walking with him through life, as it were, sharing all 
the variety of his experiences, then, with him, reflecting upon them. 

M. J. 

April 20, i946 
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CHAPTER I 


father and Son 


G RENOBLE, the birthplace of Stendhal, has always been 
I esteemed as one of the most splendidly situated towns in all 
r France. Though it lies in a level plain, on the banks of the 
Isere River, the ancient fortified capital of Dauphine is all but encircled 
by the snowy mountain walls of the Western*Alps. Quite suddenly, as 
one approaches Grenoble through those barren passes, the whole pan- 
orama of its valley comes into view; the sight of that rich, green floor, 
so intensely cultivated, so abounding in flowers, with the Isere ser- 
pentining through it, is a never failing surprise. It is still "the fairest 
garden of France,” as one of the early dauphins, (later) King Louis XII, 
said over four hundred years ago. 

Like Jean-Jacques Rousseau, who had lived long years in solitude 
on the other side of the Grande Chartreuse, above Grenoble, Stendhal 
loved mountainous Dauphine. Not in sublime Lombardy, he declared, 
nor in the environs of Naples, nor even in the paintings of Titian, was 
anything to be seen that was more remarkable than that immense and 
incredibly verdant plain over which he roamed in his boyhood, with 
his eye always fixed on "those distant granite peaks that traced their 
dark red forms against the eternal snows.” 

But for the town of Grenoble itself, the city of his fathers, he felt only 
disgust. Now, in the latter part of the eighteenth century, Grenoble 
was reputed to be a center of elegant and pleasure-loving society. So 
Choderlos de Laclos, the author of Les Liaisons danger euses, described 
the town at this period, after having served as an officer in its garrison. 
But Stendhal thought of it only as a place to flee from. “Everything that 
is provincial and bourgeois . . . everything that is low and mean in 
the middle-class style reminds me of Grenoble,” he wrote in a singularly 
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wrathful passage of his memoirs directed at the very family and class 
from which he sprang. 

You feel something of the provincialism accursed by Stendhal in 
the old quarter of the town, in the tangle of narrow streets off the 
Grande Rue and near the river where he lived as a boy. Here the old 
gray buildings dating from the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 
some of them six stories tall, huddle together crazily to shut out the 
sunlight. In their shadow one can no longer see the mass of the Grande 
Chartreuse or the white cone of Mont Blanc still farther off. But it was 
here, closely confined within the ancient fortifications, and not in the 
mountain passes or in the open Gresivaudan Plain, that men dwelt 
under the old regime. The respectable burghers, merchants, advocates, 
and king's officers who were Henri Beyle's forbears lived out their 
lives in these houses, already old in the time of Louis XVI, that face 
the gloomy street with their front windows always shuttered, as if to 
hide the dramas of desire or avarice that were played behind their 
decent facades. It was in such a street, in the heart of the old quarter, 
at number 60 Rue des Vieux Jesuites (now Rue Jean-Jacques Rous- 
seau), that four generations of the Beyle family dwelt and Henri Beyle, 
the last of their line, was born. 

The Beyles were typical Dauphinois, and the Dauphinois are a peo- 
ple apart even among the highly diversified French. Though men of 
the midi they are quite unlike their Latin neighbors of Provence or the 
Lyonnais, for they are descendants of the ancient Allobroges, a Celtic 
mountain tribe of Roman times. Their southeastern border province 
came late into the family of France as a hereditary apanage of the 
crown prince who was named in its honor the dauphin. Grenoble, their 
capital, boasted its own Parlement and special municipal privileges; 
the Dauphinois cherished their semi-independence and were imbued 
with a strong regional feeling. By tradition the man of Dauphine is te- 
nacious, deliberate, and adroit of speech; "he thinks before he acts”; 
"he hates to be fooled.” He has an intelligence and subtlety which 
one would seek in vain among the civilizations of Provence or of 
neighboring Burgundy. Where the Provencal pours out atrocious in- 
sults, for example, the Dauphinois ponders and takes counsel of his 
hearty Crafty in trade, stubborn in argument, these "Normans of the 
bouth are likened to the canny Scot or the sharp Yankee 

For two centuries before 1650 the Beyles, living in the vicinity of 
Sassenage, in the hills outside of Grenoble, had thrived as tillers of the 
soil. By the middle of the seventeenth century they appear as priests, 

djienpi drulard, I, p. 29, Divan edition. ” ” 
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government officials, soldiers, and merchants. One of them, Jean Beyle, 
is listed as a village draper. But his grandson, Joseph Beyle, acquires 
education, becomes a lawyer, and practices in Grenoble in the 1690s. 
By a fortunate marriage he becomes proprietor of a sizable landed 
estate at Claix, a few miles south of Grenoble, and is able to purchase 
the house in the Rue des Vieux Jesuites that is to be the home of the 
Beyles for a century. At his death in 1739; his son Joseph Beyle, in 
accordance with old usage, inherits his legal practice and rises in his 
profession to be solicitor before the Parlement and advocate to the 
consistory. The great-grandfather of Henri Beyle was thus a man of 
note at the Palais de Justice and the bishopric of Grenoble, for the 
Beyles had close ties with the Church. In turn, his son Pierre and his 
grandson, Joseph-Cherubin Beyle, born in 1747, inherited these offices, 
almost in the manner of the hereditary magistrates. 

The Beyles were an old and rich bourgeois family, close to the no- 
bility, and moved for generations in a circumscribed little world that 
centered at the old Palais de Justice, with its buzzing courts of law. 
They lived within a jealous hierarchy of dignities and privileges, 
hemmed in between the nobility of the rdbe just above them, into 
whose choice circle they longed to climb, and the less fortunate mem- 
bers of the third estate, who envied them and whom they disdained. 

At only twenty Cherubin Beyle became the responsible head of his 
family, owing to his father's early death. He inherited a fortune that 
approached perhaps 200,000 francs, which was wealth for those days ; 
but as the only son, blessed with nine dependent sisters, he was bur- 
dened by his cares and made sober and cold in manner. The Beyles 
were shrewd, patient accumulators, and Cherubin seemed to show th< 
family disposition for trade and its aptitude for the law. 

"Money was the all-absorbing thought of my father/' his son woulc 
write of him reproachfully. In this matter, Cherubin was, like all th< 
Beyles before him, ready to spend whole days in haggling with a peas 
ant over the purchase or sale of a half acre of land. As an attorney hi 
was esteemed by the townspeople as both scrupulous and resourcefu 
in his dealings. He loved to talk of legal chicane, and his family in tim 
grew all too familiar with his dry jokes about "petitory” and “pos 
sessory” actions. On the other hand he had social pretensions, am 
considered himself a landed squire; he gave great attention to th 
management and improvement of the family property at Claix, am 
eventually assumed the non-hereditary title of noble Joseph-Cherubi 
Beyle, and a coat of arms. 

It was only as he neared thirty-five that the reserved and pruder 
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man determined to marry. His choice was Henriette Gagnon, daugh- 
ter of Grenoble’s leading doctor, himself a man of comfortable wealth 
and a social leader of the town. Though Cherubin was plain-looking 
and with an air a little too grave and pious, Henriette Gagnon, after 
some resistance, ended by accepting his hand, for he was a good match. 

She was much younger than he and by all accounts very vivacious 
and pretty, though short and plump of figure. Her father. Dr. Gagnon, 
one of the most learned men of Grenoble, had brought her up with a 
kindly hand, in accordance with the teachings of Rousseau, the phi- 
losopher-hermit of nearby Savoy. She loved people, had many friends 
and all sorts of talents, including that of drawing. “Alas, what did 
she not do well?” her family said of her. She even read Dante in the 
original Italian. Indeed there was something “romantic” and “Italian” 
about her, her son relates. 

The Gagnons were not native Dauphinois, Stendhal tells us; they 
had come from Avignon, in Provence, some seventy years before his 
birth. But what was more, as his aged great-aunt Elisabeth Gagnon 
used to tell him, they were really descendants of immigrants who, in 
the fifteenth century, had ‘migrated from a still sunnier, warmer dime, 
“where orange trees grew in the ground” and not merely in tubs, as 
in the Public Gardens of Grenoble. In the Gagnon family the legend 
was nourished of an ancestor named something like Gagnone or Ga- 
gnoni who had fled from Florence after a fatal duel. Thus two contrast- 
ing family stocks, two different bloods, the spontaneous Italian and the 
cooler Celtic of the Dauphinois, were crossed in Henri Beyle, and, to his 
mind, his southern blood made for his deep attachment in later life 
to the people and sky of Italy. Nor was he wrong in his idea of his 
ancestry, for recent genealogical research has marked the Gagnons of 
Avignon as the Gallicized descendants of a soldier named Gaignoni 
who hailed from a village near Florence. 

“Go away, you ugly fellow!” Henriette had said, according to the 
servants” tales, to Cherubin Beyle when he first came courting her. 
But he was persistent, and on February 20, 1781, led her to the altar 
of St. Andre’s Church, then brought her to live in the gray house of 
the Rue des Vieux Jesuites. After the more spacious, sunlit home of 
the Gagnons that gave on the Place de Grenette, the central square of 
the town, the old Beyle house seemed immitigably dark and damp; 
its hallways, illuminated only by small iron-barred windows, were 
musty, its rooms were low-ceilinged ; only the living rooms and the 
bedchambers on the street side, ornate with carved panels in Louis XV 
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style, were cheerful, though they too were shuttered by old jalousies. 

On January 23, 1783, Henriette Beyle bore a son who was named 
Marie-Henri, after his maternal grandfather. Three years later she 
gave birth to a daughter, and two years after that to a second daughter. 


2 

Henriette Beyle was twenty-five when her son was born. He was 
no beauty as an infant, but was fat, red-faced, and had a very large 
bald head. "Pere Beyle, himself!'' everyone exclaimed with laughter, 
for he bore a marked resemblance to a great-uncle who was a monk. 
Alas, he was not to be handsome like the Gagnons. But Henriette 
adored, pampered her first child; perhaps because there had been a 
stillborn son the year before, she surrounded him with a solicitude 
that was even a little excessive. 

When he was able to walk, he showed himself an enterprising fel- 
low, always rushing at everything impetuously on his short, sturdy 
legs, climbing to the top of fragile chairs, falling from them, breaking 
his front teeth, howling, and frightening everyone. One day, while 
walking with his nurse in the fields outside the town gate, he pricked 
a mule with a pointed stick, and was promptly kicked in the chest. 
Screaming, he was carried to his grandfather, who pronounced him 
sound, though saying : CC A little more and he would have been killed." 

The story of his childhood and boyhood is set forth in the most 
vivid detail in the fragment of his memoirs entitled, 7he Life of Henri 
Urulard, probably the most truthful and uninhibited confessions ever 
written. His own first sharply focused recollections date from the age 
of three and are characterized by anxiety and violence : 

My earliest memory is that of biting the cheek or the forehead of Madame 
Pisan-Dugalland, my cousin. ... I see her still, a woman of twenty-five, plump 
.and very much rouged. It was apparently the rouge at which I took offence. 

“Kiss me, Henri/” she said to me. I did not want to. She was greatly vexed 
and I bit her hand. I can see the whole scene, no doubt, because I was at once 
reproached for it, as if I had committed a crime and because my family never 
stopped talking about it . 2 

8 Cf. Chapter XIX, p. 373, for the discussion of Henri Vrulard, written when Stendhal was fifty- 
three. In narrating his first sixteen years, Stendhal was one of the few who wrote neither to 
defend nor to apologize for himself, but to dissect his own direct memories, always carefully dis- 
tinguishing between fact or after-impression or hearsay, in a finely scientific spirit. No memoirs ever 
written were less retouched than these, which hold all the elements of the fanciful, the unexpected, 
or the unconscious, and even the unexplained lapses in his memory, as fixed in his mind- It is a case 
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At three, he was already a “little monster." Not long after this the 
infant Beyle committed another dark deed. He was playing at the bal- 
cony of a window on the first floor, working with a small kitchen knife 
over a box of plants which he was trimming down and setting out as his 
own little garden. Suddenly the knife slipped from his hand and fell to 
the street, a few steps from a lady passing by, a certain Mme. Chenavaz, 
“the most ill-natured woman in all the town." His aunt Seraphie Ga- 
gnon, whom Henri disliked for her carping disposition/ at once accused 
him of trying to “kill” Mme. Chenavaz. He was scolded by everyone, 
though he knew he had meant no wrong. At the very outset his life 
seemed to be filled with impressions of danger and injustice, and the 
drive of aggression. 

From earliest years the obsession with death clung to him. It was as- 
sociated at first with the memory of an imposing funeral, performed 
with military as well as religious ceremony, that he attended with his 
parents when he was only five. The records attesting the accuracy of his 
memoirs indicate that it was the burial service for Marshal Vaux that 
took place in Grenoble in 1788. In his house, by the window, he listened 
to the sound of the bells tSlling endlessly at St. Andre's Church. Then 
at the church 


... the majestic sound of the bells moved me deeply. . . . The sight of 
that black catafalque illuminated in broad daylight by a great quantity of tapers, 
with the windows darkened, was a striking one. It was the idea of death appear- 
ing for the first time. ‘ * 


And at the cemetery, as the soldiers drew up to give the salute : 

So they were going to fire! And such a lot of soldiers! I was dying of fright; 
but kept an eye on the black carriage that was advancing slowlv I waited 

trembling for the order to fire. 


When at last the order was given and the roar of muskets followed at 
once, "a great weight was lifted from me." 

Like the mysteriously organized sequence of a dream there remained 
fixed in his memory the episodes of public disorder that burst forth in 
Grenoble that same year. It was the historic “Day of the Tiles" (June 
7, 1788), when the attempt of King Louis XVI to curb the traditional 
(judiciary) powers of the Parlement of Grenoble roused the people of 
the city to fight in the streets and even to hurl tiles from their roofs upon 
the heads of the King's troops. From a window of his grandfather’s 
house on the central square Henri was the unwitting spectator of the 


of 

IS 
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upon himself; and one proceeds with the story of his early 


years 
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first insurrectionary disorders in France, the starting signal for the 
drama of civil revolution that was to change his entire world. He could 
not understand, yet could never forget, the sight he had of a little old 
woman being pursued along the street by soldiers and screaming at them 
as she ran: “Je me revorte, je me revorte!” Did she mean "revolte”? 

Then, soon afterward, a workingman, assisted with difficulty by two 
comrades, came tottering by on the Grande Rue, bright blood flowing 
from his back, for he had been stabbed with a bayonet. At the house 
across the street, the workingman was assisted up the winding, glass- 
enclosed staircase to the sixth-floor attic where he lived, almost expir- 
ing at every step from loss of blood. Stendhal relates : 

My parents scolded me and drove me away from the window of my grand- 
father’s bedroom, so that I should not see this terrible sight, but I kept returning 
to it. 

As at the funeral of Marshal Vaux, he was terribly afraid, yet could 
not avert his eyes. 

But from all these immense perils, illusory or real, the imaginative 
and high-strung child had but one sure Refuge: he could fly to the 
maternal breast, to weep there, to be protected and consoled, and to 
smile again. 

“My mother . . . was a charming woman and I was in love with 
her/’ her son writes very simply in recollection fifty years later. But 
it was less simple than that. 

Henriette Beyle was the soul of gaiety for her family. Aside from her 
the others seemed to have always taut nerves, and the darkening days 
of the Great Revolution that was upon them did not make them happier. 
It was his mother who brought a cheerful bustle into the Beyle house- 
hold. She was forever inviting guests to dinner, and in her time, at din- 
ner parties, the salon and dining room glittered with dozens of wax 
candles. 

But it was no ordinary bond that united the mother and child. Ex-™ 
amining his memories of his childhood in the 1780s, Stendhal says: "I 
find many things that surprise me in 1835.” Then he bravely sets them 
down. 

The love of his “noble and fresh young mother” he declares was the 
“principal affair of his childhood,” and he avows, not without embar- 
rassment : 

In loving her at the age of about six [1789] I had exactly the same character 
as when, in 1828, I loved Alberthe de Rubempre [his mistress] with mad pas- 
sion. . . . Since then my way of seeking happiness has changed little, with but 
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the single exception that in what constitutes the physical side of love I was then 
what Caesar would be, if he came back to earth, with regard to the use of 
cannon and small arms. I should soon have learned, and it would have changed 
nothing in my tactics. 

I wanted to cover my mother with kisses, and for her to have no clothes on. 
She loved me passionately and kissed me often. I returned her kisses with such 
ardor that she was sometimes obliged to run away. I abhorred my father when 
he came to interrupt our kisses. I always wanted to kiss her bosom. You must 
remember that I lost my mother in childhood when I was barely seven. 


Turning over his “buried memories” late in life, Stendhal records 
in almost clinical terms, and yet without any trace of affectation, how 
he "loved his mother's charms with a mad passion ... as criminal 
as possible,” and how jealousy of his father dimly formed itself in his 
child mind. Then, as if troubled by these strange recollections, he adds 
briefly : 


My mother cannot be insulted at the liberties I take with her in revealing that 
I loved her. If I ever met her again, I would tell her so again. Besides she took 
no [conscious] part in this sort of love. . . . 3 


On the afternoon of November 22, 1790, Henri, who was nearly 
eight years old, and his sister Pauline were sent out for a long walk 
with the maid, Marion, a Dauphinois peasant girl who was like a serv- 
ant out of Moliere, devoted to her masters, but ever speaking her mind 
freely to them. That evening they were brought to the house of their 
grandfather, at the Place de Grenette, given supper and put to bed 
there, instead of returning home. They were not supposed, of course, to 
know that their mother lay racked in child labor. 

In the deep of night — it was two in the morning — the boy was awak- 
ened suddenly by the loud wailing and sobbing of his grandfather and 
his two maiden aunts, just returned from the Rue des Vieux Jesuites 
after seeing his mother die. Henri remembered every moment of the day 
that followed. 


At first he felt more surprise than despair, he tells us. He did not 
understand what death was (like most children) and calmly interro- 


*Tlie passage cited from Chapter III of Jlenri Drulard is certainly one of the most remarkable 
psychological documents in all literatnre and astonished Freud himself when it was brought to his 
attention seventy-five years after it was written. These memoirs had lain hidden among Stendhal’s 
posthumous papers for half a century after his death. What is remarkable is not the appearance of 
the mother fixation or Oedipus complex in his confessions, frequent enough in. literature since 
ament times, so much as Stendhal’s clear recognition of its decisive importance and his “necessary 

statement upon it, though he feared he might have to destroy his memoirs in the end because of 
such singular reflections. oecause ot 
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gated Marion, the nursemaid who sat wailing beside his, bed. How 
could it be that he would "never see her again”? She would be placed, 
he was told, in the cemetery. "But where is the cemetery?” he asked 
eagerly. "In the Rue des Muriers, the one belonging to the parish of 
Notre-Dame.” Henri finally fell asleep peacefully. 

But the next morning, when he woke up, he was told to go and kiss 
his father — not his mother as he was accustomed to. Led into the dim 
bedchamber where the green curtains were drawn, he felt "an aver- 
sion for his father, and found it repugnant to kiss him.” He notes: 
"My father appeared very ugly to me; his eyes were all swollen, and 
sobs overcame him at every moment.” Henri had not been close to his 
father before this. 

Gradually, from the way in which people around him talked or be- 
haved it was borne in upon the boy's mind that he would really never 
see his mother again. A friend of the family, the Abb6 Rey, arrived 
and, embracing Ch^rubin Beyle, said in a nasal voice.* "Alas my friend, 
it is God's will!” To the boy these were terrible words the priest 
uttered. Not long after this, with the direct logic of a child, he began 
to "speak evil of God,” according to MarjLpn, who reproached him 
for it. 

The next day, dressed in mourning, he sat by his father's knee in the 
parlor, while the friends and relatives of the family came to offer their 
condolences and attend the funeral. Dry-eyed, watchful, silent, he 
heard them turn easily from the subject of death to that of trade or to 
gossip of the law court. He noticed how his uncle Romain Gagnon 
had gotten himself up for his sister's funeral, in his finest coat, all 
scented and powdered, like the Lovelace he was! 

Henri did not weep or wail. Even the day before, his aunt Seraphie, 
younger sister of his mother, observing this, had characterized him as 
a '"heartless child.” He was vexed, as nearly always at Aunt Seraphie, 
and resented being misunderstood. But now the one person who had 
always dissolved such misunderstandings and soothed such hurts was 
not there. Now for the first time he had no one to confide in ; he could 
no longer run to weep and discharge his grief upon that breast which 
he had been wont to cover with his furious kisses. When, from the 
next room, he heard the loud bang of the coffin being sealed and 
presently carried out, he was ready to believe that his mother was dead. 
At the parish church of St. Hugues, where the services were held, he at 
last gave way to his choked-up emotions and made such signs of woe 
that his father was obliged to send him outside. Even as a grown man, 
returning to Grenoble, the sound of the church, bells would produce 
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in him "-a dull and arid grief . . . akin to rage.” At the cemetery, he 
became quite hysterical. When they threw earth upon his mother's 
coffin, he protested fiercely, tried to stop them, and cried out that “they 
would hurt her.” 


3 


“Here begins my moral life,” he wrote in after years as he looked 
back with such steady eyes at every moment of his childhood. It is 
plain that he means: “Here begins the inward conflict of my life,” fixed 
by the death of his mother, at which point in time, he relates, all the 
joys of his childhood came to an end. In effect childhood itself comes 
to an end. 

In the months that followed the sudden passing of his mother, Henri 
tasted the full measure of his loss. Instead of growing up as a normal 
child, surrounded with affection and sympathy, made happy, as he 
naturally tended to be, he felt himself alone, misunderstood, even 
“persecuted."” 

The vivacious Henriette Beyle’s role had been to spread happiness 
in her family circle. With her demise the whole family was plunged 
in gloom, observed strictest mourning, and dropped all social life 
for many years. Even Dr. Gagnon, usually a merry soul, was in despair 
at the death of his favorite child. 


Henri s father, that “rival” whom he feared and disliked, was so 
deeply affected by his wife's death that he ordered her bedchamber 
shut up and kept it so, for ten years. The large salon also was left 
darkened and closed. Nor did Cherubin marry again, though he was 
m hxs early forties. “His piety was absurd,” his son wrote, “and led 
hxm to deny himself and his children all pleasure.” To cany on with 
he household and care for the upbringing of his children he invited 
yo ™f r ^ster, Seraphie Gagnon, to come and live with 
hem in the old house in the Rue des Vieux Jesuites. Aunt Seraphie 
was a thm woman of about twenty-seven, somewhat pretty, but devout 
to the point of bigotry, and afflicted with bad nerves and poor health 
TTie spinster aunt was most faithful in caring for Henri, now eight 

^ five and three ' respecHve,y - ** 
nobility was suddenly collapsing about them. The Bastille had fallen 
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the year before; soon the Constitution was to be voted/ Jfnd the 
country engulfed in war, civil and foreign. Catastrophic 
lowed each other step by step in the five years following 
Beyle's death. Cherubin Beyle, besides being secluded by mouhtS*g^ 
was now more depressed than ever and showed even less desire than 
before to go out or seek amusement or receive people. In these dark 
days when money itself seemed worthless, and the King was being tried 
for his life, the Beyles and the Gagnons stayed closely within their 
family circle, suspicious of everyone, often moaning over their lot. Aunt 
Seraphie would inveigh against the godlessness of the times and even 
cursed those who, like their eloquent young neighbor, Bamave, had 
joined hands with the revolutionary leaders in Paris. The three Beyle 
children were as prisoners of their elders who were in mourning. 

Mostly Henri and his sisters were kept indoors, or always accom- 
panied by an older person when they went out. Their only relief was 
the daily visit at noon for dejeuner at the brighter quarters of their 
grandfather, with its sunny terrace overlooking the river Isere and the 
busy Place de Grenette, then the central square of the town. In the 
afternoon they would return to the dim, cheerless rooms of the Beyle 
house, do their lessons, eat their light supper, and go to sleep. 

The great length of time, nearly half a century, that elapsed between 
those days and the written recollection of them did not soften the 
extraordinary father-hatred which Stendhal pictures as growing con- 
stantly in himself and making the central drama of his boyhood. In 
enumerating the members of his family as they were in 1790, he de- 
scribes his grandfather as his “true father" and intimate, for he had 
transferred his affections to the learned and sympathetic doctor; his 
great-aunt Elisabeth Gagnon, whom he would also see daily at the 
Place de Grenette, is described as a truly noble and generous soul 
who held great sway over Henri ; with similar indulgence he wrote of 
his uncle Romain, who became his model in gallantry. 

But his aunt Seraphie was a “she-devil." And as for his father, he is 
mentioned last of all, described as wrinkled, ugly, and cold: “Never 
did chance associate two beings so fundamentally antipathetic as my 
father and myself. He could not say a word that did not displease me." 

It seemed impossible for him to love his son. “He did not love me per- 
sonally as his son, but instead regarded me as the continuator of the 
family." Henri was expected to be like his father, assume his offices 
someday, direct the family affairs, tell people lawyers' jokes. Thus 
the pages of Henri Brulard are poisoned with father-hatred, expressed 
with an intensity seldom witnessed in all literature, and supported by 
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many vividly told anecdotes, certainly most venomously colored, or ex- 
aggerated, but plainly not invented or fictitious. The remarkable thing 
is that, far from being uncommonly wicked or unjust, Cherubin Beyle 
was an average father as fathers went in the eighteenth century save 
for his avarice, and bore with a great deal from his singular son. 

There have been notable conflicts throughout history between 
fathers and sons: one had occurred only recently between the great 
Mirabeau and his brilliant father, “the friend of man,” who alternately 
tried to ruin his son or had him imprisoned for years by lettre de 
cachet. Cherubin, far from emulating the Marquis de Mirabeau, tried 
to help Henri according to his lights; kept him by his side, paid him 
many little attentions, and watched over him. That Cherubin was not 
incapable of deep affection is shown by his worshipping the memory 
of his wife, and locking up her room for ten years, during which he 
mpurned and prayed for her — which did him honor even in Henri's 
urifriendly eyes. He gave money, though reluctantly, and the advan- 
tages of education to his son. But he did not permit him to be happy. 

Despite the teachings of Rousseau, the life of French children of aris- 


tocratic or upper middle-class family was not a happy one in the 
eighteenth century. Henri and his sisters must be reared with a grave 
discipline; they must not play with “common children”; they must 
be tutored at home by religious mentors who had “severe faces/' He 
might be taken riding in a carriage; but he would be seated by his 
carping aunt, forced to listen to her bromides, while enviously, out 
of the corner of his eye, he watched the lower-class children of the 


town running about the streets or the Public Gardens at liberty. 
Occasionally he would be permitted to meet a few children of noble 
birth whose parents were the clients of his father: the counts and 
barons de Monval, de Sinard or de Berenger; but they were as stiffly 
dressed, as “suffocated” as himself. "Alas,” he cries, “I was fprbidden 
even to play marbles or spin a top.” 

At five he could read and write a passable French; at six he was set 
to studying Latin with a tutor. Because it was plain that he was pre- 
cociously intelligent he was kept closely confined “as if under a glass 
jar. It was always with the soft words of tender solicitude that his 
“tyrants”— father and aunt— addressed him, or with homilies, about 
paternal love and the duties of children. They were in mourning, they 
were fearful of the strange upheavals that convulsed all France. “In then- 
dark humor, I was their unique occupation ” he relates. “They adorned 
this process of torture with the name of education and probably meant 
it in good faith. Even the patience of his father, who administered 


12 



FATHER AND SON 


physical chastisement to him only two or three times in his life, exas- 
perated Henri. Impulsiveness — Henri sometimes gave extreme provoca- 
tion — might have been better. 

And Aunt Seraphie! — that “sour-minded believer” who, when he, 
-read books that gave him pleasure, snatched them from his hand — he 
speaks of her with a rage that is all but comic. His grandfather handed 
him, when he was ten, a book by Voltaire. “How can they give such 
books to a child?” Seraphie screamed. And she would run to his father 
with her complaints, while Dr. Gagnon prudently beat a retreat, dis- 
liking scenes, but also, as- Henri observed, showing himself a timid soul. 

On fine days, his father and aunt always took him for the same 
walk of five miles tp the family “domain” at Claix up the cascading 
river Drac, Henri keeping exactly forty paces ahead of the couple. He 
loved the farm at Claix, with its old orchard, its vineyards, and its 
great views of mountain-cupped Grenoble. “But even the wonderful 
mountains of Dauphine were spoiled for me,” he complained — because, 
his two cicerones were forever canting about the “beautiful scenery.’” 
Lying under an apple tree at Claix, one day, he lost himself in a copy 
of Dow Quixote that Dr. Gagnon had given him and went off into 
peals of laughter as he read. His father, hearing him, dragged him off to 
inspect the work that was going on about the farm, the new stone 
sheep barns, or the drains that were being laid. 

“They even objected to my laughter!” the boy would recall. As for 
his father’s “obsessions” with his fanning projects, the self-willed son 
refused to be interested in them. 

When he was about six the Abbe Raillane, a Jesuit priest who lived 
for a time in a small house in the courtyard back of the Beyles’, came 
into his life as his private tutor and afflicted it with his “dark tyranny.” 
He is pictured as a thin, neatly clad man, with a very wrinkled and 
greenish, or jaundiced, complexion, hideously thick eyebrows, mean 
•eyes, and a villainously hooked nose. The Abbe, who enjoyed an excel- 
lent reputation (though not for personal charm), taught the children 
of the leading families of Grenoble. That he was strong in his faith was 
shown by the fact that, after being forced jnto hiding during the Ter- 
ror of ’93, he would reappear secretly and conduct mass in private 
homes at the risk of his life. Under him Henri received a thoroughgoing 
religious instruction, and regularly sang in the choir at St. Andre’s 
Church with admitted enjoyment — up to the age of twelve. He also 
studied rhetoric, arithmetic, and Latin (by rote) . Taught to write Latin 
verses by the Abba’s authoritarian methods, and to read. Virgil, he 
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conceived a dislike for poetry and even for Virgil. Such were the unin- 
tended results of the "tyrant’s” methods, he assures us. 

The Abbe would report any small misdeed as a matter of duty to his 
pupil’s father, and punishment of some sort would promptly follow. 
He expounded discipline and religious orthodoxy. When Henri, who 
became much interested in the natural sciences under his grandfather’s 
encouragement, would speak his own inquiring, irritatingly logical and 
independent little mind, the Abbe Raillane would sternly order him to 
forget such notions. "But sir, it is true, that is what I feel.”— "Never 
mind, my little friend, you must not say that, it isn t proper. Always 
he ended by saying that something wasn’t done, wasn’t proper. He 
taught the boy the Ptolemaic system, though Grandfather Gagnon 
came in one day and asked him why he continued to teach it when 
everyone knew it was false. "But it explains everything, and besides, it 
is approved by the Church.” Dr. Gagnon, who was a Voltairian, would 
shake his head, laugh lightly, and make off. But in his good-humored 
way, he would mock at the ignorance of such servants of the Lord as 
Raillane, even imitating his manner: ". . . besides, it is approved by the 
Church!" n 

Henri never forgot the dreary walks around Grenoble that he was 
obliged to take in the company of the Abbe and two other proper little 
pupils every afternoon, at five in summer, at three in winter. In the 
river Isere, along whose bank they walked invariably, there was a 
charming islet of rock where the town boys went swimming in fine 
weather. Passing it, Henri and his comrades would look with longing, 
like "poor prisoners,” at the boys in the river. Whereupon the Abbe 
Raillane would assure them that respectable children never bathed in 
the river; the boys who did so always ended by drowning. This gave 
Henri a childhood fear of water that nearly cost him his life in later 
days. The Abbe would go chattering by the hour on the “dangers of 
liberty” — until Henri could repeat the sermon by rote. 

The boy tried to deceive his mentor by using a pony for his Virgil. 
Or, in prankish spirit, he tormented the Abbe’s pet canaries, or injured 
his tubbed orange trees. But in this duel he usually came off second 
best, and gained only the punishment of being sentenced to eat supper 
alone in his room. When angered, the Abbe would berate' him with a 
cold rage; on two or three occasions his father whipped him. 

That the heart of Henri Beyle could easily be won by anybody who 
amused and interested him, or was simply kind to him, was well known 
in later years to his school friends, for his was in great measure, despite 
his shyness and self-consciousness, an affectionate, happy, and lusty 
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nature. But such approaches were never used by his father or his tutor. 
Thanks to them, he relates, he became "somber, discontented, and 
underhanded He^dds: "The Abbe Raillane, for all his good inten- 
tions, might well have turned me into a thief/' 

The pinpricks, the petty scoldings, the continual homilies appeared 
to him as a massive system of persecution ranged against himself, and 
— in the absence of a mother — made him, in very self-defense, decep- 
tive, calculating, and also melancholy. Often he would weep alone in 
his room. In the calmer mood of later years he writes: “I was perhaps 
very wicked and unjust toward my father and the Abbe Raillane . . . 
but they poisoned my childhood/' He adds revealingly: "I hated the 
Abbe, I hated my father, the source of the Abbe's power, I hated still 
, more the religion in whose name he tyrannized over me." 

Thirty or forty years later, he would feel an instinctive aversion to 
people who had the same kind of nose as the Abbe Raillane. He would 
regale his friends in Paris, such as Prosper Merimee, with stories of the 
morose priest who "persecuted" him for a harmless prank, or for tear- 
ing his clothes in play. He would mimic the old Abbe crying: "You are 
a disgrace to your family and your religion!" * 

When he was twelve, he declares, he hated his religion, he hated all 
priests. In his memoirs he describes them, with the exception of Rail- 
lane, as invariably dirty, greasy, gluttonous fellows who made clacking 
noises with their tongues when dining with the Beyles, or rolled their 
eyes madly at the sight of a suckling pig at the table. He hated his 
father, but also the religion and the priests who, supporting his father's 
authority, "oppressed the young and the weak." He hated even 
Grenoble, the city of his father, and drew up elaborate, secret plans to 
run away. 


4 

There were compensations: "My excellent grandfather . . . was 
really my true father and intimate friend. . . /' 

How much happier were the sunlit rooms of his grandfather's large 
house, only three minutes distant, at the open Place de Grenette, where 
Henri came for lunch every day. The paternal tenderness that he 
lacked, he received from the sixty-year-old surgeon, who secretly dis- 
' liked his son-in-law as much as he loved his grandson. 

Henri Gagnon had studied medicine at the University of Mont- 
pellier, had become Grenoble's favorite doctor and passing rich. Like 
a true son of the eighteenth century he was a student of all the sciences, 
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he was liberal and tolerant in his beliefs, and passed for one of the 
best talkers and most cultivated men of Grenoble. He loved literature 
also and “for forty years had been the head and front of all that was 
literary and liberal in Grenoble.” His library, one of the most valuable 
in the town, still shows this, for it was bequeathed to the Bibliotheque 
Publique of which he was one of the founders and in which his por- 
trait still hangs. It shows him a handsome man with delicate features, 
wearing a powdered wig with three rows of curls just as his grandson 
has described him. 

The Gagnon house had a wing and a terrace back of it, which the 
doctor filled with beds of rare plants and flowers. Here he played the 
naturalist every morning, tending the flowers like a good disciple of 
Rousseau. At night he would walk his terrace scanning the stars and 
expound his astronomical lore first to his children, then to his grand- 
son Henri. 

The boy had the run of the doctor's library. Dr. Gagnon looked the 
other way even when he took “forbidden” books. At the age of ten 
Henri read not only Moliere, but Voltaire, a favorite of his grandfather, 
who kept a little wooden bust of the philosopher on his desk. In his 
youth Dr. Gagnon had made a pilgrimage to Voltaire's home, Ferney, 
just over the Swiss border, and had been received there with every 
distinction. 

Seeing that Henri was quick to read, he encouraged him by giving 
him such books as the Abbe Prevost's 'Manon Lescaul and Ariosto's 
Orlando Turioso in French. While others played in the sun, the lonely 
boy sat by the window overlooking the gardens and river, reading end- 
lessly. Increasingly he lived in books, where in a dream world rid of 
his father, aunt, and tutor, he consorted with the brave knights and 
noble ladies of Ariosto, and even with beautiful courtesans like Manon 
Lescaut, who died for love. All sorts of romantic enthusiasms now 
gripped his imagination, and this disposition was fostered, not only by 
his reading, but by the influence of his great-aunt Elisabeth Gagnon. 

TTiis charming old lady, like her brother the doctor, showed much 
tenderness to the boy ; calm and dignified of bearing, dwelling alone in 
her little apartment at her brother's houses she impressed him as a 
woman who lived in her dreams, and entirely “Spanish” or “Castilian” 
in her ideals. The stories she would tell him about “the good old days” 
strengthened this impression. For example, she had a proud way of 
avoiding all mention of money matters so constantly on the lips of the 
Grenoble bourgeois. Elisabeth, it was said, had remained unmarried 
as a consequence of some unhappy passion, but to Henri she was still 
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beautiful in old age, and he said that it was she who formed his heart. 

But while he acquired a taste for reverie that brought relief from the 
vexations his family circle inflicted, there was another side of him that 
developed strongly: a cool, curious, reasoning fellow who would pull 
against the romantic fellow in his transports. Medicine and science, as 
his grandfather expounded them, also fascinated him. "At twelve, a 
prodigy of science, I incessantly questioned my good grandfather, who 
took pleasure in instructing me/' The doctor and naturalist, who had 
won some note for his papers on meteorology, read before learned 
societies, urged him to be exact and precise in his thought. He spoke 
of his experimental methods, and the boy learned from him what he 
could grasp of anatomy, or even of dissection. His grandfather opened 
the beautiful volumes of Diderot's Encyclopedia, and he found the 
new world of science mirrored in their magnificent engravings. Not 
only was his thirst for knowledge sharpened, but it was given an ana- 
lytical and rational bent that conflicted strangely with the "enthusiast" 
in him. 

"My grandfather also," as he tells us, "communicated nearly all his 
literary tastes to me." A man of measure, with Horace ever beside him, 
Dr. Gagnon always urged that clarity and restraint were the hallmarks 
of intellectual greatness, and in literature were exemplified by the great 
seventeenth-century writers, and those who preceded Rousseau in their 
own century. Rousseau was a favorite of Dr. Gagnon's, but what pre- 
tentiousness, overemphasis, and exaggerated eloquence he had inspired 
in his imitators! The grandfather himself seemed like a figure out of 
the preceding century, deliberate and precise in speech, full of good 
form, elegantly shunning quarrels and scenes, making jests with a light 
and dry wit — sometimes almost too light, even effete. 

Uncle Remain Gagnon, who lived with his father, was also a man of 
charm in a somewhat different measure. He was as merry as he was 
handsome, and the recognized Lovelace of the town. On occasion the 
nephew was permitted to see his uncle do his entire toilet, an elaborate 
ritual which made the boy's eyes almost start out of his head. Romain 
wore embroidered coats with gold buttons that cost perhaps 1,000 
ecus (of three francs each!), and he poured perfume all over himself. 
His father certainly did not pay for these fine garments, and would lift 
his hands in dismay at seeing him thus. After the dandy's toilet was 
done Henri would proudly hold a great silver candlestick to light his 
way before him as he made his grand descent to dinner. 

Romain, also a lawyer, but one who did not bother to have clients, 
would wink and roll his eyes as he dropped hints to his little nephew 
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of the many noble ladies who pined for him. One woman of Grenoble’s 
good but rather gallant society was actually heard to say: Well, at 
any rate I .did not yield to Romain Gagnon like all the others. Some of 
the others, according to an old southern custom, sometimes sent him 
gifts of jewels or even money. “It matters little,” Romain would explain 
to Henri, when he was only twelve or so, “so long as one doesn’t hoard 
such things.” The gifts received from some plain dowager would, in 
good time, pass on to a poor but pretty little actress at the Grenoble 
Opera House. 

Children reach adolescence early in life in southern France; and 
Henri, as a mere boy, had his uncle Romain as his sly mentor in *gal- 
lantry. From him he learned how fine a thing it was to be lucky with 
women. Also, when he was scarcely twelve, he discovered in Romain’s 
room a whole heap of libertine books, such as Voltaire’s £a Pucelle 
d'Orleans, or others by obscure authors with titles such as 7be Weak- 
ness and Repentance of a Woman. 

It was Uncle Romain, moreover, who took him for the first time to 
the Opera House to see a performance of Corneille’s £e Cid. The 
lights, the music, the*sky-blue satin costumes of the actors, offered a 
vision of thrilling beauty and happiness. Henri had the impression that 
his uncle was one of those exalted characters who strutted the stage; 
that “every moment of his life must be as delicious as those I enjoyed 
at the play.” 

The time came when Uncle Romain made a good marriage and re- 
moved to his wife’s estate at the border village of Les Echelles, in 
Savoy, several hours’ carriage ride from Grenoble. Henri and his sisters 
at regular intervals, once or twice a year, came to visit their uncle and 
new aunt high up in the mountains, amid the fragrance of deep pine 
forests at a place of great natural beauty, by the waterfall of the river 
Guiers. His uncle’s wife was not only gracious to him, but was so beau- 
tiful that Henri remembered being abashed at the sight of her, scarcely 
answering her questions, while devouring her with his eyes. 

Like Marie Antoinette, they went on picnics in those days. The 
company was made up of young friends and relatives of the Gagnons, 
including some attractive young ladies, and always a young officer or 
two accompanying them. It was like a scene out of Rousseau, whose 
ghost certainly hovered here. Into the occasionally amorous dalliance 
of the older folk, Henri — perhaps boasting a little, in later years — re- 
membered entering with precocious zeal. On one day, when one of the 
young ladies who had petted and kissed the small boy also showed 
favor to a young officer, suffering his embraces and kisses, the infant 
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lover grew fiercely jealous and threw pebbles at them. The officer then 
picked up the boy and perched him in the branches of a low mulberry 
tree from which he could not climb down. But he jumped off, hurting 
his ankle, then ran away like a rabbit while everyone pursued him, 
shouting and laughing. 

Henri was so lively at such parties that everyone was amused by 
him; these occasions were all the happier because his aunt Seraphie 
was usually absent. His grandfather, a man of the world, would say to 
him: “You are a homely little fellow but no one will mind that in you/'’ 

For him the holidays at Les Echelles, with their welcome change of 
scenery, brought “happiness, sudden, complete, perfect . . . like going 
to heaven; everything was enchanting/' “Here," he says significantly, 
“everybody was a friend, everybody smiled at me. . . ." 

Then the return to the old quarter ofi Grenoble, to his father and 
aunt, to the shuttered old house of the Beyles, to the Latin lessons he 
was supposed to have completed during the week's excursion. 

His recollections color and exaggerate the gloom of his family life, 
which the sight of his uncle Romain's rural paradise by contrast made 
all the darker. Henri knew more happy hours than he owned: there 
were more picnics and excursions in those days than today. Parents 
also left their children much in the company of servants, who were 
their unaffected friends. Thus Henri was the confidant of the maid 
Marion; he was also the devoted admirer of Lambert, an attractive 
young man-servant of his grandfather's. But to his great sorrow, when 
Henri was about eleven, Lambert died suddenly in an accidental fall 
from a ladder, and Henri wept for him almost every night for many 
weeks. After having been reproached by Seraphie for his “unfeeling 
heart" at the time of his mother's death, he was now scolded for lying 
awake and sobbing at night. Later, examining his memories carefully, 
he tells us almost casually that for years after his mother's death he 
wept alone every night before he fell asleep. 

5 

The Abbe Raillane told him that while being the aptest of his pupils, 
he was “truly imprudent in speech." When his sense of indignation 
was aroused by unjust scolding, or by the cool reproofs of his father, 
he would reply with passion. 

One day, bored by my father’s speeches, I said to him: “If you love me so 
much, give me five sous a day and let me live as I like. However, you can be 
sure of one thing: as soon as I am old enough, I shall enlist/ J 
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My father turned on me as if he would crush me with a blow. “You are 
nothing but an undutiful and impudent wretch,” he exclaimed. 

Henri learned that it was profitable to hold his tongue and hide his 
emotions. He grew morose or sullen. Sometimes he could be cruel to 
his sister Pauline and strike her with his fist — though later he became 
passionately fond of her — and he always detested his youngest sister 
Zenalde-Caroline, his father’s favorite and a talebearer. He felt him- 
self “a slave,” as he explains in his memoirs, and soon assumed all the 
worst qualities of that condition. To be truthful to his aunt and father, 
as the observant child noted, or to his tutor, was often costly. Did not 
the Abbe make statements that seemed, not so much true, as “proper”? 

“I began to tell lies,” he recollects. “The little happiness I was able to 
extract was preserved by lying.” Outwardly, Henri was respectful 
enough toward his elders; but he was ready to employ almost any ruse 
to strike back at them or hurt them. 

When he was eleven, he kept a tame thrush in the house. He re- 
garded this pet as one of his few real friends. The thrush, though lame 
in one foot and walking with a funny hop, defended itself well enough 
against cats and dogs, and always came to hide under Henri’s chair in 
the dining room at mealtimes. One day the thrush disappeared, no- 
body would say how. (Later, he ascertained that it was accidentally 
crushed under a door.) By his whole air, by his suspicious and resent- 
ful glances, Henri made it all too plain that he believed his father had 
killed the thrush, merely to spite him. His father sensed this and seemed 
hurt at Henri’s suspicions, since he was blameless. At table one day, 
Cherubin Beyle, in his somewhat subtle, roundabout lawyer’s speech, 
explained to the world at large that there were little accidents, some- 
times leading to false accusations, yet only the result of chance. But 
Henri refused to show any faith in these explanations. 

“I was sublime; I blushed to the roots of my hair, but did not open 
my lips.” His father seemed hurt. “He pressed me for an answer, but 
was met only with silence. My eyes, which were doubtless very expres- 
sive at that age, must have spoken for me. Thus was I avenged O 
tyrant!” ' 

It was but a trivial incident, yet like so many other of his recollec- 
tions, too truthful, too revealing to be disbelieved. In telling it he shows 
overtones of the morbid and neurotic: the son deliberately seeks to be 
unjust to the father, and seems ready to draw up the most terrible 
accusations against him. 
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Not only did he suffer from insecurity and hostility within his family 
circle since his mother’s death, but the times in France were themselves 
calculated to inspire in persons of property the most painful feelings 
of insecurity, as the great Revolution now unfolded itself, each new 
stage more spectacular and violent than the last. 

Hitherto the conflict between father and son had been instinctual. 
But now, as Stendhal's autobiography of his boyhood pictures it, the 
struggle assumed a higher, more objective form. "Soon politics came 
between us," he relates. 

His family was, in sentiment, one of the most aristocratic in town — 
"which meant that I immediately felt myself a fanatical republican." 
He was thrilled like most young people at the news of the immense 
victory of French republican soldiers at Valmy over the trained foreign 
armies attempting to invade France. He saw the picturesque regiments 
of dragoons ride through Grenoble on the road to Italy. Some of them 
were quartered with the Bevies. Henri naturally longed to be one of 
them, wearing a plumed helmet. . . My eyes devoured them . . . my 
parents loathed them." 

Perceiving the gloom of his father, as news c£me in the autumn of 
1792 of the establishment of the Republic and the arrest of the King, 
Henri with instinctive malice made himself a little tricolor flag. Bearing 
it aloft, he paraded about the rooms of his house all alone on days of 
victory for Revolutionary arms. Aunt Seraphie and Cherubin caught 
him and snatched the flag from his hands, calling him an '"abominable, 
impious child." In afterthought he wrote — one doubts that he had the 
same ideology at ten — "I felt myself a martyr for the fatherland; I 
loved liberty madly. . . ." On the walls of his room he scrawled in 
chalk the slogan: Live free or die. 

The priests now went into hiding, some of them taking refuge in the 
Beyle or Gagnon house. To Henri's great delight the "tyrant" Rail- 
lane took to the hills for a time, and a lay instructor, named Durand, 
more amiable, if less acute, replaced him. 

Each phase of the trial of King Louis XVI was followed by Henri's 
"relentlessly aristocratic and religious" family with the most intense 
anxiety. 

"But they will never dare to carry out this infamous judgment," he 
remembered his father saying. Looking back, he thought that the atti- 
tude of his father and their friends who were royalists or priests was 
what made him "wish silently for the death of the king." 

It must have been five or six days after the 21st of January 1793 — 
the Abbe Raillane was still on hand — when the sound of the mail coach 
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arriving from Lyons and Paris shook the house. His father went out to 
see the newspapers or hear the news. At length he came back and told 
them with a heavy sigh : “It is all over. They have murdered him."" 

“I was seized by one of the sharpest feelings of joy I have ever ex- 
perienced in all my life/" Stendhal relates in his autobiography, 
“The reader will perhaps think that I am cruel, but what J was at ten, 
I still am at fifty-two/" At this moment Henri had been hoodwinking 
his family as usual by pretending to study his lessons, while reading a 
light novel by the Abbe Prevost, Memoirs of a Man of Quality. 

“I could not go on reading my novel, so enraptured was I at this 
great act of national justice/" he says. “I hid the book and placed in 
front of it the serious work, probably Rolling Roman Jiislory, which 
my father was making me read, and I shut my eyes so as to be able to 
enjoy this great event unmolested."" 

Unconsciously he transferred the guilt of the King (whom the repub-- 
lican press accused of treason against the nation) to his father, who 
represented authority over him as the King over the people. The access 
of voluptuous pleasure he felt was doubtless inspired by seeing in imag- 
ination his own father-tyrant slain ! 

This is assuredly one of the more terrible confessions of his memoirs 
of boyhood, and Stendhal insists that the thought of the pleasure he 
felt in 1793 at the guillotining of Louis XVI stayed with him for forty- 
two years, proof enough of the degree in which he felt himself “perse- 
cuted"" and goaded, in the depths of his unconscious mind, to secret 
revolt. 4 

In addition to the thought that he was “persecuted"" there appears 
at this point in the uncontrolled, almost automatic statements of his 
memoir the idea : “At the bottom of my heart I was still jealous of my 
father."" It was as if he charged his father — though this secret thought 
is never uttered, it is everywhere implied — with guilt for his mothers 
early death. 

But the uncanny thing about his reminiscences is that, generations • 
before the modern schools of psychoanalysis appeared, Stendhal asso- 


r( * In retrospect, in Henri 'Brulard, Chapter X, he expresses the fear that his readers will think him 
immoral” as well as cruel / but promises that “this is not the worst you will see of me.” We cannot 
accept the suggestion once made by Sainte-Beuve concerning similar reminiscences or confessions 
that they are composed principally of “the untruths that an old man tells us about what he pre- 
tends his youth must have been.” The passage in question is full of the most significant fancies 
or thought-associations, that dwell upon the fixation of father-hatred in' himself, written it must be 
remembered some seventy years before the Freudian contributions to psychiatry appeared. Also, we 
must note that he had never intended to publish those memoirs of early life in the unrevised 
imcensored form in which they were found long after his death. 
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dated his own individual secret rebellion against his family with the 
larger, collective, and political rebellion that was sweeping over France. 
Repeatedly he likened his own personal lot to that of the downtrodden 
people who rose against their ruler: 

In a sense, I was exactly in the position of the people of Europe at the present 
day: my tyrants always used the gentle language of the most tender solicitude, 
and religion was their firmest ally. 

He universalizes rebellious youth in himself, in his own revolt against 
the family authority; and, perhaps for the first time, by implication as- 
sociates such unconscious impulses with the more general uprisings of 
the peoples. We have here unmistakable clues that trace for us the 
psychical formation of the Rebel Type — the “infant Brutus” — who 
exclaims: “The death of a King is always useful, in ienorem 

He was only ten in that year of the great Terror in France, but bit- 
terness at the parental constraints he suffered gained over him, and 
moved him to conspire and to lie, to attempt a still more active re- 
sistance, which to his dismayed family appearechas the most infamous 
betrayal, yet to him was but a blow for liberty. 



CHAPTER II 


The Struggle for Treedom 


These youths who had never known what it was to be young 
. , . these children of the new generation bore upon their brows 
the marks of the terrible times in which they came into the world. 

... A truly new generation ! which would always be distinct and 
set apart, by its strange traits, from the times past and the times 
to come. . . . Afid their elders made moan at finding themselves 
more like strangers before their children, multiplying upon the 
face of the earth. 

— Sainte-Beuve: Chateaubriand et son groupe titter aire. 

S URROUNDED by older people, who were in mourning, and 
feared for their very lives, the sensitive boy tended to withdraw 
into himself, living alone, with "an alienated heart.” Not being 
permitted to play with children of his own age made him seem, later 
on when tardily he was sent to school, both awkward and oversensi- 
tive, older than his mates and yet less experienced than they. He would 
be made self-conscious in his relations with most people all his life, as 
his cousin Remain Colomb observed. 

For early sorrow had made him prematurely introspective. As his 
grandfather noticed, he really lived in books from the age of six or 
seven. Longer than other children he knew nothing of life save what 
he read in books. And what books! Those he swiped from his rakish 
uncle Romaics room were simply licentious and stimulated his erotic 
curiosity. Others were irreligious or subversive in that they inspired 
their readers with grand illusions and vague longings to "escape.” The 
works of Rousseau especially, which Henri read at ten, now so gener- 
ally neglected, had the effect of arousing the youth of the eighteenth 
century, the young Robespierres and Bonapartes, to full revolt. 
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The dangerous thing was that his family did not know what was 
going on in that child mind which was both precocious and obsessed. 
They prated and scolded. He ended by believing that everything they 
or the Abbe Raillane told him was a lie. Did not his father calmly lie 
to him one day, saying that he had promised a reward of one franc if 
he did his lessons well, instead of one ecu (three francs), as Henri 
clearly heard him say? Everyone lied. He need only pretend to believe 
or agree with them, he need only deceive them to diminish the superior 
power they held over him. Meanwhile the spirit of negation waxed in 
him; schemes for insurrection teemed in his head, as is indicated by a 
digressive passage of Henri Brulard in which certain antithetical 
thought combinations that used to haunt him as a boy are noted down 
by Stendhal in old age with a psychological acumen unique in his time. 
These were : 

"father" versus "patriotism-Brutus" 

"priest" versus "love," etc. 

He himself was surprised to find such notions in his memory, clearly 
associated with the time when he was ten. Iti would be the task of 
future psychologists, he implies, to discover why a child of this age 
compiled a list of the greatest regicides of history, which his amiable 
grandfather was deeply shocked to find in one of his lesson books. 1 

But in the tragic springtime of 1793, the Reign of Terror reached 
even remote Grenoble; Henri's father feared for his neck as well as 
his property and status. In those days they could almost hear the thun- 
der of artillery as dissident Lyons, on the other side of the moun- 
tains, was besieged by the Republicans. To the elder Beyle and Aunt 
Seraphie it seemed that this dark hour was made all the more trying 
by the boy's sly resistance to discipline and his increasing esprit 
raisonneur , his eternal argumentativeness. 

At the end of April 1793, at the order of the Convention in Paris, 
two of the people's representatives or commissars arrived in Grenoble 
to impose stern measures aimed at crushing internal enemies and re- 
inforcing the loyalty of the Dauphinois to the Republic. Soon they 
issued a decree for the arrest of all. persons in the town who were 
regarded as tioiotrement suspects , a full list of whom were drawn up. 

Among the first to be placed on the list of the "notorious suspects," 

^Plainly enough the father image represented tyranny, the servant of the church repression of 
sexual impulses, to his unconscious mind. He remarks: “I had a list of thought associations such 
as . . . father versus patriotism, or "Brutus — who Seemed to me the symbol of all that was sublime 
in literature. This was entirely my own invention. I had forgotten all about it for perhaps twenty- 
six years; I must come back to this subject.” Tie d'Oknri Brulard, I, 193, Divan edition. 
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and subject to imprisonment by the local Committee of Public Safety, 
was the Abbe Raillane. His precipitate flight into the mountains had 
been for young Beyle one of the great, tangible blessings born of 
the bloody Revolution. But what was worse, his father, Cherubim 
Beyle, one of the stanchest adherents of the Bourbons, was also on 
this list of the condemned. The attorney, however, simply moved 
across the street to his father-in-law's house and avoided showing him- 
self in public. 

The Terror was comparatively mild in Grenoble. Though the 
Dauphinois were enthusiastic Republicans, the first to rebel, they were 
reasonable men. The local revolutionary authorities knew where Citi- 
zen Beyle was, but after inquiring at his own home and learning that 
he was absent, paid no more attention to him. (Later in 1794, how- 
ever, he was compelled to show himself and submit to a brief im- 
prisonment of two or three weeks.) But while he waited, uncertain - 
as to his fate, he uttered many a complaint at the “new order of 
things/ 3 as he contemptuously called it, and ventured the opinion that 
he was being persecuted chiefly because one of the heads of the Com- 
mittee of Public Safety was a rival lawyer, named Amar, a Jacobin, 
who was eager to take over his clientele. 

“But Amar has placed you on the list of those suspected of not 
loving the Republic, and it is certain that you do not love it/ 3 re- 
marked his son brightly. 

At this the father and all the family present were beside themselves 
with anger at the unfeeling boy; after a fierce slating he was banished 
from the supper table. But habitually he only thought of the logic or 
truth of what he had said, and of the injustice of his father: “Whaf 
right had they to be angry with me? 33 

He wept and he longed for liberty. Outside, the gaily caparisoned 
cavalry of the Republic rode by every day. From his window he also 
watched longingly the “Roman 33 festivals, and those fraternal public 
dances about the Liberty Tree that were being held in all the towns 
of France in 1794, and in which other boys joined. 

The boy's logic was cruel; but that he was capable of affection 
and generous passion was shown by his attachment for the man- 
servant, Lambert, and his prolonged mourning for the man's death. 
Also by an incident related not by himself in those memoirs where 
he so often acts as his own worst witness, but long afterward by his 
young cousin Romain Colomb. 

The Colomb family, related to Henri on his mother's side, had been 
eveh more actively royalist than the Beyles ; Romain's father was 
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hunted down and imprisoned in June 1794, and on the day of the 
arrest little Romain was brought to stay at the house of Dr. Gagnon, 
then regarded as a liberal. This was evidently one of the rare occa- 
sions when Henri could play with his cousin. After dinner the two 
boys went into the salon, and Romain fell asleep on the couch. But 
in the adjacent dining room Henri could hear his relatives discussing 
the case. They sat behind shuttered windows full of fear, and anxiously 
considered whether they had not increased their own danger by shel- 
tering the child of an arrested suspect. It seemed to Henri that Aunt 
Seraphie particularly urged that little Romain be sent away some- 
where. At this, he rushed into the other room and began to protest 
most vehemently at the very idea of forsaking his friend and cousin. 
They were shamed into keeping the little boy with them. As Colomb, 
who awoke and overheard their talk, relates: “Their design, so 
cowardly and heartless toward me, plunged Henri Beyle into despair, and 
he delivered himself in such vigorous terms as to strengthen forever 
the bonds of our friendship/' 2 

Not long after the condemnation of his father as a suspect the 
spreading anti-clerical movement reached Grenoble. As in other cities 
a so-called Battalion of Hope was organized here by a certain un- 
frocked priest named Gardon; it was to be recruited from the boys 
and girls of the town who, instead of receiving religious instruction, 
were to meet at a sequestrated church and drill, parade, or hold pub- 
lic meetings designed to prepare them for patriotic service and to 
combat the alleged anti-republican agitation of the clergy and their 
flocks. Soon Henri could watch them parading gaily in the streets, as 
he stood with his nose pressed to the window. His proposal that he 
join with them was sternly rejected by his elders; but in love with 
all the excitement that the Revolution had wrought, he burned to 
play soldier and patriot with the other children and defend the Re- 
public. 

One morning, at the Gagnon door, a crude note was found, order- 
ing Citizen Beyle to send his son to a meeting at St. Andre's Church, 
to be enrolled in the Battalions of Hope. The note ended with “Fra- 
ternal Salutations" and was signed simply “Gardon." 

The Beyles and Gagnons were thrown into a panic at receiving this 
message from such a sinister figure. In imagination they saw them- 
selves denounced and led to the block, and did not scan the note too 
carefully. However, a certain friend of the family, an ugly, hunch- 
backed fellow whom Henri detested, happened to b e visiting with 

*Romain Colomb, Notice biographicjue, p. ix, Paris, 1845, 
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them, and he, noticing that the message was written in a most child- 
ish hand, suggested that it might well be a forgery or a mere prank. 
Henri at once was sent out of the room while all of them compared 
the note with his writing in his lesson books. The evidence was damn- 
ing, and they took it hard. Their child of eleven, outwardly so well 
bred, had all but betrayed them. Certainly the affair might have led 
to their being gravely compromised. Calling him into their presence 
again, they most solemnly and humorlessly indicted him. 

The infant Machiavelli had been waiting in the salon, playing casu- 
ally with a clay ball but really filled with fear and trembling. He had 
made resolutions to face them like a brave Roman, and declare firmly 
his determination to go to Citizen Gardon and serve his country in 
spite of all of them. But this statement when he made it frightened his 
family more terribly than anything else, even though it was delivered 
in a weak and timid voice. Even his grandfather, “pale with fear/' now 
joined in the chorus of reproaches and cries of shame. Henri's sang- 
froid deserted him; he grew tearful, softened, and soon was begging 
to be forgiven. This time he was in for it, being sentenced to three days' 
banishment from the table. But rallying his spirits he exclaimed 
proudly as he marched out: “I would far rather dine alone than with 
tyrants who never stop scolding me!” 

The Gardon affair left wounds. His father, who understood so 
little of the boy's nature, at once passionate and calculating, must 
have been startled at what he glimpsed that day. A wall was raised 
between them, and Henri grew less fond even of his good grandfather, 
though he admitted this with sorrow. Dr. Gagnon was after all but a 
timid compromiser. This prudent Voltairian had shrunk from serving 
the Revolution when nominated by some of his townspeople as their 
deputy to the Convention at Paris; he was still more afraid of his 
daughter Seraphie and her carping tongue. 

In his struggle for liberation, the boy had used ruse and chicane. 
He had failed, but he would try again. 


In the recollectiQns of his early years he wrote shrewdly: 

If my parents had known how to bring me up they might well have succeeded 

15 me ° n a ° f th0Se r d ^ tS ' 0f Wh0m there Were so W in the 
8 ““ ,on w * in ctildhood ^ 
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The ordeal of alienation and conflict in childhood made him refresh- 
ingly different from less passionate and more docile beings. It made 
him Stendhal. 

He had naturally strong reasoning powers; he could detect little 
frauds or hypocrisies in his father, or his aunt, with a pitiless eye. But 
at the same time he had a quite extraordinary power of self-delusion; 
his imagination easily transported, intoxicated him. 

Deprived of freedom and play, the "child misanthrope" (so he has 
been called) read books all the more voraciously, especially such 
as solaced his mind by affording escape to a world of romance and 
chivalry. The tender Corneille’ and Ariosto's Orlando 7urioso fed 
his imagination and gave shape to his dreams. Reading the epic of the 
late-Renaissance poet, he relates, "I fell in love with Bradamante, whom 
I imagined as a buxom girl with a bosom of the most dazzling white- 
ness/' Unlike his bourgeois parents he felt he must strive to be noble 
and courtly like Roland, even aristocratic or "Castilian," never men- 
tioning any money matters such as forever occupied his father. For 
this reason Moliere's L' Avar e repelled him, when he first read it, be- 
cause of the 'vulgar details" used by the comic poet, which reminded 
him too much of his home life. 

It was in reading the plays of someone like Destouches, the senti- 
mental imitator of Rousseau, that Henri was most deeply stirred. 
These feeble love comedies set him dreaming and weeping. It was at 
this time that he resolved to go to Paris and write play s> "as soon as he 
was old enough. 

There were all sorts of forbidden books in the Gagnon house, and 
Henri knew their hiding place well. He would wait until the doctor 
was called away by a patient, then would snatch them up. In Pliny 
the Elder, he tried in vain to satisfy his curiosity about the ‘'natural 
history of woman" when he was but twelve. At this time he also came 
upon one of those Louis XV studies in scatology that his rakish uncle 
collected, a book called 7 elide (by Andre de Nerciat), and (in the 
company of his little cousin, Colomb) read it from beginning to end. 
He declares that this book made him absolutely mad with excitement, 
and that "the possession of a living mistress, then the object of all my 
desires, would not have plunged me into such a torrent of amorous- 
ness." Who could forget a heroine who cries: "Ah, to live for the mo- 
ment, and die!" or: "God has made me as I am!" Finally in the same 
treasure trove of forbidden literature, he came upon Choderlos de 
Laclos' £es Liaisons dangereuses f a recent novel (1782) which was 
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of a much higher order than the stories of fallen women in Uncle 
Romain’s library. 

Laclos’ famous romance is much too rambling and diffuse by mod- 
ern standards, but gives a most perceptive picture of the manners of 
the 1780s in France. Its hero, Valmont, by a quite methodical amorous 
strategy, carries out a series of conquests of more or less virtuous fe- 
males. The setting is easily recognized as the garrison town of Greno- 
ble itself. 

Les Liaisons dangereuses became the “breviary” of the town’s pro- 
vincial gallants: they could almost recognize its female characters. 
Reading it at this most impressionable age, the calculating little Beyle 
was fascinated by its ingenious yet clear dissection of the passions, and 
its methodical, self-conscious approach to love. Love indeed was pic- 
tured as an everlasting war, in which knowledge of the adversary and 
mastery of all details yielded victory. The paramount role of planning 
and tactics — for the author, Laclos, was a soldierly fellow himself — in 
this rather cold romance undoubtedly helped to give a special bent 
to the disposition of the young Beyle in early adolescence. 

But on the other hand he, like tens of thousands of other youths 
of his time, could not long escape the all-pervasive influence of Jean- 
jacques Rousseau. Locking himself in his room, and curling up in bed, 
he read La KJouvelle Tieloise in all its length, as in a trance. The mel- 
ancholy and enormously sensitive Rousseau expounded another way 
of love: that of self-sacrifice and virtue. His heroine was not one of 
the facile women of Laclos, but the “ideal mistress” who inspired 
and returned only the noblest passion. Feeling was dll. Great feeling 
made one superior to others. Like Goethe, Chateaubriand, and Byron, 
Henri Beyle in youth fell completely under the spell of the eloquent 
philosopher of the expansive ego. He was all too ready to enjoy Rous- 
seau’s sentimental introspectiveness; like Rousseau he was a “lost 
child,” like him a “superior soul,” misunderstood and persecuted, 
pitying himself and mistrusting the world around him. Even Rousseau’s 
attitude of timidity toward women was adopted by him. “La Nouvelle 
Jdeloise taught me,” he says, “to be good, despite my family.” But 
the romantic philosopher also encouraged in his young readers an 
introspectiveness that fed on their own sorrow with a morbid self- 
pity; he stimulated a precocious affectation of world-weariness and 
disillusionment. 

These two contrasting books, Les Liaisons dangereuses and La 
LNouvelle Ueloise, together with the Confessions of Rousseau, he read 
over and over again during his boyhood and youth. They represent 
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the two poles of his nature, and its two conflicting directions : the one 
toward a knowing libertinism, to be pursued by what might be called 
coldly rational tactics and finesse; the other a longing for "ideal love 
and surrender to the tenderest and most virtuous sentiments. 


3 

As the pretensions of the Beyles required that he be educated by a 
private tutor, so it was decided when he was eleven that he should 
take drawing lessons at the home of an artist named Leroy, who had 
recently come to Grenoble from Paris. Leroy's home was about ten 
minutes' walk from the Beyles', but by doubling hi£ pace Henri gained 
whole quarter hours of freedom without the company of an elder per- 
son. He could loiter curiously about the crowded, noisome Central 
Market. Pushing farther on to the Public Gardens, he , could even 
watch the town children who played there at liberty though he scarcely 
knew how to address them. To explain his delays he told various lies. 
But he was seen straying out of bounds by neighbors who were allies 
of Aunt Seraphie and reported him. 

"Were you not at the Public Gardens?" she asked. He denied it. 
She cited her witnesses, and he would be scolded and punished. His 
first glimmer of physical freedom was suppressed by a new arrange- 
ment which required the drawing master to come to the Beyle house. 

The repressive habits of his guardians sometimes made him fly into 
violent outbursts of temper; but more often, he was outwardly well 
behaved, while telling his little lies. Lying became a habit with him in 
youth. 

But during 1794, when so many troubles beset his father, he found 
more and more opportunity to escape from parental surveillance. And 
each time he pushed farther afield. At dusk of one cold evening in 
1794 he slipped off, saying that he was on his way to join his aunt 
Elisabeth in the neighborhood; then did what he had tremulously 
longed to do: he went to the sequestrated St. Andre's Church to at- 
tend a meeting of the Jacobin Club of Grenoble. 

He felt himself a rebel and a Jacobin; his mind was full of the heroes 
of Roman history, such as Cincinnatus or Camillus — though he was 
also terrified at the thought of what evil might befall him if some spy 
of Aunt Seraphie's should see him here! But alas, his family had in- 
fected him with their aristocratic tastes, and the experiment was not 
a happy one. "I have too fine a skin, a woman's skin . . . hence per- 
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haps my unbounded horror of all that seems dirty, dingy and dank.” 

The chairman addressed the meeting, then soon everybody, includ- 
ing all sorts of seemingly ill-favored, ill-clad persons, joined in and 
spoke at once, with considerable disorder and using absurd turns of 
speech. Henri remembered how his grandfather used to mock at these 
people and their ways of talking: 

it seemed to me at once that my grandfather was right. My impression was 
rather unfavorable. This narrow high church was very ill-lighted and damp, 
and I saw there many women of ine lowest class. In a word, I was then what 
I am today; I love the people and hate their oppressors, but every moment would 
be a torture to me if I had to live with tire common people. 

Stendhal in his later years affirmed what Jean-Jacques Rousseau, 
though the vagabond son of a Swiss watchmaker, had also expressed 
when he said: “I love the people, but at a distance.” The impressions 
he gathered at the Jacobin Club of Grenoble stayed with him and 
lent ambivalence to his rebelliousness, as has so often occurred in the 
case of ardent revolutionaries sprung from the more favored classes. 
But then news would tome of fresh victories for republican arms over 
foreign powers besieging the Republic. His father and Aunt Seraphie 
would set to lamenting, and he would feel his distaste for the Jacobins 
effaced once more. 

Dutifully he attended mass, which v/as sometimes held behind 
closed doors and blinded windows, in private homes, during the days 
of the Terror. Because they were forbidden he enjoyed these secret 
ceremonies, feeling himself moved by the solemn sound of church 
bells, or the image of Christ in sacred paintings— the aesthetic side of 
the Christian religion — but his faith departed from him. 

_ Only once, in 1797, did a touch of the old fervor return, when his 
sickly, "sour-faced” aunt Seraphie reached her end. Henri, then four- 
teen, and fairly godless, threw himself on his knees "to thank God for 
this great deliverance.” It was perhaps the last time he ever permitted 
himself prayer. In any case, he already enjoyed a vastly increased per- 
sonal freedom. The year before he had entered the Central School of 
Grenoble, one of the new free public schools established throughout 
France by the Republic. Thus he escaped at last from the suffocating 
amily circle; and it was as a revolution in his life, the beginning of 
that personal lioerty he longed for. 
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Early in 1795, following the adoption of the Constitution of the Year 
III of the Republic, a new law for public education was promulgated 
which established a lay school system replacing the Jesuit or Church- 
dominated colleges or grammar schools of France. 

The opening of these schools in the principal cities of France during 
1795 and 1796 — when the Terror had ended, and Robespierre was 
dead — -was attended with great democratic celebrations in honor of 
Reason and Liberty. In Grenoble, Dr. Henri Gagnon, reconciled to 
the republican order of things, served as chairman of the school board. 
He gave an opening-day address, in 1796, in which he declared that 
the new generation was to receive a truly public instruction, and was 
to be educated “in accordance with ideas of republican virtue." The 
free-thinking followers of the Encyclopedists who had devised the 
new program, for the first time in France — while eliminating religious 
instruction — stressed the sciences, mathematics, physics, and chemis- 
try, above instruction in ancient languages and rhetoric. Children of 
all classes were encouraged to attend and learn to be free men who 
could think for themselves. 

Henri Beyle, enrolled in the Central School, when just under four- 
teen, thus was directly affected by the far-reaching moral and social 
upheaval which uprooted the old system of instruction. Though it was 
to be a transitional process— Napoleon annulled the law in 1802— his 
education in the Central School marked more deeply than ever the 
cleavage between his own revolutionary generation and that of his 
parents. While they, at heart, belonged to the old regime, he belonged 
in the most militant sense to modem youth. 

The school was installed in a picturesque group of old Jesuit build- 
ings at the edge of the town, which had been taken over by the gov- 
ernment. Here he was entered in an upper grade and played in the 
company of boys of his age, among the children of peasants as well as 
nobles— those of them, at any rate, who had refused to emigrate from 
France. It was not only a new, democratic experience, but also an in- 
tellectual excitement. For example, one of the best known of his mas- 
ters, Dubois-Fontenelle, prided himself upon being an anti-clerical 
ideologue. In his lectures on literature and world history, openly and 
with a sort of pompous eloquence, he espoused a materialistic phi- 
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losophy, supported by many citations from the writings of John Locke, 
Condillac, and Helvetius. Instead of learning to write tedious Latin 
verses, Henri absorbed all sorts of skeptical ideas which, to his de- 
light, utterly refuted the pious dogmas of his family. According to the 
plan of instruction fostered by the utilitarian philosopher, Destutt de 
Tracy, one of his courses, conducted by an unfrocked priest, was in 
logic and ideology. It was designed as a preparation or “general gram- 
mar” of scientific thinking, and at an impressionable age provided 
Henri Beyle with an intellectual discipline which he used ever after to 
rout the spokesmen of orthodoxy, superstition, and all “useful false- 
hoods.” 

For three years he also studied literature, reading voluminously all 
the classical French poets, but as is suggested by his earliest journals — 
those of 1800 that refer back to his school days — forming his own 
independent judgments. Perhaps it was not quite true, as he says, that 
at fourteen he disliked Racine, then the idol of all men of letters. But 
the manner in which Racine accepted humiliation at the hands of Louis 
XIV, and remained the subservient courtier, undoubtedly created 
prejudice in his republican mind. However, it does seem that when 
his professor attacked Shakespeare, in accordance with current no- 
tions in France, as a sort of accident in literary history, a “drunken 
savage,” Henri felt himself “secretly blushing.” From the age of four- 
teen he and a school friend of his, Louis Crozet, read Shakespeare to 
each other with delight— though in the pallid translation of Letourneur. 

More than anything else, he loved mathematics and excelled in it 
as few literary men have done. In an age when artillery and engineer- 
ing predominated in war, when the brilliant young General Bonaparte 
attributed his spectacular victories in Italy to his training in mathe- 
matics, it was fashionable to be a mathematician. Later, Henri Beyle 
would say that he studied mathematics with ardor because of its 
“clear definitions . . . excluding all hypocrisy and vagueness, my two 
pet aversions.” At fifteen and sixteen he was possessed by the dazzling 
idea of escaping from Grenoble and going to the Ecole Polytechnique 
in Paris, the great school for officers, that had been founded by the 
Republic at the same time as the Ecole Mormale. 

I used to imagine that the higher mathematics, those that I had never studied, 
dealt with all, or almost all, aspects of things, and that by proceeding to their 
study, I should arrive at a knowledge of all things that was certain, irrefutable, 
aid demonstrable at will. ... I said to myself: mathematics will get me out of 
Grenoble, out of that sickening morass . . 
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At the school he was taught by Dupuy de Bordes, who had instructed 
Napoleon in mathematics at Valence. But to Henri Beyle, who had 
already read D'Alembert’s inspiring article on mathematics in the 
Encyclopedia, Dupuy seemed too old and slow-witted. Meanwhile he 
had heard much favorable talk of a man in Grenoble named Gabriel 
Gros, a young scientist, who did private tutoring in geometry and cal- 
culus. Without the knowledge of his father, by obtaining a small ad- 
ditional allowance from his devoted great-aunt Elisabeth, he arranged 
to take special lessons, after school hours, with Gros. 

He was a stout young man with blue eyes and blond hair, and his 
manner was full of enthusiasm, energy, and joviality. Though he was 
one of the leading speakers in the revolutionary party of Grenoble, 
and his name was not unknown in Paris, he lived in a modest fur- 
nished room, in the poorest quarter of the town. No celebrity attached 
itself in later years to this local notable who passed his life teaching 
in the provinces and died relatively young. But Henri was to per- 
petuate him in his memoirs as “the incomparable" Gros, the model 
of the “pure, disinterested democrat” of his time, indifferent to money, 
passionate for the spread of knowledge, ardent in the defense of the 
Republic. Interrupting his lessons — on which occasions he would 
scrupulously refuse the fees of his pupils — -this young Jacobin would 
inveigh against the fanatics of religion and caste who plotted to “stab 
liberty to death”; he urged his pupils to strive toward “great and use- 
ful things”; to arm themselves well with knowledge so that “men of 
good will and energy may with firmness defend our rights and com- 
plete our tasks .” 3 

“With Gros,” Beyle wrote later, “I felt the heavens opening up, I 
. saw at last the reasons for things. ... It seems to me that he trans- 
ported us directly to the frontiers of science, face to face with the 
difficulties to be conquered, the veil to be lifted.” Whereas with his 
family, Henri showed a mania for argumentation, in this man’s pres- 
ence, he was silent, awkward, feeling something akin to adoration. 
"I was with him, as with all those whom I loved too much, ever tongue- 
tied, stupid, motionless, unamiable, and sometimes even offensive, 
through the very force of my devotion and self-surrender.” 


®P. Arbalet cites public speeches of Citizen Gros, dating from 1799, at the time when Henri 
Beyle, aged sixteen, studied under him, £a Jeunesse de Stendhal Vol, I, pp. 292-93. 
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The transition to that happier state of freedom and experience of 
the real world that he had so long desired was like all great adventures 
not without its pains and contretemps. “Everything was a surprise” 
in this new life at the school, among his contemporaries. He had 
grown up in seclusion, with older people and two little sisters, whom 
he used to torment a good deal. His ideas of friendship, honor, chiv- 
alry were all preconceived, or drawn from books, and full of strange 
illusions. Though he had longed for companions of his own age, he 
found himself at first shy and them far from the “noble” or "charm- 
ing” friends he had imagined. On the contrary, they were selfish little 
brutes. 

To his classmates he was an odd-looking boy, with a very solid, 
stocky figure, a big head, a mop of black hair, and short legs. He usu- 
ally wore a long gray coat, reaching almost to his feet, and so they 
nicknamed him La 7 our Ambulante (The Walking Tower), because 
of the effect he gave as he moved swiftly along inside his big coat. 
At first he was aloof in manner; so he was left out of the games the 
other boys played, which almost broke his heart. They teased him; 
he would grow angry and reply with his sharp tongue, unthinkingly 
uttering words that earned him hard blows. But as he grew accustomed 
to his schoolmates, he stopped playing the little prince, showed him- 
self as aggressive as the others, giving as well as receiving punishment. 

There was a big, awkward peasant boy in his class, named Qdru, 
and Henri joined with the others in making fun of him, one day draw- 
ing a caricature of the boy and the ill-fitting clothes he wore on the 
board of the drawing class. Odru called Henri a vile name, and Henri 
slapped him, whereupon the other boy, when his back was turned, 
pulled his chair out from under him and threw him to the floor. On 
the spot, Henri, with his fine notions of honor, challenged the other 
to a duel with pistols. It was agreed to meet outside the gates of the 
city that afternoon; seconds were chosen, and the whole school, which 
had quickly learned of the affair, proceeded to the battleground. 

Somehow Henri and his second obtained a huge pistol, some eight 
inches long; the other boy was also armed, and they milled about the 
fields outside the town walls with a crowd of two or three hundred 
persons following them, shouting, arguing, hilariously offering advice. 
The seconds delayed everything by their long disputes; Henri, grow- 
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ing more and more apprehensive, became fully convinced that the 
other boy “hated" him and intended to kill him. Finally they descended 
into the town fosse, and measured off the paces. Henri remembered 
afterward that he had not had time to feel fear up to the last moment, 
when they faced each other. His adversary was to fire first, by agree- 
ment. “Now is the moment to be brave/' he told himself. Deliberately 
he fixed his gaze upon a queer, trapezoid-shaped rock far off in the hills, 
and waited impassively. 

What happened then? As often, in the fragments of his recollec- 
tions of early boyhood, he admits honestly that his memory breaks 
off. Doubtless older persons rushed in, stopped the first of Henri's 
“duels," and sent the boys home. Possibly the pistols were not even 
loaded? 

Returning home, he told the boy who had acted as his second how 
badly he had been frightened and also how he had prevented himself 
from showing fear while Odru sighted him. The other boy scolded 
him severely, saying: “You ought never to admit a thing like that." 
But Henri was astonished at the reproof. He believed that he had 
maintained himself firmly, despite all the horrors that a lively imagina- 
tion suggested. “During the two hours that that procession of two 
hundred scamps dragged about after us . . . what terrified me most 
was the thought of being brought home on a ladder , as I had once seen 
poor Lambert brought back." It was typical of his self-conscious, 
analytical character that as a boy of fifteen, and ever afterward, he 
always asked himself whether some action had been as courageous or 
as pleasing as he had hoped or calculated it should be. Had he been 
a hero? Or a fool? 

Gradually he made close friends among the apt students in the 
school, and even assumed a certain dominance over them. Whether it 
was through his prowess as a scholar, his readiness of speech or 
stronger personality — -he was both exalted and resolute in manner — he 
knew how to attach kindred souls to himself most powerfully, so that 
as one of them wrote in a letter, “they desire your happiness as much 
as their own." Among his friends was Felix Faure, son of a government 
official, who rose to be a magistrate and peer of France. Another 
was named Plana, and came from Turin; as a mathematician he sur- 
passed even Beyle. There was also Fortune Mante, like him a precocious 
pbilosophe and radical, his alter ego, whom Henri credited with 
“genius." And most notably Louis Crozet, also the son of a lawyer, a 
small boy with fine eyes and animated face, though unfortunately 
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pock-marked, who was the youngest, but the most bookish and bril- 
liant of all of them, proficient both in the sciences and literature, des- 
tined to become one of France's leading engineers. Crozet, whom Henri 
loved best of all, was his lifelong confidant and, like his little cousin 
Romain Colomb, whom he had befriended during the Reign of Terror, 
almost Henri's devoted slave. The striking thing about his friendships 
was that they endured for decades, or for life, unless fate or distance 
parted him from them. 

They were terribly old and grave for their years. They read much 
the same books together, they reasoned earnestly about all things. In 
short they were the youths of the new generation which grew up dur- 
ing the years of Revolution and war, civil and national. As Sainte- 
Beuve describes the group of Chateaubriand's friends (a decade older) , 
they were, when scarcely out of childhood, censorious toward their 
elders, solemn and stiff-necked in their manner, eager to debate all 
the mysteries of life before having lived. Their parents and the older 
generation that preceded them, accustomed to the gaiety and amenity 
of life under Louis XV, they tended to condemn as “frivolous." Ardent 
followers of Rousseau as they all were, they swore to be virtuous and 
democratic and irreligious. In those years when history was a mighty 
drama, their eyes followed the changing stars of the Republic's great 
men: of Barnave of Grenoble, beheaded in the Terror; then of Danton, 
Robespierre, Carnot, and Bonaparte. Exchanging confidences con- 
cerning their ambitions and early disappointments, these romantic 
friends contemplated the unknown future toward which France 
marched, and asked each other anxiously if the occasion would not 
come for them also to be great men and heroes. 


0 Re of the fancies of Henri and Louis Crozet was to be utterly 
“natural" with each other, even “severe" in speaking the truth, as be- 
fitted honest revolutionaries. They submitted their first literary pro- 
ductions to each other: at ten Henri had written a play, which has dis- 
appeared; at fourteen he had begun another, inspired by much reading 
of Moliere, which was never to be finished. Great things were expected 
of the young Beyle by his comrades, for in addition to his talents was 
he not heir to a substantial fortune? But intrigued or fascinated as 
they might be, they knew already how mercurial he was, how shift- 
ing his moods. As one of them, Francois Bigillion (who was to die 
young), wrote him after a night-long discussion: “For you Henri 
everything is either happiness or misfortune. . . . Your imagination 

T? 7 ?° U [ rea /° n ” And how changeable was he! “You have 
reflected deeply, but following other minds, for with each new book 
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you alter your way of thinking. But are you a man of virtue, are you 
loyal to me, your truest friend?"' 

It would be misleading to assume that Henri and his friends were 
eternally solemn and doctrinaire. True, they were ready to die for 
the Republic and for liberty. But they were not above a lively escapade, 
and Henri was often their ringleader. 

One night Henri and three other companions crept through the * 
bushes of the Public Gardens and suddenly — though the barracks of 
the National Guards were but a few yards away — fell upon a Tree of 
Fraternity that had been set up there that day with great ceremony. 
They overturned it, riddled its placards with bullets, then fled through 
the streets with the Guards at their heels, thinking an insurrection was 
being attempted. A tree dedicated to Liberty they had left unmolested. 

As he grew strong and broad of shoulders, the young Beyle took to 
hunting in the hills outside the town. His father forbade this, therefore 
the pleasures of the chase were secret and seemed all the sweeter, 
though killing game always troubled his soul with a sense of guilt. A 
crusty old caretaker at the farm had trained him to be a good shot. In 
early spring, rising before the dawn, he would be off after foxes 
and birds, under a beautiful moon and warm breeze, along the wild 
Drac valley and the hills of Sassenage, where his ancestors had- lived 
for centuries. "I used to dream great dreams, wandering rifle in hand 
among the vineyards and plantations. . . ." Then, after tramping in 
the woods for hours, there would be the sudden movement of the bird 
flushed, his shot, and the thudding fall of the game. 

He was much given then to romantic posturing, like a character out 
of Corneille's Ce Cid . Arriving at the farm he would hand his game to • 
the dour caretaker, saying in lordly tones: "There, Barbier, your pupil 
has shown himself worthy of you I" 


6 

Henri and his friends spoke endlessly of women and love. Each of 
them, he recalls, tried to convince the others "that he knew the world 
well, knew women, and so on — our principal fatuity in school days." 
But each, in almost every case, had almost nothing to boast of, save 
the secret sorrow of some unrequited passion. 

Grenoble indeed offered green pastures to a youth reaching the age 
of gallantry. Opulent and pleasure-loving before the Revolution, it 
resumed its libertine 'w^ys — once the pall of the Terror had lifted — - 
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with greater emphasis than before, during the years of the Directoire, 
when all France seemed to be trying to forget its recent nightmares. 

Even the modes reflected the new spirit of the times: the women 
dressed in flowing “Roman” garments that exposed their arms and 
shoulders and nearly all of their bosoms; the dandies, gotten up like 
peacocks, in embroidered coats, with ruffles, jabots, immense green 
cravats, and rare knotted walking sticks, quite justly came to be called 
les Jncroyables the Incredibles. From the windows of his grandfather’s 
house looking on the Public Gardens, Henri, the curious adolescent, 
could watch the Incredibles strutting up and down the paths under the 
great chestnut trees, preening themselves before the coquettish and 
scented ladies seated on the benches. At St. Andre’s Church on Sun- 
days the loud buzzing of flirtation and gossip never stopped even dur-' 
ing sermons. Then there were innumerable parties and balls among 
the comfortable class, with their dances and charades, offering easy 
occasions for the women to grow yielding and accessible to their gal- 
lants, and to treat the marriage bond lightly, since their husbands asked 
so little of them. 

Grenoble’s pleasure «palace in those days was undoubtedly the 
Opera House, where Henri from the age of fourteen was a steady 
habitue of the pit. Here the provincial Don Juans, all perfumed and 
bedizened, came but to “adore” and Ggle the actresses from Paris. 
Here his rakish uncle Remain, and even Dr. Gagnon before him, had 
earned their local reputation for gallantry, the science of which they 
each tried to impart to Henri. 

By 1798, in his sixteenth year, he was a solidly built youth, with 
a big head, a ruddy face and very long black hair. His brown eyes 
were full of fire, his mouth sensual, but thin and well shaped; but his 
nose was nothing to look at, very prominent, thick and aquiline in 
form, and it worried him endlessly. With his big body and short legs, 
he would have looked, as he himself feared, "like ; an Italian butcher 
boy”— were it not for his small feet and his fine, delicate hands, with 
their slender fingers that sculptors sometimes enjoyed modeling. His 
skin, he often remarked, was white and sensitive as a woman’s : the 
least blow bruised it; a scratch gave intense pain; clothing tormented 
him. 

_ “I feel myself made for love,” he would say. Erotic dreams, even of 
his aunt Seraphie, whom he hated, haunted him. 

At the age of twelve, his eyes used to devour a certain well-formed 
nun whom he would see every day. during walks with the Abbe Rail- 
iane, until that stern mentor noticed and changed their route. 
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Though the animation of his eyes and facial* expression made him 
attractive in a way, he had been told too often that he was homely. 
Clearly enough, in his memoirs, he alludes to the "feeling of inferi- 
ority" that grew fixed in him in youth. 

His uncle Romain would say to him : “My boy, you think you are 
pretty clever, you are bursting with pride over your success in mathe- 
matics; but all that is as nothing. In this world one advances himself 
only through women. . . ." But since he was not handsome, his uncle 
predicted, "your mistresses will leave you." What a sad thought to 
start life with! To prepare him for these great troubles, Romain Ga- 
gnon instructed him as follows: "When such misfortune befalls you, 
you suffer most from the feeling of being placed in a ridiculous position. 

. . . The first twenty-four hours after being abandoned, you must 
make a declaration of love to another woman; even if she is nothing 
better than a chambermaid." 

But in his first "love" all his uncle's various counsels of sang-froid or 
resourcefulness were forgotten. 

To hear the opera-bouffe music, and none too magnificent, that was 
offered at the Grenoble Opera House became n passion with him, and 
absorbed his entire allowance. Thus it came to pass that he saw Mile. 
Virginie Cubly, a slender, languid chanteuse with a weak voice, play- 
ing in a comic opera by Gaveaux. "She was young, and rather tall 
and thin, with an aquiline nose, and graceful figure . . . but had a 
serious and somewhat melancholy countenance," as he describes her. 
CC I felt a tender interest in just gazing at her. Soon i was desperately 
in love. . . ." ’ 

She was an actress, a princesse lointaine, from a distant mysterious 
World that he longed to know. Merely to think of Mile. Cubly made 
him happier; the complaints of his family became indifferent matters 
to him, because "love" made him more indulgent and just! 

He was troubled because the young blades of the Opera pit ogled 
her boldly, and spoke of her familiarly as "la Cubly." Cautiously 
he inquired if she had admirers or lovers, but heard only gross, mock- 
ing oaths. Finally he worked himself up to the point of finding out 
where she lived, "morally one of my bravest actions." It was on the 
Rue des Clercs; and he would pace up and down this gloomy street for 
hours, hoping for a glimpse of her. 

One morning, walking alone in the Public Gardens, concentrating 
his thought upon her as always, he saw her at last at the other end of 
the square walking along the parapet by the river, toward the terrace 
where he stood like one frozen. 
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Long afterward he set down his recollections of the scen£ in the 
style of a precise geometer, one of his habitual mannerisms : “She was 
proceeding from the point L. . . . I almost fainted, but finally took to 
my heels, along the parapet, on the line F., as if the devil were after 
me.” He had not even been seen by her. But then she did not know 
who he was. 

At the end of the season Mile. Cubly left Grenoble, and Henri was 
overcome with despair. Finally he confided the story of his "folly” to 
one of the simplest of his young friends, Francois Bigillion, who ac- 
curately observed that Henri “had known love only as a poet. . . 
Your sensibility is always mixed with folly.” But “real love” would 
change him, his friend thought . 4 

The Bigillions, peasants enriched by the Revolution, stood a little 
below the Beyles in the Grenoble hierarchy; Henri's grandfather 
mocked at them; his father and aunt forbade him to play with their 
children. Naturally, he came to the Bigillions' house in secret every 
day, ate a snack with them, and met his friend's fourteen-year-old 
sister, Victorine. He could remember Victorine long afterward for her 
gentle and maternal spirit; and her “budding breasts/' a little exposed 
by her summer costume, which he also shyly admired. “But I was rav- 
aged by the departure of Mile. Cubly, and did not fall in love with 
her.” When he told of his troubles with his father and aunt, she would 
say : But you are a bad boy I” However, he heard in later years that 
Victoi ine used to say that Henri s wit made one forget his ugliness; 
and that she had pined for him a little. 

Against misfortune in love, as with other kinds of adversity, it was 
his methodical habit, even in boyhood, to fortify himself through 
mental distraction. With Mile. Cubly's departure he applied himself to 
mathematics with a sort of frenzy. In his second year at the Ecole Cen- 
trale he won first prize in belles-lettres and honorable mention for 
drawing. In his third and last year he obtained the first prize in mathe- 
matics for each half term. His cousin Colomb had the impression, per- 
aps exaggerated, that after a time no one dared compete against 
Beyle. But even his father was struck by his intelligence, and sometimes 
boasted about him. The school records comment upon “the precision 
of Citizen Beyle and the quickness of his calculation,” especially in 
oral examinations . 5 School prizes then were awarded with much cere- 

4 ArbaIet, op. cit, I, 371-72. ~~ 

Colomb: Notice Mographicjue, p. vii. 
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mony at civic festivals, and Henri was quite carried away with his 
triumphs. Was there ever such a brilliant young man in all Grenoble? 

In the spring of 1799, after his name had been posted up as first 
among those students who had prepared themselves to enter the Ecole 
Polytechnique in Paris, he walked among the trees of the Public Gar- 
dens with several friends, drunk with glory, his mind playing with the 
future. Rather grandly and sententiously, yet in melting mood, he said ; 
“At such a moment one could forgive all one's enemies.” 

He was resolved to escape at last to the larger stage of Paris, from 
that Grenoble he detested as “the lowest indigestion.” (Alas, his 
severe-faced father and aunt had not introduced him to the good and 
merry company which led so many others to sing the praises of his 
native city.) Though his father, like many Dauphinois, feared the 
"new Babylon” that was Paris, and fretted at giving the boy of sixteen 
iponey to go and live there, Henries record as one of the cleverest young 
men of the town, his prowess as a mathematician, made it inevitable 
(as his admiring teachers urged) that he seek a higher instruction than 
the provinces could offer. Somewhat reluctantly it was agreed that 
he should enter the Ecole Polytechnique in the autumn of 1799 and 
prepare himself for a career as an artillery officer or a military engineer. 

In advance of his departure his grandfather and father sent letters 
to influential friends and relatives in Paris introducing Henri as the 
prodigy of Grenoble's Ecole Centrale. Even his father was struck by 
his eloquence of speech, especially when he wanted money to buy 
some toy or trinket. Hearing him describe the thing, the father would 
sometimes actually give him the sum he wanted with good grace, 
though afterward he would complain that he was being plundered. 

Before leaving Grenoble, Henri went for a last visit to the farm at 
Claix and wandered through those vineyards and groves where he had 
first read Rousseau and Shakespeare — who was so often associated in 
his mind with the expression of a pure, unspoilt joy. While his eye 
hung upon the windings of the Isere in the rich green plain below, or 
upon the long sunset, flaming orange and violet above the peak of 
Voreppe, his thought .soared into the future that promised to be as 
glittering as it would be different from the past; impetuously his 
imagination rushed forward, excited always by immense pleasures 
or evils anticipated. 

As long afterward he imagined the reaction of Julien Sorel in Cfhe 
Tied and the 'Black, he took new breath in the presence of these moun- 
tain heights. “They depicted the positron that he burned to attain in 
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the moral sense.” Perhaps like Julien he too watched a hawk, moving 
in immense circles above him, envying those easy and yet powerful 
motions, "that force and that proud isolation. Such was the destiny 
of a Napoleon. Would it be.his own someday? 

One can scarcely overstress the formative influences, in StendhaPs 
case, of his boyhood years, which his memoir has rendered so par- 
ticular and so decisive. He was already old, in the sense that he was 
full of subtleties and calculation; the spirit of reason was remarkably 
strong in him, and his mind loved to work with systems ior seek- 
ing happiness, or hoodwinking his parents, or demonstrating courage, 
or even conquering women. 

But he was also much more innocent of experience, much younger 
— he was on the average two years younger than his classmates — even 
than other youths of sixteen. Though born into fortunate circum- 
stances, the long years of alienation from his father had given him the 
sense of being a "lost child”; terrible fears and doubts of himself habit- 
ually assailed him and the illusions of his unbridled imagination, the 
power of his unpredictable sensibility could in a second sweep away 
all his finest schemes* His cagey father noticed this division in his 
character and remarked that "if he ever learned to subordinate his 
folly to his reason he would become a most successful man.” 

On a morning of autumn rain, his father, unde, grandfather, and 
his cousin Colomb all accompanied him to the Public Gardens, where 
he boarded the diligence for Lyons and Paris under the care of a friend 
of the family also bound for the capital. Cherubin Beyle, usually so 
reserved, suddenly showed that he loved his son in his own fashion, 
for he broke down and wept as he embraced him. "The only impres- 
sion that his tears made upon me was that I found him very ugly,” 
the son wrote ungratefully in reminiscence. His mind was full of the 
plays that he would write for the Paris theater; also of the actress he 
would love and who would be as beautiful as Mile. Cubly. 
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Alone in Paris 


Other people could not help Julien ; he was too different. 

—Stendhal : The Red and the Mack. 

AS HIS diligence journeyed northward across France the mind of 
/\ young Beyle was in such a state of tumult that he remem- 
J \ bered almost nothing of the sights he saw, nor any inci- 
dents of this six-day voyage, his first outside the native province. 
Save that at Nemours, on the fateful 18th Brumaire (November 9, 
1799) he and his companions heard news that the Directory had been 
overthrown that day by General Bonaparte, who proclaimed himself 
Consul of the Republic. The idolized young general would then be 
"king” — this was the only thought that came to him upon this truly 
world-shaking event. He arrived in the capital the following day and 
was deposited by his traveling companion at a small hotel in the Rue 
St. Dominique. 

It was one of the oldest quarters of the city, the once aristocratic 
Faubourg St. Germain, in which he found himself, and quite near the 
Ecole Polytechnique, where he was to study. But the old mansions of 
the rich, surrounded by their high walls, were now shut up, and looked 
not only cold and unfriendly, but dilapidated. Paris had been much 
battered by recent insurrections and street fighting, and at the turn of 
the century appeared more slatternly than in many decades. Still its 
irrepressible citizens tried to celebrate the newest turn of events — 
they had been celebrating in most libertine fashion, under the Direc- 
tory, since 1794. Crowded theaters and public pleasure gardens 
flaunted their seductions at the youth fresh from the provinces. But 
Henri Beyle was one of the few young men who did not join the revel- 
ers. 

The first sight of-the vast city of gray stones made his heart sink. 
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After Dauphine the surroundings of the capital seemed to him ugly. 
There were no mountains! And in the public gardens the shade trees 
were all pruned. 

Paris had been his supreme objective. To reach it he had studied 
mathematics night and day so that he might be admitted to its great 
scientific college. He had fancied that he would plunge at once into 
the most brilliant social life, that he would promptly enter upoii the 
career of a Don Juan, as pictured in the books he had read. Instead, 
he felt a wave of disappointment sweep over him. The muddy streets, 
the crowds of people who stared at him indifferently, the rich in their 
fine carriages passing rapidly by, made him feel himself at a loss, even 
afflicted him, as he recalls, with a sense of “deep grief.” 

He set to walking about the city alone, observing all that he could, 
always “the passionate dreamer, gazing at the sky and on the point of 
being run down by some cabriolet.” After a few days, on the advice 
of students from Grenoble who were at the Polytechnique, he moved 
to a cheaper room in a lodginghouse on the Esplanade des Invalides, 
in the same neighborhood. The room had but one small window, set 
so high up in the wall that he could see almost nothing through it. He 
would return from his walks and sit here beside a little iron stove eat- 
ing his dinner “alone and abandoned.” 

To be sure, he paid some calls upon relatives, as advised by his 
family. One of these was Noel Daru, a native of Grenoble and his 
father's cousin. This man of sixty had been prefect of a department 
in the South of France, had held other high offices in the government 
and been close to the mighty Talleyrand himself. He had been poor, 
but had sailed through the dangerous rapids of the Revolution most 
skillfully, indifferent to the passions of parties or doctrines, while 
using his office to accumulate a great fortune. Henri called upon him 
in his house on the Rue de Lille, at the corner of the Rue de Bellechasse, 
and was politely received. In fact too politely. Mme. Daru was kind^ 
though very dignified in manner. But Monsieur, a tall, distinguished- 
looking man with a big nose and a cast in one eye, struck Henri as 
having a rather false tone. “He received me with speeches about his 
affection and devotion for my grandfather, which made my heart sink 
and struck me dumb.” 

The youth of sixteen and a half had seen little of society outside his 
own hearth, having been taken to visit at most two or three of the 
frowsy old families of Grenoble who were his father's clients. Although 
he wore a fine new frock coat of olive green, with a broad velvet collar, 
he felt himself a rustic. And then these Parisians and their numerous 
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grown children were so knowingly and coldly polite that he was put 
out of countenance, became awkward and tongue-tied. Dinner at the 
Darus' was a gloomy affair, filled with long silences while everyone 
waited for the despotic old Daru to say somethings These silences made 
the usually animated Beyle wretched. “I never opened my lips/' he de- 
clares. 

He had thought himself a mixture of Rousseau's Saint-Preux and 
Valmont (the Lovelace of the Liaisons dangereuses ) , and that only 
opportunity had been lacking to him. But now he felt himself “in every 
respect inferior and gauche in this society that was so gloomy and de- 
pressing. . . ." He was especially shy with the women of the Daru 
family — there were six daughters, three of them married. Measuring 
himself against Darn's very gracious and fashionable younger sons — 
one of whom, the future Count Pierre Daru, was to become quarter- 
master general under Napoleon, while the other. Martial, also an officer, 
was one of the most elegant dandies in Paris — he felt all the more 
keenly his own provincial uncouthness, his clumsiness, even his ugli- 
ness He thought he saw this mirrored in the veiled pity of their eyes, 
the slight curl of their lips. For the first time he became conscious of 
his southern accent. 

He believed himself always “not clever at the practical details of 
life.” In Grenoble his aunt and her friends the priests used to talk of 
how they deceived or hoodwinked people into doing what they wanted. 
But he would rather be cheated than dispute over twelve sous' worth 
of firewood. His glimpse of the real world, in the salon of his rich and 
successful relatives in Paris, suggested at once that he might never 
learn how to manage this world for himself. All sorts of doubts as- 
sailed him, even concerning such fixed objectives as the study of mathe- 
matics and science. 

“So this was the Paris for which I had longed so much/' he ex- 
claims. This was the brilliant Paris of which he had read in 7he Secret 
l Memoirs of the famous wit, Duclos, published after the Revolution. 

■ He walked the streets, hoping that perhaps by chance he would come 
upon some lovely lady whom he would rescue during a carriage acci- 
dent. “I told myself . . . c We would adore each other; she would under- 
stand my soul.' I would say this to myself two or three times a day, 
especially at nightfall, which is for me still a moment of melting tender- 
ness. . . ." 

He knew what the nature of his frustration was, for he defines it in 
his honest and naive terms : “It was a heart to love me— a woman — that 
I lacked." 
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Nor was it for want of money; his father gave him an allowance, 
ample then, of 150 francs a month. Why then did he not go and do as 
he did later, when he was fifty, and “hire a pretty girl for a gold louis 
in the Rue des Moulins”? But prostitutes filled him with horror. The 
young students in his Iodginghouse who told him loose stories exag- 
gerating the corruption and greed of such women made him frightened 
and sick. “They used to tell me about the pierreuses, at two sous — 
the girls on the stones, two hundred yards from the door of our 
wretched house.” 

Stendhal has also confessed that as a schoolboy, before coming to 
Paris, he shared “a bad habit” with his schoolmates, though not to ex- 
cess. This also deepened his timidity. 

Alone, not a little homesick, without a confidant or friend, the youth 
who had conceived such large ambitions and pleasures for himself, 
passed through a violent nervous crisis, the crisis of adolescence, at a 
time when he had important decisions to make with regard to his future 
career. The entrance examinations for the Ecole Polytechnique, for 
which he had so painstakingly prepared himself, took place ten days 
after his arrival in Parts. 

Suddenly he resolved not to appear for those examinations, and sat 
in his room, as the final day passed, enjoying a feeling of relief. Several 
other Grenoble students whom he had surpassed in mathematics en- 
tered the school without difficulty. But during these days of storm he 
felt only that he was “afraid” to go on with his mathematics, that he 
hated the thought of the Polytechnique and its discipline or routine. 
Once the term began it would be too late to enter for at least a year, 
perhaps forever. 

In a second visit to his relative, Daru, he was obliged to admit that he 
had not presented himself for the examinations, and was not even pre- 
paring himself for the following year. The severe old man addressing 
him as “Monsieur,” and with a politeness and restraint most annoying 
to Henri, urged that an explanation was due on this point. It was a 
most “terrible” interview, Henri felt. He thought there might be pit- 
falls in everything the adroit old ex-prefect said, from which he would 
be unable to extricate himself. Yet he defended himself stoutly. At one 
point he remarked : “My family leaves me practically free to judge for 
myself what course I should take.” The old man observed in a mean- 
ingful tone: “That is all too apparent!” Now speechless and sullen, 
Henri wondered what he could have meant by these words? M. Daru's 
very circumlocutions made him suspicious. 

How could he explain to this detestable old man that he had really 
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come to Paris in search of "Art and Love 3 '? That he had the intention 
of writing comedies like Moliere and winning a beautiful mistress who 
was an actress? (Alas, where was she?) Better to be silent before such 
a horrid man who was undoubtedly an "enemy" at heart. When, a 
year later, he began a journal, one of the first entries he made was: 

Be mistrustful of people; the average man deserves this; but at the same time 
take care to keep them from perceiving this mistrust . 1 

It was in this manner that he dealt with old Daru. Early in life he 
learned to be secretive about his deepest interests. His one confidant 
was his sister Pauline, to whom he wrote divulging his real hopes and 
plans, but often closing : 

I beg you not to show this letter to anyone, because of the feeling I have that 
it will seem ridiculous to cold, dull souls . 2 

Mathematics had been but an instrument to him, a means of leaving 
Grenoble forever — which was perhaps divined by his father when he 
wept at their parting. Now that he had "Paris" he no longer needed 
"mathematics" which had served as an arm oj defense against his 
father. Curiously enough, Cherubin Beyle never pressed his son to re- 
turn to his mathematical studies, perhaps hoping that he would after all 
be saved from military life and would one day return to take his hered- 
itary place as a procurator and advocate. Possibly also, as the son sug- 
gests, his father did not think about him much, except when he was 
near by. 

In his lonely ramblings about Paris, he had one day entered a book- 
store and purchased a recently issued work entitled 7be Art of 
Comedy , by Cailhava. Had he not planned to be a playwright? He 
sat in his room and studied this dull manual diligently, for, owing to 
his education, his spirit was methodical. But he also loved music — he 
had studied the flute for some time in Grenoble — and went often to the 
opera. And he asked himself whether he should not perhaps try to be- 
come a composer of operas rather than a playwright? Yet he wrote 
nothing. 

He moved, these days, in a fog in which reality seemed to have 
dissolved his passionate dreams; round and round in his head went the 
ideas "comedy" or "opera" as in earlier times the ideas of "mathemat- 
ics" and "Paris," or "priest versus love," or "father versus patriotism" 
had haunted him. He was not yet seventeen. He searched for ways to 

journal, Vol. I, Jrcly 17, 1801; Divan ed. ~ ' 

a Correspondance, Vol. I, p. 19, Divan ed., To Pauline Beyle, Aug. 1800 

49 



STENDHAL 


happiness. “But where is happiness, then, to be found?” he asked. 
“Everywhere I went I carried with me my terrible disappointment.” 

And yet he was aware of his superior sensibilities and the fineness 
of his sentiments, upon which was grounded some vague conviction of 
a “right to happiness” such as all the young followers of Rousseau then 
shared. 

“Dare I say it?” he recollects with delicious and self-deprecating 
wit. “. . . 7 was a poet, or very near being a poet in 1799. ... All that 
I needed was a chimney through which my 'genius' might escape.” The 
chimney may do as a very happy and effective bit of symbolism. 

The first days or weeks of the unknown provincial youth who comes 
to Paris are usually hard enough. Stendhal, with his intense sensibility, 
describes himself as bewildered. His very brain seemed “clouded,” and 
he did not know what was tonnenting him, though his recollections 
point to the causes of his anxiety shrewdly enough. Before coming to 
Paris he had been made unhappy chiefly by those “twin devils,” his 
father and Aunt Seraphie. But now the frustration was of another sort: 
"J was perishing of constraint, disappointment and discontent with 
myself. ... It was the unceasing consciousness of the things I wanted 
to do but did not know how to achieve.” He adds : “It must be admitted 
that my fall was great and terrible.” And in the summing up makes the 
heartbreaking statement: “7 had no trust in anyone." 

Walking in the mud and rain of Paris in December 1799, while ex- 
periencing a terrible detente, a letdown of all his keyed-up nerves, he 
suddenly felt himself feverish and went to bed. What seemed at first 
like indigestion soon turned into a severe case of pleurisy accompanied 
by high fever. A charlatan of a doctor who was called prescribed 
draughts of a black medicine that did no good. The Darus, hearing that 
the boy was sick in his lodginghouse, sent their own doctor to him; 
then had him moved to their home and placed in a comfortable room 
overlooking a garden. For three weeks he lay dangerously ill, sometimes 
delirious, and was told later that he had been heard challenging “any- 
one who made fun of him for not entering the Ecole Polytechnique.” 
January 1800, the beginning of a new century, had arrived before lie 
was on his feet again. 


2 

The young Beyle perhaps saw society, in his first view, as with the 
optical distortion created by peering through the neck of a bottle. So 
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he would philosophize afterward. Yet few men suffered so severely in 
adolescence from the form of neurosis that we think of as afflicting 
modern man, especially in the comfortable or bourgeois classes. Sten- 
dhal shows us perhaps more vividly than anyone who ever wrote his 
confessions how much he felt himself alone and “persecuted.” But this 
obsession, rendering him even more self-conscious, observant, and in- 
trospective than ever, was of the kind that seems to have produced 
some of our greatest writers — “the good neurotics” as Proust called 
them. Men with exasperated nerves, perverse or even impotent, they 
have nevertheless, curiously enough, been the most marvelous listeners 
and observers, always feeling themselves surrounded by secret enemies, 
living whole lifetimes in an instant, bearing their destinies in their hands 
at every step. 

The real world, then, was not as he had fancied it; like the other 
romantic sufferers since Rousseau, he cried inwardly for love and 
understanding and got none. His sensibilities were outraged. But unlike 
the other members of the romantic generation, Stendhal reacted 
strongly against his own Rousseauism. He was after all a youth with a 
mathematical mind and an ideologist to boot. Even as a schoolboy at 
Grenoble he had already read Helvetius, the materialistic philosopher, 
who in his most famous work, De T esprit, had written: “Society pays 
for that which it sees.” And so he declares that even in his youth he 
managed to avoid behaving like the complaining Tasso, or the melan- 
choly Schillers and Chateaubriands, who were forever crying out* 
against the world for the “injustice” done them. 

The difference between me and those self-important idiots who carry their 
heads about like the Blessed Sacrament, is the fact that I have never believed 
that society owed me anything at all. ... I have never had the idea that men 
were unjust to me. I regard as supremely ridiculous the unhappiness of all our 
poets who ruminate on this idea. . . . 

After he had recovered from his illness, he continued to live at the 
Darus J and began to study methodically the arts that would presumably 
advance him in society. He took lessons in dancing; also, later, in dec- 
lamation (to improve his accent) ; and with a friend of the younger 
Darus practiced fencing. Still he was always heavy and slow-moving. 

The Daru brothers decided to take up their bear of a country cousin 
and tame him. He was escorted to the theater and invited to their 
parties; he played charades and rhyming games with the Daru ladies 
in the evening, went for carriage rides or visits to the Louvre in the day- 
time. Pierre Daru, about fifteen years older than he, then a high official 
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in the War Ministry, was also a literary man who had won some note 
by writing satirical and didactic verses “in the classical style of 1700 .” 
Noticing that Henri Beyle seemed to have read a few books, he took 
the youth to the meetings of a literary society over which he presided. 
There Henri heard Pierre Daru read his own verses with intense ear- 
nestness and self-importance. Henri kept his own counsel ; his own more 
“romantic” tastes in literature were at complete variance with those of 
his cousin, and he refused to imitate or approve of him. He entertained 
himself “by admiring the bosom of Madame Pipelet” who was to be 
the future Princess Salm. Meanwhile he kept his opinions and inten- 
tions to himself. 

It was Pierre’s younger brother Martial Daru whom he really desired 
to emulate. Martial was a handsome fop who had the Parisian knack of 
always speaking lightly of the gravest subjects. In good society and to 
his friends he showed charming manners and had, indeed, a very kind 
heart that would never permit him to harm anyone. But with women he 
invariably adopted an air of easy familiarity often resembling brusque- 
ness, as if he had known each one of them all his life. Henri now put 
Martial Daru in the place formerly occupied by his uncle Remain as 
his mentor in gallantry. He tried to dress and carry himself like Martial, 
who, at twenty-two, had had as many mistresses as he had years. He 
told himself that he should act upon the maxim that the other had 
adopted: “In this world one gets nowhere without women.” 

His progress as a man about town was slow. True, he was able to 
attend a few tedious soirees at the homes of ladies who were friends or 
relatives of the Darus. Their elder daughter, Mme. Cambon, discerned 
something in him and pronounced him “odd but not undistinguished.” 
There was a cousin of the Darus, Mme. Rebuffel and her pretty 
daughter, aged twelve, who lived close by in the Rue de Lille and re- 
ceived him often. This lady was separated from her husband, but 
amused herself nonetheless ; and Henri reported in a letter to Grenoble : 
“Mme. Cambon reigns over the empire of wit as Mme. Rebuffel over 
that of the senses.” 

Another friend of the Darus, Mme. Cardon, had been a lady-in-wait- 
ing to Marie Antoinette, and delighted the young Beyle with some 
uncensored memoirs of the court and the journeyman locksmith who 
was Louis XVI. But though he sometimes talked well, “without foolish- 
ness or overexcitement, ’ on the whole he felt constrained even in such 
congenial surroundings; he had the egoistic adolescent’s notion that 
everyone’s eyes were always fixed on himself. 

Why, he wondered afterward, did he cease to visit these people? 
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Why, he asked himself, did no one tell him to choose a salon, go there 
every Tuesday, if that was the regular day, and make it his business 
to be charming or, at least, pleasing to all he met? With the favor of an 
attractive woman, and aided by two or three other salons, he might 
after ten years get to be a "somebody”; he might gather in all that he 
desired. Instead, he missed all the openings that presented themselves 
and nothing came easily to him. He must always "conquer at the point 
of the sword.” 

Moreover, living with the Darus, who so kindly protected him, was 
something of a trial. He was obliged to dine with them every day, and 
the ceremonious and conventional atmosphere at the table froze him 
to silence, when he longed to spread life and animation among the com- 
pany. It needed only that old M. Daru utter some words about religion 
and some pieties on the great principles of morality, and Henri felt 
himself "slain” on the spot. 

Then the voice of that "terrible old man” would address itself to 
him in particular, inquiring politely if he had made up his mind about 
the Ecole Polytechnique or any other project The Darus, of course, 
communicated with his family in Grenoble; they Itnew of his prizes at 
school, and thought it a pity that he should waste his talents in idleness. 

One day the old man took him aside and said to him, "My son will 
give you a place under him at the Ministry of War.” Henri Beyle was 
so surprised and confused that he did not remember to thank Daru. 

Pierre Daru at thirty-three years of age was in effect the deputy 
quartermaster general of the army which Napoleon was then secretly 
preparing for a second campaign in Italy., In a vast room with gilded 
panels at the War Ministry, the younger Daru toiled night and day; 
Napoleon roared at him, and Pierre Daru, in turn, roared like a bull at 
the people who worked under him. At night, very late, he would return 
with eyes swollen and red from overwork; yet despite his extreme 
fatigue, in the company of his family he would be self-possessed and 
gracious. 

Henri now became one of the seven hundred clerks who worked for 
Daru; he had reason to hope that he would soon be appointed a deputy 
commissary of war, like young Martial Daru, and sport a charming red 
uniform and a gold-braided hat. All day long he sat at a desk in the 
office of the War Ministry writing letters for Daru, according to in- 
structions, which he turned over to him for his signature. Daru bore 
down hard upon his assistants. Soon Henri was infected with the gen- 
eral terror of the "wild bull/' and his fear of a blistering reprimand 
from his chief never left him, though he was more kindly treated than 

53 



STENDHAL 


others. It was his spelling that provoked the worst wrath of Pierre Daru. 
One day he wrote cella instead of cela! His chief became a "volcano” 
spouting insults. Thereafter he tried to approach the great man 
through an intermediary, who was his private secretary, rather than 
directly. "Daru was in mortal fear of Napoleon, and I was in mortal 
fear of him,” he observed. It was all so much like Picard's theory of 
ricochets, he adds. 

Next to him worked an ambitious young man, older than himself, who 
was already an assistant commissary of war. He too pretended to be an 
amateur of letters. But when Henri remarked that he disliked Racine 
as a subservient courtier and admired Shakespeare, the older man 
heaped ridicule upon him as well as on Shakespeare. The dispute over 
the English poet reduced the youth to tears, and thereafter he main- 
tained a dignified silence toward his colleague. 

The days passed, he worked hard, trying more and more to imitate 
the tone of Pierre Daru in the letters that were given him to write to the 
clothing officer of the 7th Light Horse, or to the pay officer of some 
other regiment. Yet he seldom seemed to please his exacting chief. 

As he worked at his first job, that winter of 1800, he suffered from 
confinement. All that he could see out of the window near him was a 
long courtyard with two rows of closely pruned lime trees denuded of 
leaves. What a poor sight, when he thought of Dauphine and the farm 
at Claix! Inwardly he wept for himself. Paris had meant a career, free- 
dom, the enjoyment of brilliant society, Art and Love. The season ad- 
vanced, and the small lime trees outside had tiny buds. But he stared 
at them disconsolately, thinking of a large lime tree at home, a favorite 
spot, under which he used to pass water. "And is Paris nothing but 
that 7" he asked himself so many times, even when he was very young; 
is it only that ? 

Spring came finally, and the lime trees outside the window were in 
leaf at last. He writes: "I was deeply moved; I had some friends in 
Paris, after all!” Every time he went outside to pass water under those 
lime trees, he felt his soul "refreshed by the sight of those friends.” 



CHAPTER 


IV 


first Voyage to Italy 


Knowledge and improvements are to be got by sailing and 
posting for that purpose; but whether useful knowledge and real 
improvements, is all a lottery. 

—Sterne, A Sentimental Journey. 

1 WAS dying of fright; but had prepared my soul to make the supreme 
sacrifice. No dangers now could have power to stop me. 5 ' Though 
booted and spurred, armed to the teeth with pistols and a big saber 
for his first day's operation as a subaltern of dragoons under the ban- 
ner of Napoleon, it was his horse that had given him a great fright. 
The spirited bay assigned to him had not been out of the stable for 
many weeks, and flew off not into battle but literally in all directions 
the moment Beyle mounted him. 

The scene was indeed a peaceful one, far from the front, outside the 
city of Geneva, where Beyle had gone to join the reserve troops of the 
Army of Italy. But alas, his father had always forbidden him to ride a 
horse, and as his horse abruptly left the road ■ and galloped wildly 
across the rough fields, and as he knew not what to do with the bridle, 
he saw himself falling, gave himself up for dead at every bound, while 
hanging on for dear life. With his large behind jolting madly in the sad- 
dle, he was absurd, yet brave. 

But soon a mounted orderly came in pursuit, drew up and called 
out: “My master wishes to speak to you.” He pointed to an officer 
who had halted along the road not far away. At once Beyle grew sus- 
picious and fingered in his portmanteau for his pistols — he could hardly 
manipulate his big saber. The officer, despite a friendly grin, looked 
very much like a blackguard. 
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All his life, Beyle confesses, he was like a restive horse "who does 
not see things as they are, but shies off constantly at imagined obstacles 
or perils. The good side of it was that my courage usually rose to the 
test and I proudly faced the greatest dangers/' 

Approaching the officer with some difficulty, he said sternly: "What 
is your business with me, sir?" 

The man pleasantly enough introduced himself as a Captain Burel- 
villers of the cavalry, and said that he had been given instructions by 
someone (doubtless at the order of Pierre Daru) to look after the 
young fellow who was leaving Geneva that night. He then set to work 
showing Beyle how to hold his bridle and. saber, how to ride his horse 
downhill and uphill, and how to keep a checkrein on his own excitable 
humor. 

However, Beyle was a dragoon in Napoleon's army, something every 
boy in France dreamed of. He was as mettlesome as his horse and could 
not calm himself easily. At Lausanne, when a Swiss officer to whom 
they applied for lodgings refused them in surly fashion, Beyle at once 
became choleric, drawing his sword as if to attack the man. Captain 
Burelvillers quieted hftn down. Later that evening he asked Beyle if he 
knew how to use his saber, and to his surprise the youth admitted that 
he had had only two or three lessons in fencing with the light epee. 
The captain swore and remarked that the Swiss, who seemed well 
armed, might have killed him with one stroke, at which Beyle seemed 
but little concerned. At the first halt along the road, the older man dis- 
mounted and taught his companion how to be on his guard, how to 
thrust with his saber— "otherwise," he said, "you will be spitted like 
a hog." 

They rode on southward mile after mile, Beyle, a happy young mad- 
man, observing everything with keyed-up senses, and everything new 
to him. The scene became grander and wilder as they mounted the 
roads leading to the high Alpine pass that the van of the Army of Italy 
had already crossed. 

In great secrecy, during the spring of 1800, the plans for the second 
conquest of Italy had been completed. Henri Beyle’s cousin, Pierre 
Daru (one of those indefatigable young administrators who built 
Napoleon’s empire), after outfitting and provisioning the new army 
had departed for Italy in April, bearing the title of inspector of reviews. 
As an afterthought, for he kindly kept his eye upon his odd young 
relative, he ordered him to join his staff. The commission of second 
lieutenant in the 6th Dragoons was obtained for Beyle, but he was as- 
signed to the service of supply headed by Daru. 



FIRST VOYAGE TO ITALY 

The boy of seventeen, hesitating not a moment, left Paris on May 7 , 
1800 , journeying by carriage to Geneva, where the mysterious "army 
of reserve" had been based. It must be remembered that Citizen Bona- 
parte still spoke of himself as merely the "chief magistrate of the Repub- 
lic' 3 ; that he issued clarion calls to the Revolutionary soldiers of France 
to resume the fight against the implacable enemies of liberty, Austria 
and England; that he exhorted them to spread the blessings of free 
institutions into lands of feudal darkness, while winning glory upon 
the field of battle and occasionally also a modicum of loot. 

Like nearly all of French youth, Henri Beyle was filled with the 
sacred fire that had propelled the hungry, ill-nourished soldiers of the 
Republic, once before, in 1796 , into those fertile plains, those great 
cities and rich provinces of northern Italy. Though he had thought his 
first object was to furnish his head and cultivate his sentiments,, and 
thus become infallibly a great dramatic poet, he also reasoned that in 
order to become that one must have experience of life. Like Goethe 
before him, and Byron and Heine after him, he longed to see the Italy of 
Ariosto, the Italy that Rousseau had sung, as a land of eternal summer 
and treasure-laden cities. 

He said to himself: 

I must live. I considered myself like Calderon serving his campaigns in Italy 
... a curiously detached being, part of the army, yet chiefly bent on observing, 
so that later I might write comedies like Moliere ... I asked only to witness 
great events . 1 

That this was no afterthought is shown by his earliest letters to his 
sister Pauline, in which, at this very season, he urges that we must ob- 
serve and think for ourselves, resisting the opinions of our elders, who 
apparently seek to fill us with wrong ideas so that we may be deceived 
and robbed of happiness. One of the first entries in his journal is : 

Let us hasten to enjoy ourselves, for our days are numbered, the hours I have 
spent heaping reproaches upon myself have, nonetheless, brought me nearer to 
death . 2 

But to travel in freedom, seeing the world from the high road, made 
him "intoxicated with joy/' though in Grenoble and Paris he had 
thought he would never laugh again. Of the first journey to Italy, he 
wrote*. "Here begins a period of perfect enthusiasm and happi- 
ness. . . ." 


x yiv d'Uenri "Brulard, II, 289 (Divan ed.) 

3 Letter to Pauline Beyle, Apr. 18, 1800; Journal, I, p. 27, July 12, 1801. 
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In the environs of Geneva, while waiting for the horse that was to 
carry him precariously over the mountains, he ran to see the house 
where the romantic and solitary wanderer, Jean-Jacques Rousseau, 
had been born. He pushed on along the lake to Vevey, which had been 
described with such deep emotion by the author of his favorite novel, 
La "Nouveile 'Hetoise .- 

. . . Suddenly I heard the majestic tolling of a church bell ringing at full 
peal from a hill above me, about a mile away. I climbed to the church, I saw 
the beautiful lake outstretched at my feet. The sound of the bell was an 
exquisite music, which gave an accompaniment to my ideas, coloring them with 
the sublime. 

Stendhal's memoirs rarely have lush descriptions of his pleasures; it 
is as if he shrinks from defining them. How find words to express my 
ecstasy at such a time and place? he seems to ask, and then passes it 
over briefly. For how can one communicate the joy of living itself? In 
later life he has a horror of the overemphatic, a la Rousseau; and it is 
only rarely that such a passage occurs as this describing his joy in see- 
ing Lake Geneva in 1 800 : “the closest approach I have made to perfect 
happiness.” And then he adds, “For such a moment it is worth while 
to have lived.” 


2 

For many days before he departed from Geneva, the main French 
forces had been moving forward to the St. Bernard Pass, by whpse 
sudden crossing Napoleon dumfounded the enemy. The Swiss had 
told Henri how arduous this passage was, but in his mood of dedica- 
tion and rapture, this had merely made him more restlessly “gay.” The 
big, choleric officer who rode beside him seemed vexed by his high 
spirits; Henri could not talk of poetry to him; his fine phrases and 
fancies only met with rebuffs from the older man. 

Part of an unending column of men and cannon, they climbed into 
the highlands; the road became a mere track, the land barren, then 
covered with melting snow that was slippery underfoot. They rode in 
mist and penetrating cold. Here and there a dead horse caused his own 
mount to rear suddenly, or as loose stones rolled under hoof, almost to 
fall. The captain swore and beat his horse over the head. Beyle was 
bold on horseback, but kept asking himself nervously: “Will I get my- 
self killed? Will I be killed?” 
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They reached the Hospice of St. Bernard, where they were given 
bread, cheese, and wine by the monks; then began the long, winding 
descent, always more perilous than the climb. The cannon carriages 
must be eased downward slowly, with immense effort to hold them 
back; the horsemen were ordered to hold their bridles with but two 
fingers, ready to leap from the saddle as they rode along the edge of 
abysses. Two days were passed in the mountains, then the air grew 
softer as they reached the foothills on the Italian side. 

Is the St.^ Bernard no more than that?" Beyle asked the captain. 
The older officer swore at him for a rascally young blower. 

As a boy he had thought of the republican soldiers as modern knights 
who must be as chivalrous as the heroes of Ariosto's epic of the days 
of Roland. But the soldiers accompanying him or passing him on the 
way back seemed rough or villainous fellows. Those on foot looked 
with eyes of hate at the mounted ones, and when they pitched camp 
at night, Beyle had to watch sharply for prowlers. Were these the 
heroes he had imagined? His cicerone. Captain Burelvillers himself, as 
he gathered, had almost been cashiered for misconduct. 

On the third day in the mountains the growing sound of cannonad- 
ing, echoing strangely in a deep ravine he skirted, and becoming 
steadily louder, filled him with a wild emotion. They approached Fort 
Bard, which held out long after the main French army had by-passed 
it, and descended to the plain. At Napoleon s order, a rough detour 
had been constructed for the use of the artillery at night, while the 
f nc * cavalry passed it under fire in the daytime. 

• * S ^ an p erous how/' Beyle said to himself. He stood on a ledge 
with tta captain and a few other men, who declared that the enemy 
were plainly sighting them from their fortifications some four hundred 
yards away. Was he not frightened now? the captain asked. In answer 
he stepped out to the edge of that shelf of rock in order to be more 
exposed. . When the others continued their march, I loitered there for 
a few minutes longer," he relates, <f in order to show my courage." 
Courage, he thought ever afterward, was the fear of being ridiculous 
or cowardly in others' eyes. 

This was his baptism of fire, for the cannon balls were ricocheting 
a out the site, albeit none too menacingly. <f It was a sort of maidenhead 
I lost there that concerned me no more than the other kind/' he wrote. 
His only difficulty, as an unskilled rider, came from the rearing of his 
horse at every shot and shell. That he was not pretending or boasting 
in those vivid, closing pages of his memoirs, written so long after the 
event, is proved by a letter he wrote on June 29, 1800, to his sister in 
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Grenoble, saying that the difficulty of the passage of the St. Bernard 
had been "wonderfully exaggerated"; that there was not a moment 
of danger, but that it made "a truly astonishing spectacle ... it was 
sublime." It is likely that Napoleon, in his reports, deliberately magni- 
fied the hazards of the crossing of the Alps in order to establish a legend 
which the pious type of historians has preserved— though Beyle's post- 
humous memoirs were to refute them. 

When they reached the Italian side at Aosta, and he was well out of 
danger, he said to himself once more that night: "Is it nothing but 
that?" So this was what was meant by going under fire? 

Then and later the accounts given of the preliminaries to the great 
Battle of Marengo, outside of Milan, pictured the troops singing as 
they struggled to move the heavy gun carriages, while bands played 
brave music. It was the movement of heavy artillery that alone made 
Napoleon’s expedition more notable than those of Hannibal, of the 
Romans, and the Lombards later. But the young Beyle saw little ro- 
mance in the business, neither in 1800 nor, in retrospect, in 1839, when 
he wrote his famous description of the Battle of Waterloo. His letters 
to his family described the campaigns he participated in with an air 
of detachment that in his journals approached boredom. This tone of 
disillusionment, especially with his unheroic comrades, has been at- 
tributed by commentators to the fact that he necessarily marched in 
the "fog of war," often in the rear with drunken stragglers and shifty 
sutlers and camp followers. But the tone of his afterthoughts, as of his 
first impressions of Napoleonic war, has always seemed one of singular 
candor and objectivity to men of military experience, who, like him, 
recalled asking themselves in the midst of an engagement: “Is this a 
real battle?" 

Yet as he rode down the Aosta valley to Ivrea, a border town of some 
ten thousand population, graciously encircled by mountains, his atti- 
tude changed sensibly. There was a quantity of wreckage and dead 
horses underfoot, but he had eyes only for the warm green tint of that 
valley and the brightly colored houses of the town yonder, and said 
to himself: ".7 am in Italy!" 

Even in that small border town the native passion for music had 
brought forth a little opera house which Beyle promptly visited. Though 
it was a shabby place, and the prima donna had a front tooth missing, 
the evening was one of the most memorable of his whole life. He expe- 
rienced what he terms a “divine happiness" — for he heard for the first 
time a performance of Cimarosa’s 71 'Matrimonio Segreto sung by true 
Italian voices. The sweetness and the tenderness of Cimarosa’s melo- 
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dies refreshed his soul ; he wept and felt once more a rapture such as 
he had known only on the soil of Rousseau at Lake Geneva. 

His first introduction to operatic music in Italy, reinforced "by his 
later opera-going in Milan, confirmed a lifelong passion for music. His 
taste was in some ways retrograde, being limited mainly to vocal music, 
but music answered a deep need In him; he could never have enough 
of Paesiello, Pergolese, and later Rossini, and above all of Cimarosa, 
the “divine Cimarosa" and the laughter and tears of his opera buff a. 
He had not found happiness in Dauphine or in Paris; but in Italy he 
had found a music that spoke to his soul. To have crossed the Alps and 
been under fire weighed as nothing in his memories against hearing 
Jl JAalrimonxo Segreto. Perhaps, he thought, he should have abandoned 
the gross profession of arms and dedicated himself to melody and har- 
mony. “To live in Italy and hear this music became the basis of all my 
planning," he declares. 

But there was more and stronger music awaiting him as he rode 
southward. The subaltern of dragoons descended at last to the lush 
green-and-yellow plain of Lombardy, under that violent blue sky, while 
the late Italian spring assailed him with its blaming heat. On the edge 
of the horizon he could see, like a cooling thought, the high, snow- 
covered Alps, now fifty miles away, forming a majestic amphitheater 
that enclosed the great Po Valley and the plain surrounding the capital 
of northern Italy. He could see the immense cathedral spire and the 
marble palaces of that storied city glittering from far off- 

How fine it was to be young, mounted on a spirited horse, and riding 
with an army of conquerors upon a splendid city that was not merely 
to be captured, but to be “liberated" also, as the young First Consul 
announced in his spirited bulletins. At this moment the cold damp 
nights in the mountains, the weariness of the long journeys, the debris 
and the corpses, were all forgotten, as the youth of seventeen stared 
in complete enchantment at what he always believed then and forever 
after was “the most beautiful spot in all the world," the great good* 
place he had sought. The luxuriant plain of Milan at the foot of the 
Alps, and the cool blue lakes in the marvelous wooded foothills to the 
north was Italy to him, appearing as a divinely beautiful mistress to 
whom he would plight the only constant love of his life. 

3 

On the 2nd of June 1800, the endless columns of Napoleon's army 
began to roll into the beautiful metropolis of northern Italy day after 
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day. On the third morning of that triumphal march into the undefended 
city, Henri Beyle too rode in, to be welcomed as one of the conqueror- 
liberators, and with true Italian fervor — illuminations, fireworks, and 
music. The miracles of the Revolutionary soldiers, he declares, had 
aroused the slumbering folk, and they received the ragged French with 
open arms, "a whole people mad with love.'” Beautiful women rushed 
forward to kiss them ; the young men now abandoned what was for- 
merly their principal occupation, “writing sonnets upon handkerchiefs 
of rose-tinted taffeta,” and embraced a new and more passionate way 
of life that broke with the old despotism and its ancient superstitions. 
Thus Beyle wrote nearly forty years later, in those vivid opening pages 
of his novel, 7he Charterhouse of Parma, which had nothing to do with 
the story, but served only to commemorate the scene of his own en- 
trance into Milan. 

The scene in reality was somewhat different. The effusive Italians 
had learned a hard lesson two years after the first French invasion in 
1796, when the retreat of their liberators had brought back the Aus- 
trian military rulers, and thirteen months of thoroughgoing German 
repression for all who had espoused the cause of liberty. Their hos- 
pitality to the returning hordes of Frenchmen who had clambered over 
the Alps again was at first tinged with anxiety, as they wondered what 
new misfortunes to expect— until the day of Marengo, June 15, 1800 
when all of northern Italy lay open to the young Napoleon. Just re- 
turned from the field, the great captain showed himself that very night 
in a box of the vast Scala Theater. Henri Beyle, accompanying his chief, 
Pierre Daru, who delivered reports to Napoleon, saw him here for the 
first time, while thousands in the theater acclaimed him madly. 

Then there was revelry and frenzied joy unconfined among the peo- 
ple who no longer doubted that they were liberated. The opulent 
Milanese now threw themselves into a round of festivals and balls cele- 
brating their freedom, also banishing their anxiety over the heavy costs 
of the invasion and its attendant social revolution. (This assumed, 
sometimes, accents of passion and vengeance that sent priests or nobles 
flying to the mountains.) The music, dancing, and laughter that filled 
the handsome streets and palaces of Milan after the Battle of Marengo 
festooned the memories of Beyle ever afterward, and were associated 
with the most joyous and enthusiastic time of his youth. In 7he 
Charterhouse of Parma he would associate these recollections with the 
first invasion in 1796, which he could not have witnessed, since he was 
then m Grenoble,, a schoolboy of thirteen. 

But he was young enough in June 1800, and his enthusiasm was 
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genuine enough, so that later he could speak with knowledge of the 
high emotion of those historic hours when the Republic still lived, 
when France was still the center of a world in which its unloosed ener- 
gies radiated liberty, when 

... an enthusiasm for republican virtue, conceived during the years that were 
not far removed from childhood, engendered an immense disgust for the 
behavior of the kings against whom we were fighting and . . . gave to 
many of our soldiers of 1794 the conviction that only the French were en- 
lightened beings. In our eyes the inhabitants of the rest of Europe, fighting to 
hold on to their chains, were either pitiful imbeciles or rogues who had sold 
themselves to the despots waging war against us. . . . In those days all were 
dominated by a profound feeling of which I no longer see any traces. The reader 
must realize that, if what the books say is true, in 1794 we had no religion of 
any kind; all of our deep, inward sentiment might be summed up in this single 
thought: to be useful to the fatherland. 

And all the rest, clothing, food, promotion, were as nothing to our minds. 
Since there was no society, the desire for success, a dominant motive among the 
people of the present day, did not exist for us. 

Walking through the streets, our eyes would fill with tears when we saw an 
inscription on the wall in honor of the young drummer boy, Barra [who chose 
death rather than cease to beat his drum in warning of a surprise attack]. 3 

The patriot and revolutionist of seventeen, who played his small 
part in that “army of youth" that brought liberty in its train, was 
dazzled by all that he saw in Milan: its smoothly paved streets, its 
spacious residences and palaces, mostly in the regular classical style 
of the seventeenth and early eighteenth centuries, seemed more impos- 
ing than in any other city. At the Porta Nuova, Martial Daru, the 
young brother of his chief, had found him in the hour of his arrival, 
and welcoming him warmly, conducted him to the lordly old Adda 
Palace where he was to live and work temporarily in the service of 
General Petiet, the paymaster of the Army of Italy. Here he was lodged 
in a most beautiful bedchamber and came to work in a vast high-ceil- 
inged salon, whose windows opened on ornate balconies overlooking 
the busy Corso, on one side, and a stately courtyard on the other. 
The Adda, headquarters of the rulers of the new “Cisalpine Republic," 
was at the edge of the city, near the elevated Corso, where the fashion- 
ables of Milan rode every afternoon in their carriages, to take the air, 
look at the country and the mountains far off, then return at sunset to 
sip ices on the terrace of the splendid cafe on the Corso. 

In endless delight, Beyle, a budding connoisseur of architecture and 

Napoleon , Vol. II, pp. 7-9 (Champion eel.). 
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painting, rushed about to gape at the Cathedral of Milan, whose spire 
towered some 350 feet overhead, or to visit the Church of Santa Maria 
delle Grazie, whose adjacent convent held Leonardo's “Last Supper,” 
the Brera Palace with its rich galleries of paintings, the Ambrosian 
Library, and finally the huge baroque Scala Theater, then the pride of 
Milan, and to Beyle the shrine of the Italian music he loved above all 
other music. 

The warm-blooded Milanese, despite the distractions of war and 
revolution, continued to be impassioned music lovers, knowing the 
scores of the operas of Paesiello and Cimarosa which they heard over 
and over again, encouraging the actors with shouts or sobs of pleasure 
or censuring them angrily until, one might say, they participated as 
actors in each performance. Beyle, attending the Scala every night 
caught their fever for opera buff a in earnest, and remained a musical 
maniac all his life. The imposing ballet of the Scala was also something 
that endlessly pleased him, the like of which he had never seen. Within 
the semicircle of that lofty hall, with its five tiers of candle-lit, silk- 
curtained boxes, he would sit by the hour, lost in a voluptuous and 
sentimental rapture that the Italian voices never failed to evoke. 


Soon he noticed that the Scala was the very center of social life, a 
sort of public salon for all the fashionable world of Milan. No woman 
who was in vogue would fail to appear there every night, mounting the 
grand stairway to her private loge in the company of eight or ten ad- 
mirers and guests, while the town gallants thronged the broad foyer 
to ogle them. For without waiting to grasp the full import of Revolu- 
tionary ideas, the charming ladies of Milan had adopted the republican 
or "Roman” costumes that so freely revealed their anns and breasts. 
The full-bosomed Milanese belles seemed to his eyes the most beauti- 
ful women of the world, and their inviting and facile manners aroused 
the most pleasurable anticipations. Moreover, it was the young French 
officers who, by right of conquest, invariably escorted them, sat proudly 
beside them in carriages, acted as their faithful cavalieri sewenti Per- 
haps the Italian lovers and husbands were vexed; but many, on return- 
ing to their homes, found their women in the arms of French officers 
who sometimes drew their swords to turn them out of doors Others 
shrugged their shoulders and consoled themselves by sharing with 
wives and sweethearts and sisters the rich trinkets that the French 
plunderers distributed with prodigal hands. Indeed some of the ladies 

f k i anf /I C n / u° ° n " f 7 6rting legend ' could not quite remember 
who the fathers of their children had been, hut tenderly named them 

r the French regiments that had been quartered among them at the 
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time! The morals of Milan had long been of the comfortable kind; a 
lover was expected to show jealousy, but a husband never! 

Henri Beyle, dressed in the uniform of a dragoon, with a long green 
cloak, and helmet with black plume of horsehair, accompanied his 
swaggering young fellow officers to balls and dinners as well as to the 
opera every night. He studied Italian, which he began to master 
quickly. Besides these enjoyments, several short journeys made dur- 
ing military missions in the environs of Milan, to the blue Lake Mag- 
giore and the “perfumed” Borromean Isles, convinced him, as he wrote 
his sister, Pauline, at the beginning of his stay, that he had found all 
that he desired on earth gathered together in one spot. 

ITis companions were older than he. Second Lieutenant Henri 
Beyle watched admiringly v/hile his relative, Martial Daru, so elegant 
and so lightheaded, gathered up the prettiest women in the town. His 
other friends, the two sons of General Petiet, were scarcely less fortu- 
nate; while even a plain fellow like Lieutenant Louis joinville, a young 
friend and colleague at the Ministry of War in Paris, acquired for his 
mistress a tall, buxom, dark-eyed beauty who looked as if she had 
stepped from one of Leonardo's paintings. Her name was Angiola 
Borroni Pietragrua; she was the wife of a shopkeeper, but she was 
madly in love with young Joinville, and thought not at all of concealing 
it. 

For the women of Milan were as brave as they were merry and au- 
dacious in speech. Of one it was said that she dressed like a man in 
order to run out at night and climb a ladder to the room of her lover 
who lay ill and needed her. Of another that even in old age she would 
point to her still beautiful shoulders and exclaim: fr Ah! The King of 
Naples used to rest his head there.” Even during dinners at General 
Petiet's (who became Minister Extraordinary at Milan) the wine 
flowed so freely that the guests sometimes ended by falling Into each 
other's arms. But Beyle remained timid, effaced himself. “I felt too 
much pride to make advances to anyone; and spent my days in an ex- 
treme attendrissement , full of a wistful melancholy . . he wrote in 
his journal, during a later visit, in 1 8 1 1. 

He was only seventeen, unaccustomed to society, worried about his 
unique and worn-out uniform, in which he feared he cut but a poor 
figure. Besides he was still innocent. He longed for a woman who 
would love him with a great passion and for his superior soul. The 
ladies he met and danced with were polite and obliging enough. But 
one must go forward to meet them. When, to overcome his own 
timidity, and in imitation of his older friends, he tried to play the 
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bold cavalryman, to “pass himself off as a roue” — a role that did 
not suit him, try as he might — he found that he did not advance his 
cause. He convinced no one and gained nothing. Was it because he 
was awkward, was it that he was “ugly”? 

He still had more of Saint-Preux than of Valmont in him; for, as he 
wrote later of this difficult time*: 

No one took pity on me, and none came to my rescue with a charitable 
counsel. Thus I passed the two or three years when my temperament was most 
ardent, without women. ... I was devoured by sensitiveness, timid, proud, 
misunderstood. ... At eighteen, when I adored Mme. P[ietragrua], I lacked 
money and had only one uniform, sometimes rather patched up here and there. 

I watched Joinville, Mazeau, and others succeed; I saw them do things that 
I felt I could do better; they were happy; had mistresses. I did not stir; I waited 
until some romantic chance, like a carriage breaking down, should introduce 
my heart to some understanding soul . 4 

Two years without women ? In that climate, amid' extreme summer 
heat — * r at that period of full youth,” with only “sighs, tears, elans of 
love” — while merely hoping that some “true friend would throw me 
into the arms of some woman!” The brief Journal of Italy, written in 
1811, is somewhat Active on this matter. It is corrected by the later 
Life of J-ienri Brulard , which tells us candidly 

I have forgotten to say that I brought my innocence with me from Paris; it 
was only at Milan that I was to rid myself of this “treasure ." 5 Amusingly enough, 
I cannot remember distinctly with whom I did so. 

The violence of my timidity and of the experience has absolutely killed my 
recollection. 

How can one recall the moments of utter folly and self-abandon, 
the moments of supreme happiness and sorrow of our youth? he asks 
repeatedly. “One cannot see clearly that part of the sky that is too 
near the sun,” he argues. But perhaps the man of such sharp memory 
did not want to remember what happened? And when one is young, 
“and has a great thirst, what does it matter where he quenches it?” 
he would say. 

The truth was that he suffered during those two years because he 
had no love r but not because he was without women. The truth was 
that his boisterous friends did throw the novice of seventeen into the 
arms of some bought girl in some dim-lit bagnio in Milan on a night 
of late June or July, several weeks after his arrival. It was the vulgar 
and rather dreadful outcome of the adventure that prompted him to 

‘‘'Journal, IV, 245 - 47 . 
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leave it as something vague in his memory. For many years Beyle had 
a hearty distaste for prostitutes, and his first encounters gave him good 
cause. 

A fragment in rather poor verse, one of the few he has written, cele- 
brates one dark lupinarian night in which he and two companions 
precipitate themselves upon two poor harlots. It is a scene of mad 
brawling that is terminated by the arrival of the local police, who show 
themselves indulgent to the French officers. The time is given as Mes- 
sidor, Year IX (July 1801) a year later than the first and more de- 
cisive of his adventures in bordellos, but is doubtless little differ- 
ent. 5 

It was at this time, probably in July 1 800, that he first met Angiola 
Pietragrua, the mistress of Lieutenant Joinville, whom he thought so 
beautiful that he followed her with longing glances. With her great, 
prominent black eyes and “majestic shape/” she seemed to him the 
very model of the “ideal woman of passion"” who was to be found 
perhaps only in Italy, and notably among the Lombards of Milan. She 
paid no heed to the plump and homely boy; she had Joinville and 
perhaps other lovers of higher rank than his, a poor subaltern's. 

In any case, Beyle suddenly found himself confined to his bed, suf- 
fering the pain and fever that the French call the Italian Disease and 
the Italians call the French Disease. His quarters were now in the 
Bovara Palace, and his friend Joinville, fortunate possessor of the 
superb Pietragrua, kindly came to look after him in his sumptuous 
bedchamber there. With his pale face, growing beard, long, curly hair, 
Joinville told him, he “looked like a sick lion." 

His fellow officers tried to cheer him up by assuring him that he 
was not the only one — but this hardly made him less lonely, discon- 
solate, and poxed. Nevertheless he received good care according to the 
medical lights of the time, this consisting in heavy allowances of mer- 
cury that brought a fairly effective cure, though bearing hard on his 
kidneys. 

Writing to his sister, on September 28, 1800, he shows that his love 
of Italy has suffered a temporary relapse at this time, one of the fev 
of his entire life, for he tells her now that it is an “accursed land" whid 


B De ses pales flambeaux la lune vagabonde 
Eclairait Brescia et tout le reste du monde, 

De onze coups egaux les clocbers rSsonnants 
Appelaient au combat les fortunes am ants. 

Dans Ie chemin obscur nous marchions en silence, 

Nous allions au bordel chercher la jouissance. . . . 

— Melanges Utteraires, I, 353-54, Divan ed. 
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he longs to flee. He hints at the experience of "great passions.” The 
passions, declares the philosopher of seventeen, "may bring us a few 
moments of true happiness, but with how many terrible moments one 
must pay for them.” 

The two years of impotent tears and sighs to which he alludes after- 
ward in his Journal of Italy are an exaggeration. The allusion was in- 
spired undoubtedly by an enforced continence that he suffered for 
several months. But soon he was up and about, his mind cheerfully 
absorbed in a new plan: that of becoming a great military strategist, 
or at least a general. 


4 

Ambition possessed him in 1801, at the age of eighteen. How could 
one look at the careers of young men like Bonaparte, or Carnot, or the 
dashing Murat, and not be ambitious in those hell-for-leather days? 
More than any man of letters of his time, Beyle left the study, for 
which he was well suited, and went posting about the world, a world 
made turbulent by social revolution and war. He was, to be sure, 
an odd and bookish dragoon. In his portmanteau he carried a 
traveling library consisting of volumes of Homer in translation, Vir- 
gil, Horace, Racine, Moliere, Boileau, all of which he read and re- 
read. Also an obscure work on the art of comedy; and, befitting his 
liberal principles, Condorcet’s Progress of the Human 'Mind. But some- 
where along the route he acquired also a copy of Turenne's memoirs 
of his campaigns in the seventeenth century, and now read this con- 
stantly. The great marshal of France, by his clear, calculating mind, 
appealed to him as the master of military science par excellence. Study- 
ing the oattleg* ounds of Lodi and Areola, he constantly measured the 
achievements or maneuvers of the brilliant Bonaparte against the 
standards of Turenne, whom he preferred as the superior general. 

He was usually in the rear of the battle front, thanks to the surveil- 
lance of Inspector General Pierre Daru, for he was thought extremely 
young for an officer even in those days. His first provisory commis- 
sion, confirmed in September 1800, attached him to General Head- 
quarters at Milan. Then came a vacancy in the 6th Dragoons to which 
he was assigned officially in late October, after the Battle of Lodi. But 
Daru, who hoped to find a post for him as an aide-de-camo of some 
division— which Beyle earnestly begged for— detained him for a time 
in his own commissary department, where, as he reported in letters 
the youth "scribbled and scrawled faithfully.” 
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The 6th Dragoons, under General Brune, hurled back the Austrians 
in the campaign on the Mincio River, but Henri Beyle was not there 
in December, as his friend and first biographer, Colomb, thought he 
was. Nor did he charge any Austrian batteries. Instead, avoiding his 
regular regiment, except for very brief visits, he pulled wires at head- 
quarters in Milan to have himself appointed aide-de-camp under an- 
other general named Michaud. On New Year's Eve of 1800, he fought 
a duel with Lieutenant Augustin Petiet — perhaps for fruitlessly annoy- 
ing Petiet's mistress, though he tells us little of this — and suffered a 
slight wound in the calf of his leg that kept him abed a few days. 
Finally General Michaud, thanks to the recommendation of Henri's 
friend. Lieutenant Joinville, invited him to join his staff as aide-de- 
camp, Michaud believing that this would please the powerful Inspec- 
tor General Daru, then absent from Milan. When Daru returned, he 
found “our young man" had flown without his permission. What made 
things worse was that Napoleon had lately issued a stern order re- 
quiring that all General Staff officers and aides be chosen only from 
those who had three years of combat experience. 

Second Lieutenant Beyle had the qualities of a fine officer, it has 
been observed. He was capable of a cold courage, and showed a spirit 
of fatalism in time of danger; he was quick-thinking and energetic. But 
he detested the life of a subaltern at an army camp, drilling his men, 
living by rote, and he used all his adroitness of mind to shirk it. His 
letters home are one long lament at the ignorance and “bestiality" of 
his fellow officers. What he wanted was to be the adviser of some gen- 
eral, and he found Michaud a crude but brave and genial fellow. Gen- 
eral Michaud enjoyed his company, took him hunting, sent him on 
liaison trips to Brescia, Verona, or even as far as Florence, which was 
most amusing and improving for Beyle. When objections were made at 
’headquarters at Beyle's Irregular change of assignment, the general 
said: “I like little Beyle, he is very clever. I want him very much to 
have the commission as aide-de-camp, though he is too frank and out- 
spoken." 6 

However, Pierre Daru, his powerful protector, ordered him to his 
own regiment, the 6th Dragoons, intending perhaps to work things out 
in good time and with more regard for regulations. But the young 
Beyle held him at arm's length by writing him long letters full of argu- 
ments. To win delay he pleaded illness as well. He also wrote to his 
grandfather, Dr. Gagnon, in Grenoble, begging him to intercede with 

“Stendhal: 'Journal, I, p. 9. 
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Daru. In reply to the good doctor, Daru wrote, in June 1801, that he 
found it “scarcely proper that a young man . . . admitted into a 
regiment through favor should have the idea of being discontented 
with the post assigned him and ask for another the next day. . . . 
He is very stubborn and for six months all my efforts to persuade him 
to rejoin his corps have been of no avail.” He promised to do what 
was possible to help the boy, but added that “he must permit himself 
to be led.” 7 8 

But this was precisely what Beyle did not wish. In his journal, on 
June 4, 1801, he wrote: “I have no counselor or friend; I am weak- 
ened by the duration of my fever; but I am determined, convinced, 
that by dint of perseverance and boldness, I shall succeed in becoming 
aide-de-camp to General Michaud. Then I shall owe this success, like 
the others, solely to myself.” He told himself that he must work un- 
flaggingly to develop his talents. His whole idea now was “to study 
and imitate Turenne.” 

He served eight months under Michaud, during which he probably 
witnessed the action before Mantua and the capture of that strong- 
hold. His commander liked him so well that he later signed several let- 
ters or certificates attesting to his aide's prowess in various battles which 
later scholars believed Beyle could not possibly have participated in, 
according to the dates and itinerary indicated in his letters. 3 These 
certificates moreover were written in his own hand, though signed by 
the general. If they had the purpose of advancing him either in office 
or right to pension, they suggest a touch of the unscrupulous that ac- 
corded well with that time of violence and plunder, but not with the 
texture of Henri Beyle’s later character. 

High-willed, independent, he journeyed on horseback over most of 
northern Italy, often alone, armed to the teeth against peasants, who, 
often as not, turned into guerrillas or bandits. Violence and death were 
rampant in this stricken land, as so often before and since, and man's 
life was held cheap. An experienced assassin, he learned in Brescia, 
could be hired for four ducats. The ruin and ignorance that he saw, 
he attributed to the long oppressions of tyrants and priests which, he 
was convinced, the liberal ideas of the Revolution would banish for- 
ever. 

“All our evils are born of ignorance,” he wrote in his journal sen- 
tentiously, for he observed and philosophized much: “. . ; Almost 


7 Chaquet : Stendbal-'Beyle, Appendix, 483-84. 

8 P. Arbalet: La Jeunesse de Stendhal, II, 152. 
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all the evils of life are born of our false ideas of that which we ex- 
perience. To know men deeply, to judge events soundly, is therefore 
a great step toward happiness/' 1 

Withdrawing into himself, out of dislike for his companions in arms, 
he occupied his mind not only with military tactics but returned again 
and again to ideas for comedies that he would write in the future. 
“I believe that I will accomplish something one day in the theater,” 
he told himself. He also wrote notes on tactics useful for conquer- 
ing women, as methodical and mechanistic as those on military 
science. One of his fellow dragoons had told him of his own tested 
method of overpowering women who tried to resist him, and Beyle 
noted this information gravely in his journal. But his own disposition, 
he remarked on December 10, 1801, was "to inspire a woman with a 
high idea of my own lights, as the surest way to lead to the end in 
view.” Yet when the opportunity presented itself, one must be bold 
in the strategy of love, like a good general. "Heroes have their mo- 
ments of fear, cowards their moments of courage, and virtuous women 
their moments of weakness. It is a great art to know how to judge and 
seize those moments.” But would this yield him "victory” over one like 
Angiola Pietragrua? 

More and more his thoughts of love and pleasure assumed the gen- 
erous shape of that black-eyed Milanese belle. Before leaving to join 
General Michaud's corps, he had paid her a visit together with several 
other French and Italian admirers. They had been standing at the bal- 
cony of her house looking at a parade of French troops, whom Beyle 
then expected to join in the field. “Alas,” he said to her with a heavy 
sigh, "tomorrow I too may be but a corpse on the plains of Mantua.” 
She barely noticed his words and their note of despair, their appeal 
for pity. Second Lieutenant Beyle, whom they nicknamed the “China- 
man” because of his fat cheeks and small eyes, was a nobody, and La 
Pietragrua, according to gossip, had more profitable friendships. 

To attract her attention, Beyle grew desperately gay, and made 
advances more open than before. "But Beyle, what is the matter with 
you? What do all these things you are doing mean?” he remembered 
her saying to him. 

In September 1801, stern orders came bidding him to proceed with- 
out delay to the post of the 6th Dragoons, stationed then in a small 
town in Piedmont. Bowing at last to authority, he returned to Milan, 
en route to Piedmont, and bade good-by to the "majestic” Gina, as 
Mme. Pietragrua was called, and the Scala Theater. The music he 
heard this last time deepened the ardor of his feeling for her. How 
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much he would have longed to stay with her, to love and he loved — - 
instead of proceeding to Turin and France. Surely, as he liked to be- 
lieve, such a woman would have helped to “form” him at that im- 
pressionable age. With such help as hers — which he felt necessary to 
a man of sensibility — his character would have been a happier and 
worldlier one, and might not have had “that core of sentimentality 
which is chiefly useful to art/" 

The years of feeling himself inferior, for want of money and uni- 
forms, and disappointment in the race for woman during his first 
Italian journey — to which the discomfiture of the pox also contributed 
— made him believe himself unlucky, made him wary and mistrustful of 
life in the midst of his strongest elans. Suffering in youth rendered him 
as self-conscious as a Laurence Sterne in the presence of his emotions, 
but gave him — in his own words — “an inexhaustible fund of sensitive- 
ness.” 

“The woman I loved . . . had other lovers,” he wrote reflectively 
upon revisiting Italy many years later. “But she would have preferred 
me, I used to say to myself, if my rank had been equal to theirs .” 9 
Once in France he thought of Italy with longing, because Gina dwelt 
there. He vowed to her, if not fidelity, then “a sort of constancy.” 
“Not being able to win the love of Mme. Pietragrua, I entertained 
myself with all sorts of fanciful dreams conceived in her honor, in 
one of which I imagined myself returning one day as a colonel, or en- 
joying some other superior station, above that of a mere employee of 
Monsieur Daru, then embracing her and melting into tears .” 10 


9 Tie d’ Henri Brulard, II, 320. 

journal, IV, 241-42, 245-46. 
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The apprentice Bard 


Madder than ever he began to study to be a great man! 

— Stendhal. 

B Y MID-APRIL 1802, he was back in Paris, following a furlough 
of three months in Grenoble and his sudden resignation of his 
commission. The bookish young dragoon was quite the Man of 
Experience at nineteen. But he had literally been made ill by doing 
garrison duty in a camp in Piedmont. “It seems that my principal 
malady is boredom/' he wrote in a letter from his camp. His fellow 
warriors he found utterly wanting in “sensitiveness/' and indeed little 
more than imbeciles or plunderers. They must have been astounded 
at the quantity of books he carried in his portmanteau. For after a 
season or two of soldiering, books were his only solace ; he was quite 
convinced that he was made to be a philosopher, a dramatic poet, a 
Don Juan — anything but a general. 

Grenoble revisited seemed smaller and meaner than ever after Milan. 
True, he had been homesick, and longed to see his grandfather and 
especially his sister Pauline, now a high-spirited young lady of sixteen, 
with dark hair, a pretty oval- shaped face, and an eager mind. Pauline 
loomed large in his life; she was all the family that he loved, for Dr. 
Gagnon was very old now; she was his confidante and fellow con- 
spirator; at his order she read the same books that he read. It was she 
who brought Henri's requests for money to his father, when he feared 
to present them. 

No, save for Pauline, he did not find in the bosom of his family the 
affection he pined for. Trade was booming now and his father was 

73 



STENDHAL 


utterly ''obsessed" by his farming experiments. He notes in one of his 
journals : 

Sunday I arrived at my grandfather’s at one o’clock for dinner. From that 
moment to the end of the meal they did not cease to groan and lament. Jhis 
is not family to be desired [sic] is Pauline's advice . 1 

Meanwhile the problem of the son troubled the father's prudent 
soul. Surely Henri's character would be blighted if he wandered about 
the world as a soldier. The elder Beyle pressed him to give up such 
ideas. Cf My father promised me an income of 3,000 francs a year if I 
would resign/' Henri wrote in his journal after his visit to Grenoble. 

But though Cherubin Beyle plunged into large speculations in land 
and sheep — -he borrowed as much as 400,000 francs from money- 
lenders for such purposes — he delayed giving his son funds that were 
due him by his mother's will. Pauline in her letters testifies that when 
she, as intermediary, came to her father to seek money for Henri, he 
spoke only of the business debts he owed. This though she knew that 
he had just received a big sum for the sale of lands. ff Your father," 
she wrote, "cares more for merino sheep than for his son." Henri 
found it, as he said, easier to come to Grenoble than to leave it. 

Yet he was decided not only to leave Grenoble but the army as 
well ; and an added, more romantic reason for this step is given in one 
of a series of Last Testaments he wrote, this dated 1828, in which he 
declares : "I came back to Grenoble from Italy, fell in love and, with- 
out reporting to the Minister of War, followed Mile. V., whom I 
loved, to Paris.” 

Susceptible Henri! On his return as a sort of martial hero to his 
townspeople he had been invited out a good deal, and so had called at 
the home of Jean-Joseph Mounier, Grenoble's famous deputy to the 
Constituent Assembly, whose son Edouard was one of his former 
schoolmates. Now Edouard Mounier had a sister named Victorine 
who was quite pretty, and after his amorous disappointments in Italy, 
Henri craved an object of love. He heard her play Haydn at a musi- 
cale, and his heart was stirred. Though he was never permitted to 
speak to her alone, his eyes hung upon her; he knew himself at once 
in love, and with a great love. 

But that spring, in 1802, M. Mounier, with his family, moved to 
Brittany, where he assumed the office of prefect of Rennes. At once 
Beyle, obtaining six hundred francs from his father by the most 
impassioned appeals, departe d for Paris, which was much nearer to 

tyilosofia Nova, p. 193; dated summer of 1803; partly in Beyle’s English. 
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Rennes. Yet the Mouniers never bothered to invite the young Beyle to 
visit them, and Rennes was after all over two hundred miles from 
Paris. Henri could not even see that proud brunette, Victorine. There- 
fore he made a great business of cultivating the friendship of Edouard 
Mounier (whom he really disliked as a vain young upstart). To him 
he wrote most feeling letters which he hoped Victorine would read. 
Indeed he adopted the highly ingenious device of writing his letters 
so that they might be read by two persons, each of whom would 
understand them differently. “The insight which love gives to a heart/' 
he remarks, “permits it to divine the hidden meaning of .the most 
trivial phrases." He spoke of his war experiences, his early and quite 
vague sorrows, his high ambitions, and his longing to be loved by a 
beautiful and tender woman. These were the most polished of his 
early letters and precisely imitated the melancholy style of Rousseau. 

“I have wandered at the will of all the passions which have agitated 
me one after another," he writes, in 1803. “I have but one left which 
occupies me entirely." Sometimes he wrote with ecstatic longing for a 
pure and good woman, for whom, he assured Mounier, he would gladly 
kill himself. For each man of feeling, he said, there was a woman who 
was “unique," and though she might be reserved in manner, out of 
virtue, her rare glances always revealed her true sentiment. Before 
such a woman the boldest man might be timid and “the fine phrases 
die upon his lips." He concludes: “Write me often: good hearts are so 
rare they should be close to each other." That sentence, surely, was 
aimed at Victorine. 

Sometimes he spoke of his little triumphs in Paris, and boasted of 
“conquests." Then, in fear that he might have gone too far, he re- 
tracted, saying: “I may have delivered myself of a few outbursts of 
vanity — like other young men, or acted the fop. . . But you do not 

know me if you think me merely a vain fellow." 

However, nothing that was said or unsaid in his letters brought a 
sign from Victorine, who never appeared to notice his mooning glances, 
and whom, to tell the truth, he saw only on two or three occasions. 
Perhaps his charming letters were not even submitted to her inspec- 
tion. 

His fine phrases, like kisses in the air, simply disappeared in the 
drawer of Edouard Mourner's secretary. It was as if Henri Beyle de- 
claimed before an empty theater whose mocking spectators had quietly 
stolen away. 

This was but un amour passager, though it was two or three years 
a-dying, and in the interim always hovered in back of his mind. Yet 
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he enjoyed it so, at this period. Victorine was his “chimera.’ 3 When he 
was alone in his little room, or when the music he preferred moved 
him, he would think of her and of love. . . I give her a name, yes, a 
physiognomy: I speak to her sometimes, but she does not reply, and 
like a child, after having kissed a doll, I weep because she does not re- 
turn my kisses.” 

He thought once of simply going and asking her to be his wife. “But 
I am too young and restless to be a good husband,” he told himself in 
the next breath. He had promised his father that he would not marry 
until he was thirty, and this was one pledge that he himself really de- 
sired to keep. 


2 

That he should humor himself with a cerebral love affair, a thing 
of mere literature, was entirely in character at this stage, when he was 
but nineteen or twenty, and which he later called the “most ex- 
alted period” of his life. It was a time of intense self-instruction and 
unwearied self-analysis, without literary circles or masters to influence 
him, without elder friends to counsel him. 

After returning to Paris he lived in a small attic room, on the sixth 
floor of a house in the Rue d’Angivillers that faced the great colonnade 
of the Louvre. His father gave him 150 francs a month, then a quite 
adequate income for a young bachelor, though his purchase of hun- 
dreds of books distressed his family and often put him in straits. To 
his father he was simply a “wild young fellow”; to his grandfather 
he seemed but to be living “the life of an artist in Paris.” He saw none 
of his influential relatives — Pierre Daru washed his hands of him after 
his resignation from the army — save the jolly coxcomb Martial Daru, 
whom he intensely admired for his smart dress and his success with 
women. In imitation of Martial, he clothed himself as fastidiously as 
he might, considering his small budget, and went to the theater and 
opera, or sometimes to the salons of one or two older ladies, like Mme. 
Rebuffel, with whom he felt most comfortable. But for the visits of a 
few of his student friends such as Fortune Mante and Louis Crozet, 
who were completing their course at the Ecole Polytechnique, he lived 
much alone. 

Sometimes he awoke at six in the morning and began to read and 
study. In the afternoon he walked back and forth in the Tuileries 
Gardens, and on several days a week took lessons in English from an 

76 



THE APPRENTICE BARD 


irish friar whom he called "Father Jakey/' At night he sometimes 
read again or wrote in immense notebooks, one a journal of the com- 
monest things that happened to him, another a journal of Vensees , or 
ideas and reflections, and finally a manuscript which he called 
jFilosofia Nova, a title half Latin, half Italian, in which he set forth, in 
the aphoristic manner of the eighteenth-century writers, the system of 
thought that was to complement or support the system of his art. 

This "mad" period lasted about three years; it was filled with in- 
ward drama and excitement. Later he never ceased to wonder at how 
happy he had been, though poor, unknown, having but few friends, 
eating little, while studying or writing twelve hours a day. He had 
looked forward to such an opportunity for schooling himself, accord- 
ing to his own lights; he had promised it to himself when he lay sick 
and bored in the camps of Italy. 

Beyle often insisted in later years that his intellectual formation 
was more or less complete at the age of nineteen or twenty, that for 
the rest of his days he drew upon the ideas he had formed in early 
youth, merely perfecting or extending their application. Since he made 
his literary debut late in life, when nearly forty, and with works that 
seemed (especially to posterity) unusually distinguished for their 
originality and independence of thought, his claims have often been 
flouted. Yet the publication of his youthful notebooks, more than a 
century after they were written, has borne out his assertions ; the youth 
of twenty was clearly father to the brilliant social moralist and critical 
thinker of forty and fifty — though his contemporaries were, of course, 
to know nothing of his youth, and to depreciate or condemn the writ- 
ings of the older man . 3 

"If only someone had told me then to write every day . . he 
exclaimed regretfully in old age, thinking of the time “lost” in his 
youth. He too might have had his volumes of "youthful indiscretions'* 
to live down. Instead he had been seduced, as it were, into abandon- 
ing the effort to grasp at the substance of writing — by completing his 
first fragments — in favor of a search for the spirit or general principles 
or laws that must underlie such expression; and eventually he had 
been drawn into a ceaseless testing of those principles, as fascinating 
as it was exhausting. 


3 How decisive was this phase of his life only became known when the publication of about 
three quarters of his private papers and journals was completed, during the 1920s and 1930s in 
the Divan edition, thus far seventy-four volumes, edited by Henri Martineau. In the early Stendhal 
"revival” of 1880-1900, only a small portion of his journals and letters were printed in frag- 
mentary form; the Pensees, including the Pilosofia Nova, did not appear until 1937. 
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Ambition goaded him. He ruminated in his journal: 

Since love as I conceive it cannot make me happy, I begin to think of glory; 
I long to walk in the path of that generation of great men who, builders of the 
Revolution, have been devoured by their own work. 

He had the will to glory ; and he believed then that “if a man wills 
strongly and constantly enough he can attain any goal.” Strength of 
will and concentration removed even the element of chance in such an 
affair, he ruminated, so long as one knew what road he must take. On 
February 28, 1803, he asked himself: 

What is my object? To acquire the reputation of the greatest poet in France, 
not by intrigue, like Voltaire, but by meriting it; hence study Greek, Latin, 
Italian, and English. . . . Enough to fill up a long life. 

While in Italy, he had had an idea for a play which he entitled 
sometimes Letellier, sometimes The Turn “Men. But he did not know 
how to write plays. Therefore he began to read Laharpe, that aca- 
demic critic and historian of literature whose texts,- then so widely 
adopted, expounded the beauties of the great seventeenth-century dra- 
matic poets, Racine, Corneille, and Moliere. He read Laharpe and also 
attended the old man's lectures at the University of Paris, although he 
soon became convinced that Laharpe's taste was unsure. Since be ad- 
mired Corneille, he read him until he knew J-iorace and Cinna by 
heart, not to speak of Ce Cid. He read Racine, and the plays of Vol- 
taire, especially studying Zaire. But over and over again he read the 
comedies of Moliere, whom he had disliked in boyhood, but now 
adopted as his favorite satirist. 

His first intention was to discover an ars poelica by saturating him- 
self with the works of these celebrated dramatic poets, and then to 
body forth great plays. At this period, and for over a quarter of a cen- 
tury longer, the drama was to be written in verse, the classic French 
hexameter, and observed the three unities of time, space, and action. 
It was to remain classical — or “pseudoclassical” — also in the restraint 
with which passion was represented, and with which (as in Racine) 
effects of the violent or the irrational were deliberately avoided. 

Desiring to master the portrayal of character, and inspired by the 
charming portraits of La Bruyere, he would sometimes spend days on 
end writing “characters” together with his friend Louis Crozet; then 
he and Crozet, both strong dialecticians, would compare or criticize 
each other's portrait of the same personality. 

Since he possessed wit he promised himself that he would write, not 
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tragedies, but comedies. And like a good general, he spied out the 
ground in advance : 

When I wish to ridicule something in a comedy, I must first construct the 
canvas in which I desire my characters, amiable or comic, to appear. Then seek 
the circumstances most likely to render the ones most amiable, the others most 
ridiculous. Everything must be subordinated to the principal character, and to 
his dominant passion. I must begin by choosing and sublimating this leading 
character; then the other characters who help to bring him out. Then the cir- 
cumstances of the action (or plot) . Then write the scenes. . . . And correct, 
and tutto e fatto. 

Thus is a good enough summary of Moliere's technique; it all seemed 
so simple that he needed but to begin. But as soon as he began to write 
his verses, he was in deep trouble. 

“Eight hours to write one line!” is one exclamation of anguish 
found in his notebooks. Doggedly he wrote a few score verses, and 
still after weeks and months had not one act done. But his tempera- 
ment was never suited to verse, least of all the regular and stilted verse 
then in vogue; In his bald verses, all finesse of thought, the more deli- 
cate shades of emotion which his analytical mind tended already to 
search out, were distorted and lost. After grinding out a hundred la- 
borious lines he stopped. 

Meanwhile he had been reading Shakespeare, and in English. 
Though his grasp of the language may at first have been small, his 
notes of 1803 and 1804 show how freely he appreciates the natural- 
ness, the verve, and the “comprehensive sour' of the Elizabethan 
dramatist. Shakespeare's plays, he came to believe, were “like nature." 
He told himself: “Imitate Shakespeare, or rather nature." It was the 
beginning of treason to the ideal of the classical drama for which he 
was so little suited. 

A growing disillusionment with the “noble" style of Racine and the 
other writers of the Golden Age of Louis XIV is traceable in his notes 
as early as 1804 and 1805. The conviction came to him that the old 
poets wrote in this manner because they were “courtiers"; theirs was 
a “monarchical" literature, subserving a great tyrant. He even dis- 
cerned a “tone of inferiority" in Racine. Now he, Henri Beyle, a mod- 
ern man, whose life was shaped by the French Revolution, living (still 
then) under a Republic, must seek another style and form, one that 
was more truthful and free, suited to the new democratic age. Indeed 
the pl*ay he struggled to write was intended to present two characters 
in conflict, one symbolizing republican ideas, the other, monarchical 
doctrines. He felt the need for a realistic drama, even for a new Ian- 
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guage. In Racine many words of common usage were suppressed, or 
paraphrased in poetic locutions. 

ff One may create for oneself a very bold language, using words that 
no one has dared to employ, after having taken care to prepare them/' 
is one of the thoughts struck off in his notes for the Jilosofia Nova. 

How pallid seemed the verses of Voltaire also, and how artificial 
his plays beside those of the English poet! His remarks on Voltaire, 
whose imitators still dominated the theater, are telling : 

The chief defect of the heroes of Voltaire is that they seem to be saying 
always: “Look, I am going to utter a fine phrase; look, I am going to do a brave 
deed.” But in nature the true hero does his brave deeds without being aware 
of how brave they are. 

He reads a new novel, D elphine, by the celebrated Mme. de Stael, 
and thinks he would like to write his first book in this medium: but 
he is aware at once of her weaknesses, and even considers writing to 
her about them : 

There is a way of moving the reader by showing the facts , things themselves, 
without discussing their effects. . . . This manner is entirely lacking in Mme. 
de Stael; her book shows a great need of moments of repose. ... In other 
words she is too didactic — moralizes too much — whereas Shakespeare, while 
pushing some scenes to the heights of terror, knows how to bring in moments 
of relief and contrast, as in Macbeth , when Duncan enters and, at a moment 
of supreme terror, alludes to the beauty of the night in the castle, the birds . . . 

And with what felicitous strokes Shakespeare paints his woman figures, 
Ophelia, Desdemona, and above all Imogene! . . . What profound knowledge 
of mankind in him! O divine Shakespeare, yes, thou art the greatest Bard in 
the world! 

The novel then was an underdeveloped medium in France, as com- 
pared with England; its practitioners, like Mme. de Stael, wrote chiefly, 
in the form of letters, more or less concealed autobiographies in close 
imitation of Rousseau's La Nouvelle Jielo'ise. Now the young Beyle 
had schemes for a form of writing that would represent human char- 
acter and passion with increasing realism. Around this time, in 1804 , 
the newspapers were full of the plot of General Moreau's faction 
against Napoleon, which the Consul's secret police had successfully 
exposed, and everyone followed the trial of the conspirators. One of 
Beyle's notes runs : 

I must always remember the argument of the Moreau trial in which the style 
©£ speech is not elegant, not even correct, but always perfectly intelligible, and 
stewing the desire of each witness to be understood. 
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His writing must be "full of details" as was Shakespeare's, instead 
of being vague or “overemphatic" like Rousseau's. Replying to a let- 
ter from his sister Pauline, who had given him some account of the 
life she led now at a pension for girls, he expressed a desire for more 
specific information that would “help me to know woman. I count on 
you, I need examples and many facts. . . . Send me the facts, the 
facts!” 

Another of his ideas, but one he never carried out, was to write a 
sort of “slice of life" by setting forth the exact, almost mechanical 
record of some individual's actions and thoughts, just as they occurred, 
during twenty-four hours of his life. (The notes for this project clearly 
foreshadow that which James Joyce completed over a century later 
in his Vlysses.) 

One day in 1804, on receiving news of the death of the elder Daru, 
he went dutifully to attend the funeral services of his late host and 
protector. The house was full of priests, and thoughtfully the youth 
scrutinized the “base and, sometimes, even wicked physiognomies of 
the priests, the best of whom had a sodden look." In this hour of death, 
effects of supreme comedy were to be noted, if one could only ex- 
amine deeply enough the real motives and passions of these people. 
“To be the greatest poet possible I must know man perfectly," he 
reasoned. In order to write dramas that were painted after nature, in 
order to portray characters, “one must observe the passions of man as 
he is. And to observe the passions it is necessary to know what truth 
is." 

Thus was he logically driven to a search for first principles, for the 
“new philosophy," and in effect the new psychology that he needed. 

“ Chercher le pourcjuoi des choses (fui arrivent , nous menent d trouver 
les choses cjui arrivent ” In seeking the “why" of events would he not 
come to understand the events themselves? 

For two years or more the self-training to become a “great dra- 
matic bard" is in reality suspended in favor of the study of philosophy, 
physiology, and psychology. At the end of 1804, we find him spend- i 
ing many of his nights, not at parties and balls, but at the Ecole de 
Medecine, reading the still unpublished treatises of Dr. Cabanis on 
“the instincts which flow from the interior of the body to the brain." 3 

journal, II, p, 10; Jaiu 24, 1805, p. 17. Feb. 5, 1805. Cf. also Jitosofia Nova, p. 153 jff. 
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3 

"Style is the secondary affair of the poet," he wrote in his note- 
books, and it is a characteristic thought. To be a great writer one must 
have ideas, he would always say, in short, a philosophy of life through 
which one looked at the world; essentially the knowledge of man. 
"The art of writing French sentences so that they show most exactly 
and clearly characters and events” was important, but must wait until 
he had found his bearings, captured his "truths.” 

"It was necessary to do this work,” he explained to himself, "in 
order to write good plays. Since we see the world and men only as our 
sensations record them in our minds” (according to John Locke) 
"therefore,” he reasons, "we must know this mind . . . must know 
the mind and the passions.” 

How much the eighteenth-century reasoning spirit dominated Henri 
Beyle is clearly shown in the notes for the 7ilosofia TJova, which fur- 
nish a complete history of his mind during these formative years, from 
1802 to 1806. He might be interrupted, swept up by the turmoil of 
Napoleonic world war, victimized by his own unsatisfied passions, 
but when he would have returned to himself, to write again after a 
long span of years, he would still be the man of the eighteenth-century 
Enlightenment, with the same stubborn convictions formed in his youth. 

For his mind had been deeply molded by his education at the Ecole 
Centrale in Grenoble during that transitional phase of five years of 
the Revolution, when the school system was dominated by the doctrines 
of Tracy, "the last of the Encyclopedists.” In his obscure rebellion 
against his father and the ideas of authority that oppressed him, how 
he had welcomed the materialistic instruction he had received, the 
"general grammar of science” that he had been taught. He had read 
the free-thinking Helvetius’ T)e I’esprit, the Cogicjue and 7 raite des 
sensations of Condillac, and Destutt de Tracy's Jdeologie at intervals 
since leaving school — but now he reread them as if with a violent thirst, 
and set down his findings in an incomplete, unordered, but essentially 
consistent “system.” 

Taking his. point of departure, like the later Encyclopedists, from 
the empirical or sensualist school of Locke and Condillac, Locke's 
great French disciple, he held that all our knowledge comes to us 
through the senses, and that there are no "innate ideas.” Thinking was 
feeling; and our judgments were derived from associations of thought 
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that were determined by experience. The paramount thiijig, then, put- 
ting it simply, was to cultivate the faculty of sound judgment, and to 
carry on the logical classification of experience through exact observa- 
tion and analysis. With Helvetius and Condillac, he believed that the 
role of reason was limited to comparing our sensations and classifying 
them in a logical order; he also accepted their positivistic belief that 
this logic of experience permitted man to triumph over nature. 

This mechanistic system, which opposed metaphysics and spiritual- 
ism, and directed men to experiment, to reason inductively about all 
things by means of the positive sciences, was the essential message of 
the Enlightenment. With utilitarian modifications it was to be revived 
in the mid-nineteenth century, and again in the twentieth, under the 
guise of pragmatism, which explains why Stendhal's attitudes still 
appear so "modern." To this materialistic system, in its simple form, 
he clung all his life. 

In the field of ethics he also fervently accepted the sensualist-utili- 
tarian view that men's motives of behavior were determined by self- 
interest, and by the pleasure or pain they experienced. Their prime 
object was "the pursuit of happiness/' a theory imbedded even in the 
political constitutions written in the eighteenth century, and forever 
on Henri Beyle's lips. But happiness for society as a whole — -"virtue” 
— resided in achieving "the greatest good of the greatest number/' 

We must note, however, that his scientific positivism was modified 
or even contradicted by the residual influence of Rousseau, who 
preached the "return to nature," and the fulfillment of man's natural 
passions. Henri Beyle too, always haunted by Rousseau, the oppo- 
nent of the materialistic philosophies, wished to undergo great experi- 
ences, surrender to great passions, but also, calculatingly, to control 
them! There were conflicts and contradictions within him, as a conse- 
quence. It is questionable whether he ever fully rationalized the prob- 
lems raised by the opposition between individual and collective (so- 
cial) happiness. These contradictions remained to be resolved in the 
form of his life, as it unfolded, and in his art. 

But meanwhile he perceived that success for him would lie in devel- 
oping to the utmost that power of analysis that was so strong in him 
almost since childhood. He was determined to observe men and events 
without prejudice and with a wholly scientific detachment. He would 
be enabled by this method to avoid the pitfalls into which, he be- 
lieved, "priests and charlatans" always led us, tear away the veils of 
ignorance, and so triumph over life's hazards — even the difficulties 
of art. 
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It happened thus that in early youth Beyle sensed that one of the 
great concerns of future minds was to he the study of human be- 
havior: psychology. Through fate or chance he was to by-pass the re- 
newed interest among his contemporaries, at the turn of the century, 
in metaphysics, inspired by the German transcendental philosophers. 
Ignoring Kant, he was to pursue his explorations of psychology as far 
as possible, so that long after his own time his ideas and discoveries 
would meet again and join with the stream of modern thought at the 
end of the nineteenth century. 

His point of departure in the field of psychology was given by the 
writings of Dr. P. j. G. Cabanis on neurology, and also of the earlier 
Condillac, who had conceived of the “man of clay,” of the mind as a 
blank statue upon which the impressions of experience are stamped 
one by one. Reading the early psychologists stimulated him to attempt 
independent experiments of his own. In 1 804, he writes in his HFilosofia 
Tiova-. 

I must seek to develop my powers of analysis. It will be a great step forward 
for my mind. I shall have the benefit of analysis when I ask myself : what is 
man? what is vanity? what is laughter? what is hunger? what is remorse? And 
I shall be able to answer exactly. 

All his life, as he said in retrospect, was spent in contemplating 
these same problems, these “five or six truths.”- 

At this period, his one intimate attachment was with his sister 
Pauline. Almost daily he wrote her long letters, sharing his intellec- 
tual discoveries with her, attempting to counsel and educate her. Thus 
if she reported that their young cousin, Gaetan Gagnon, whom she 
had in charge, refused to do his Latin lessons, Henri immediately tried 
to apply his scientific methods to the problem. 

Gaetan is a glutton, he points out, therefore let Pauline punish him 
by giving him only soup for supper; when he has learned his lessons a 
little better, she may add a dish of good vegetables; when he earns an 
especially good report he is to have a slice of roast lamb. Through his 
new “ideology” might not a dunce like Gaetan perhaps be turned into 
a veritable genius? What then might one not accomplish for oneself! 

Many ideas for new experiments are thrown pell-mell into his early 
notes : one is to segregate a chosen boy or girl child in a cave and ob- 
serve the growth of experience and reason in such an innocent being. 
Still another, long in advance of the future science of anthropology, 
was to study the life of primitive savages in distant lands, in order to 
bring light upon the customs and habits of civilized man himself. 
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One of the cherished projects of the young philosopbe, at this sea- 
son of his life, was to control the education of his charming sister 
Pauline, who was then about eighteen, and his fervent disciple. Here 
was a rich field for experiment! Like him, she suffered from the op- 
pressiveness of the narrow little family circle — and he wants her to 
be happy, strong, and free, as he hopes to be. He wants her to leave 
off knitting stockings and cultivate her mind as well as any man by 
studying all the sciences — for he was an early feminist. 

“It depends upon us," he wrote her, “to know how to be happy in 
this abyss into which we have been flung. ... In general all evil 
comes of ignoring the truth, all sadness, all disappointment from hav- 
ing expected of men that which they were not in a position to give 
us/' “We who have the inestimable fortune to be passionate beings 
must try to uproot those passions which we probably can never sat- 
isfy/' 

At his bidding, poor Pauline struggled to read (in secret) Bacon, 
Locke, Hobbes, Tracy, Montesquieu, and Rousseau; her remarks 
upon these books, written in a childish hand, and in spelling as bad 
as his own, were sent to him regularly, and received his correction. 
The lonely young man also sent her his notes in the form of letters: 

Here are four pages of philosophy that I have just written on letter paper 
instead of putting them down in my notebooks. You would do well to keep a 
copybook and copy my letters into it. . . . Do not lose them; they will be 
useful to both of us, for they will provide a history of my mind. ... I often 
fear that I may die before having given you [the fruits of] my experience. 

He wished her to shun all superstition. “One must never repeat any 
opinion, even if it were the Pope's, without having examined it." To 
believe what one's neighbor told one was to remain a booby. Of re- 
ligious faith there was no question, “it is utterly useless except for 
fools." Most men had some interest in deceiving us if they could; we 
must discover what their interest was. 

The question of love and marriage also comes up. Surprisingly 
enough, Henri advises: 

For the sake of your happiness it is necessary that you should not marry a man 
with whom you might be in love; here is the reason: all true love comes to an 
end, and the stronger it is, the more quickly it is finished than other forms of 
love. After love, comes disgust; nothing is more natural; then each avoids the 
other for some time. . . . But if people are married they are obliged to live 
together. . . . 
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He therefore counsels her to avoid disillusionment by contracting a 
reasonable marriage with some prosaic soul, of whom she expects little 
love. (He amplifies in a subsequent letter: fC a good and rich man/') 
Once married, he advises, "you must pky hypocrite/' This will 
permit her a fuller freedom, even to take lovers, if she is discreet 
enough to deceive society. For while society censures the conduct of 
young girls, it is indifferent to their behavior after marriage. 4 

What advice from a youth and brother of twenty-one ! 

Poor Pauline strove as well as she could to become a good Beyliste . 
At one time she tried to run away from her family, though her poor 
attempts at winning freedom terminated in a town only ten miles from 
home, and she was quickly brought back. Even her brother was a 
little alarmed at this escapade. But in the end she married an excellent 
fellow, one of the rich Perier family of Grenoble, and became most de- 
voted to him, heeding less and less the devious counsels of her brother. 
And after the early death of her husband, she would even return to 
her religion, to her brother's lasting regret. His affection for her con- 
tinued, but he no longer trusted her, and seldom saw her in later years. 


4 

The youthful notes and journals, now compiled in over a dozen 
volumes, teemed with original ideas and divinations set forth without 
order, though following a sustained thread. It was indeed a time of in- 
tense fermentation, even of mental intoxication, one might say, out of 
which not one complete piece of writing emerged. "I waited for inspi- 
ration," he explains. When his search for first principles and certainties 
exhausted him he sometimes sought worldly distractions, though hardly 
often enough at this period. 

From 1802 to 1805, Henri was stage-struck as few other men have 
been. Whenever he could afford it, he haunted the pit of the Theatre 
Fran^ais, and also its stage door. One day Talma, the little man who 
throned over the French stage for forty years, passed close by him as 
he left the theater. Beyle stared at him in wonder. That night he wrote 
in his notebook: “l was near enough almost to touch greatness and 
glory!" 

The theaters in those days, following the Directoire period, were 
still unruly and ill-smelling milieux, and their devotees had need of a 

4 Correspondance, Vol. I, 202-3 (June 1804); Vol. II, 234-37. 
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strong stomach. The turbulent crowd came armed with food and 
brandy, and during the play ate, drank, and jabbered, or roared its 
approval, or jeered and whistled — while in the entr'acte young bawds 
walked up and down the aisles plying their ancient trade. But Henri 
Beyle forgot all else as he swooned with delight at the charm of a Mile. . 
George, just then making her debut. Earlier he had been conquered by 
her older rival, Mile. Duchesnois, who enchanted her audiences by her 
violent and torrid acting. Though Mile. Duchesnois looked not unlike 
a gargoyle, he was enraptured when, in April 1804, a friend actually 
presented him to her in her dressing room, and he gazed at her from 
close by, while she was nonchalantly disrobing herself. 

One of the noted critics of that hour, J. L. Geoffroy of the Journal 
des debats , had slated her most severely, and hearing her complain 
of this, the young man gallantly offered to come to her defense. During 
several days he labored to compose an elaborate letter, which he 
brought in fear and trembling to the great newspaper office. A week 
later, he dared to call upon Mile. Duchesnois again and tell her of what 
he had done. But she had forgotten his name! Was he “Monsieur £e- 
belY’ she asked. Moreover the Debats never printed his letter. He was 
deeply hurt. Nevertheless he vowed that he would make his mark in 
the world of the theater. Glory, and even gold, beckoned there; for 
the royalties of a dramatic success, he calculated, might bring an 
author as much as 6,000 francs a month. 5 

But though his feeling for the drama was strong, the moral philoso- 
pher far outweighed the prospective bard in him, in those days. In 
order to write comedies he must ask himself first: what is laughter ? 
A baffling subject that had puzzled some of the sharpest-witted cogita- 
tors, from Hobbes to Bergson and Freud, in our own day. Soon Henri 
was spending his days and nights in the Bibliotheque Nationale read- 
ing Hobbes, and after “sweating blood'" devised his own definition 
(which foreshadows remarkably some of the views of modern psy- 
choanalysis) : 

Laughter is an impulse of vanity produced by the sudden awareness that 
comes to us of enjoying some advantage when compared with the. weakness 
perceived in another person, or which we ourselves formerly shared; for we 
laugh at the follies we committed last year. 

But he was dissatisfied and explored the question further for many 
days and weeks without tangible result. As he pondered the psycho- 
logical mechanism that created effects of the comic, comedy itself de- 

^Journal, l, 125; P. Arbalet, Stendhal au pays des co mediens, pp. 50-65. 
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parted from tlie five-act play that remained before him, with its first 
scene still unfinished. 

Meanwhile the fact that his projected play was to have a young re- 
publican as its hero created further perplexities. He believed himself a 
stanch Jacobin and republican, in the old Roman manner — and the 
times were already changing under his very nose. Like other young 
Frenchmen he had admired General Bonaparte as the “savior" of the 
French Revolution, the embodiment of its military necessity. But the 
First Consul had transformed himself into an imperial despot, in 1804; 
he had even moved into the Tuileries Palace with his wife Josephine de 
Beauharnais, who now played the empress. Walking in the Tuileries 
Gardens one day, in 1805, Beyle muttered to a friend of his : “That 
palace weighs upon my shoulders/' There was no sign as yet of his 
later cult for Bonaparte as the supreme model of human will and 
energy. 

In 1804 one of his friends was a student from Grenoble named 
Joseph Rey, an ardent Jacobin, who after 1815 was to join in an 
insurrection against the Bourbon monarchy. Another of his friends 
was the philosophical Fortune Mante who, according to one of Beyle's 
secretive notes in the Jilosofia "Nova r “involved me to some extent in 
the Moreau conspiracy/' The plot to overthrow Napoleon in favor 
of General Moreau was a serious business, uncovered and ruthlessly 
punished in 1804. If it were known that he was involved — it could not 
have been very deeply — the young Beyle might have gone to a dun- 
geon, like others, if not to the guillotine. 

His “new philosophy" was fashioned not for an authoritarian state 
but for a democratic society. He believed that the age in which he 
lived, that of vast social revolution and civil and foreign war, was the 
most stirring epoch since the days of the Roman Empire, and worthy 
of a great literature and epic poets. This was true, but it was also an 
uneasy time in which to create enduring works. The literary artists 
were still to wait a generation longer for perspective permitting them 
to function; they had accomplished little in the “silver age" since the 
1780s, and, as Beyle waited for “inspiration" in 1805, there was 
another turbulent decade to be endured before Waterloo. 

He soliloquized in his notebooks: 

The true comedy of a republican people would be that in which one mocked 
incessantly at the customs of kings and courtiers in states that were not repub- 
lican. 

. . . Moliere is the man who saw better than others the vices which oppose 
the spirit of society, and he combated them with ridipule. Today we need a 
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poet-philosopher who attacks the vices which arise from the character of 
society itself; this poet would find a host of characters who were unknown in 
the time of Moliere. 

I must show that [lay] education can do everything for men, tending to make 
them truly honest; whereas, on the contrary, a religious education tends to 
produce knaves and weaklings almost invariably. I must defend philosophy and 
cover with ridicule those who attack it. That is the goal I propose for myself. 
Therefore my comedy will last as long as men are divided between religious 
and lay education; even after the final victory will have been gained, men will 
regard my work with gratitude as one of the means which assured it. 

The foregoing reflections date from his journals of 1806, at the end of 
the period of three or four years of lonely self-cultivation I have de- 
scribed. By then the establishment of the Empire, the coronation of 
Napoleon, and the "alliance of all the charlatans/' as Beyle phrased it, 
had already taken place. The times were turning corrupt. 

No, it was scarcely a propitious hour for a bolder nineteenth-century 
Moliere to show himself. Even before Napoleon became Emperor, 
Beyle bad moments of pessimism. On May 3, 1803, he had written in 
his journal: 

I feel that the time has passed for being a republican; this need not interfere 
with my plans for glory and ambition, but I must do nothing that would 
obstruct them. 

But by the beginning of 1806 he felt he had reached an impasse. In the 
first place he had begun to study the technique of poetic drama; then 
in the second place he had felt that he must provide himself with "the 
scaffolding of ideas" upon which literature must be built. This in turn 
brought him to a state of extreme tension, now exalted, now fatigued 
and harrowed by doubts. Was it not possible that error dogged him 
at every step ? 

Living alone, pent up in his room all day with his books, he felt 
himself sometimes turning "gloomy and wild." And he had scarcely 
begun to live; he had never tested the force of his ideas in life itself. 
One of his warning reflections reads : 

\ 

I am over twenty years old. If I do not make my way in society, if I do not 
seek to know men by experience, 7 am lost, I know men only through books, 
and there are passions which I have seen nowhere else. How can I paint them? 
My pictures will be nothing but copies of copies. 

He attempted to concentrate all his thoughts upon some image of 
perfect happiness that his Ulosofia Nova would systematically render 
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attainable — Italy? Victorine? — until he felt terrible pains in his head, 
and giddiness assailed him. 

Late one night a fearful thought came to him: “With my inward 
faculties and senses so ardent and so painful, it is very possible that J 
may go mad." 

He writes another sentence in the notebook open before him, and the 
pen drops from his hand in weariness and torment: “In that case, I 
beg that I should be taken away to Claix [his father’s farm near 
Grenoble] . It is only there that I may be healed.'” 
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Melanie: Or the Search for Love 


In those days ... I was in love with love. 

—Stendhal 


F ROM those too rarefied zones of speculation he periodically re- 
treated, to rest his aching head, to take stock of his true situation 
in life. He felt certain of his own nobility of soul. But this did not 
mean that he must remain bitter and lonely. “Philosophy is the art of 
rendering us happy,” he would say. Hence, "avoid the misanthropy 
that ruins the works of Rousseau.” To enjoy people, to expand in good 
talk, to bring pleasure into every circle one entered, was also a part of 
his faith. 

Thinking of the imbalance that excessive mental strain produces, he 
remarks: f 

When I shall make my debut in my playwriting career, I must continue to 
cling to Martial Daru and his opera girls, in order to eliminate entirely that air 
of inferiority which, since Racine and Boileau, the literary art has always given 
to its practitioners as figures in society. 

There must be opera girls as well as Art. 

A "good day” for him was one after which he could record in his 
diary: "I spent the morning in fruitful labor ... and enjoyed the most 
agreeable society in the evening.” 

But there were times during his intellectual frenzy of 1804 when he 
allowed his affairs to run down badly. At the small hotel where he 
lived that year he owed money for his lodging; his tailor came to dun 
him every morning; his shoes were so broken that he caught a cold 
after stepping into puddles of water in the street. Indeed he was forced 
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to refuse an invitation to dinner, because he would have been obliged 
to escort a lady and her daughter home in a carriage and he lacked the 
two francs to pay for it. 

And he loved fine clothes; he had an eye for fashion, and was the 
slave of its every caprice all his life. Since he was not a pretty fellow, 
he ,must be elegantly clad, and only then would the fire of his glance, 
the expressiveness of his physiognomy offset his homeliness of face 
and form. How could one appear in good society, how test one's sys- 
tems upon rnen and women, without clothes and money? 

At the thought of his wounding poverty, Henri would frequently 
burst into the fiercest imprecations against his father, in his letters to 
his sister, or in his journals. Even in the raffish salons of the First Em- 
pire he felt himself cutting a poor figure, thanks to his worn suit that 
was of last year's mode. And because his father, that man of money in 
Grenoble, retarded the payment of annuities due him from the Beyle 
and Gagnon patrimony, he was driven to borrow money. His father, 
he wrote in unphilosophical terms such as few sons have ever used, 
was a “scoundrel," a “bastard," a “murderer" ! 

When at last money arrived for him, he would furbish up his small 
wardrobe, don a large silken cravat, a close-fitting coat, and broad yel- 
low nankeen trousers, and saunter forth, preferably in the company 
of the admired Martial Daru. Martial affected a bored and languid 
manner, and Henri, aping him, would walk up and down the Tuileries 
Gardens preening himself before the ladies sitting on the benches, who, 
he was certain, esteemed them both as a fine pair of coxcombs. The 
effect is carefully entered into his diary: 

March 17, 1805: I looked superb; my hair done in thick black curls, my face 
fine; cravat, jabot, two vests — superb; breeches of cashmere, good shoes. 

It is one of those days on which from the physical point of view I was at 
my best. I had the noole and assured carriage of one who figured in the best 
society. 

Thus self-conscious to the point of narcissism, plagued by an inferi- 
ority complex, fantastically dressed in the very height of the florid 
male styles of the First Empire, Beyle stepped out to conquer society. 
He did not visit the newly married Pierre Daru, recently made a count 
of the Empire, but with his younger brother Martial went to take les- 
sons in elocution from a retired actor named Larive. In a mixed com- 
pany consisting of aspiring actresses and middle-class ladies, Henri 
aroused a certain interest because of the fire with which he read 
Moliere. 


97 



MELANIE: OR THE SEARCH FOR LOVE 

A friend of his also brought him one day to meet his intellectual idol, 
Count Destutt de Tracy, the friend of Lafayette and Thomas Jefferson. 
Descendants of Scottish emigres, the Tracys had been distinguished 
soldiers and courtiers under the old regime; but the count had joined 
forces with the Revolution, spent most of his great fortune in philan- 
thropies, and now, as a man of fervently liberal doctrine, was in deep 
disfavor with Napoleon, who spoke of him and Mme. de Stael with 
infinite contempt as “the ideologues/' 

Destutt de Tracy, a small, gray-haired man with a fine head and dis- 
tinguished bearing, received his young admirer with great kindness. 
But the nervous Beyle was so confused at meeting the man he esteemed 
above all others that he spoke too eagerly, with too much emphasis, 
and left a very poor impression. Afterward, pondering over that first 
visit, he said to himself: “In seeking to please people too much, one 
pleases them less/' 

Wherever he went he examined himself as in a mirror, while attempt- 
ing to divine his companions and seeing always too much and too little 
in them. In truth the newly made barons and nabobs whom he met 
were but bourgeois (Balzac's “beasts of prey") , thrusting themselves 
forward ruthlessly and cynically in that time of social upheaval and 
quick profits. Men feared and hated each other, and constantly sought 
to push one another aside, he remarked. “In this nation vanity reigns 
everywhere and out of 100 persons 98 have no other passion," was one 
of Beyle's early judgments. He must therefore use flattery as an instru- 
ment. But gross flattery would fail of its purpose, proving nothing. It 
was not enough to tell another man that he was “great," but by one's 
manner of listening to him, by giving him opportunity to shine, one 
must show that one rated his importance as highly as did he himself. 
“There," Beyle told himself, “is the true theory of flattery . . . the ability 
to be a good listener." 

His objective was to apply his 7 tlosofla TJova to the test of experi- 
ence. Constantly he examined and analyzed his conduct for his own 
instruction. He told himself that he must seek to be “natural" while 
“taking care not to show his true feelings." He must also avoid being 
too bold and cutting, which sometimes frightened people the first time. 
“We must judge our conversation by the effect it has on others and not 
by its contribution to our own self-esteem," was another shrewd ob- 
servation. 

It was knowledge of the world, knowledge of human motives, that 
he must master in order to win the race for happiness and glory. But 
though he scanned faces and probed the words he heard constantly for 
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hidden meanings, he often sensed that it was to be a difficult process, 
more difficult for him than for others. 

In the knowledge of men it is finesse I lack most. I know well that a certain 
passion P has an effect P 1 ; but I do not know yet how to recognize in the 
individuals I meet in society the passions that animate them. Besides, my 
damnable mania for trying to glitter leads me to be .more absorbed in leaving a 
deep impression of myself than in divining the motives of others. I spend too 
much time watching myself to have the time to observe the others. 

Little by little, he came to believe that he was learning to glitter 
easily, to play upon people's vanity and lead them by the nose. His 
daily sorties from his study, to go out to dinner, to take walks, to ap- 
pear at some bourgeois soiree, were absorbing and elaborate experi- 
ments in social diplomacy. To his little sister in Grenoble he confided 
that his social life was becoming a whirl of elegant and improving 
entertainments. “I am up to my neck in intrigue!” he exclaims in an 
access of self-importance. 

He was so keen and yet so gullible, so logical and yet so timorous — 
sage and coxcomb at once. And it would take so long for him to ripen. 


2 

But what of love, surely the grande affaire, or at least one of the 
twin objects (with ambition) of his vast intellectual field maneuvers? 
“At twenty,” runs one of those notes he called, like Pascal, Vensees, 
“I feel myself strong and well made for the pleasures of love.” The 
image of Victorine Mounier, his “Heloiise,” returned to haunt him in 
his study; he recalled her dark hair, her eyes, her particular, slightly 
mysterious smile — it seemed to have a touch of sadness — and he wept 
at the thought that he might never see her again. “What has she done 
that I should love her so much? She smiled upon me one day in order 
to have the pleasure of avoiding me the next.” Elevated souls, he re- 
flected, must nearly always be unhappy in love, since they constantly 
ignore the obstacles opposing their felicity— in this case “considera- 
tions of money and respect for age,” he reminded himself, thinking of 
his father. 

However, there were no obstacles barring him from the favors of a 
somewhat older belle, the "excellent and pretty” Mme. Rebuffel, a 
relative of the Darus, who had hospitably opened her home to him 
since his first visit to Paris in 1799. Separated from her husband, she 
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lived with her attractive daughter Adele, who was fourteen in 1802, 
in a house neighboring the Darus' on the Rue de Lille. 

Henri, who came every two weeks to call on them, infected these 
two ladies with his passion for recitation, and soon they spent their 
evenings reading Corneille together with other visitors, evenings at 
which Henri charmed everyone with his fervor and his fine, ringing 
voice. The little Adele was a vivacious coquette who flirted outra- 
geously with every man who came to her mothers soirees. In corners, 
in window recesses, she exchanged kisses with Henri too, and even gave 
him a lock of her hair as a keepsake. But while Adele was extremely 
picjuante , it was her mother who, shortly after the youth had returned 
from Italy, extended kindness to its ultimate limits. 

One night in 1 802, at seven o'clock, he goes to see Mme. Rebuffel. 
Her husband is there and leaves in a short time. Promptly Henri goes 
to bed with Mme. Rebuffel. <,r je fonts Trtme. R. depuis \e commence- 
ment de 7ructidor (August 18, 1 802) " runs one of the more explicit 
notes in his journal, where, for discretion's sake, the names of ladies 
are either in initials or altered. 

“I had the need to give my heart to someone/' he noted in 1803, 
“for I was very romantic at that time." In Grenoble his family now 
heard that a wealthy “Mme. de Neuilly" entertained him, and had 
even offered him a bequest of money, which he had refused. But was 
this affable woman of thirty-five a fitting object of romantic passion? 
He himself hints that he used to play the rough-handed cavalryman 
with her, as she afterward gently complained. It was her daughter that 
he itched for, Adele, who by the age of fifteen was a budding hussy ; 
and she, who had eyes to see all that went on, teased him, by showing 
preference for one or another of the young men who called. 

Determined to seduce Adele also, he deployed all of his “ideological" 
arsenal. She talked like a grown woman — for the times, before the 
coronation, were still emancipated and quasi-revolutionary — and he 
took many little liberties with her, as was customary then. In his journal 
for September 9, 1802, he speaks of a most curious experience with 
Adele, revealing how complex, shadowy, and suggestible was his sexual 
character. 

One day he took her to Frascati's Gardens to watch the fireworks, 
which he loved to gaze at all his life, as something of superhuman 
beauty. Fireworks always seemed to him a symbol of priapic force in 
eruption. In an ecstasy, Adele leaned against him, embraced him. 
“Never shall I forget that moment, watching the fireworks at Frascati's 
with Adele," he wrote again, most feelingly, thirty-three years later in 
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Henri Brulard . It was one of those moments of "perfect happiness/' 
fleeting, ecstatic, which he believed it was his affair to seek constantly, 
though but a show of rockets and Roman candles and the pressure of 
a young girl's arms were all that it embraced. 

Nothing came of his elaborate attentions to the girl, though in a 
supreme effort to conquer her he several times ventured to tell her all 
sorts of salty tales, closely watching the effect. Perhaps he might have 
had her then, he sometimes thought. But suddenly his often uncertain 
amorous courage was severely shaken by overhearing her speak to 
someone else as if she had already "marked him [Henri] for marriage!" 
He also learned, through a confidence of the more artful Martial Daru, 
that Adele had already yielded herself to him, though she was barely 
sixteen in 1804. (Henri verified this himself, two or three years later, 
when Martial, on the eve of his own marriage, hastily entrusted all the 
letters of his "twenty mistresses" to Beyle for burning.) To Henri, her 
continued resistance to his own importunities was all the more tantaliz- 
ing, though he guessed at her motives. 

One day, at the Pvebuffels', he passed the door of her boudoir as it 
stood, by chance, ajar, and, placing himself behind it, watched Adele 
combing her hair with slow, deliberate motions. For a long time he 
stood there silent, fascinated, studying her face reflected in the mirror, 
forgetting all other interests in favor of his characteristic role of "ob- 
server of the human heart." It was like gazing through a window at 
someone ignorant of one's intruding presence, and he saw an Adele 
utterly different from the sweet and ingratiating figure she habitually 
presented in the drawing room : one in whose face cunning and coldness 
were marked — "an absence of all tender passions, even cruelty." 

That evening his talk was most scintillating for the very reason that 
he felt he cared nothing for her; and his words often had double mean- 
ings seemingly addressed to the mother, who slept with him, but aimed 
at the daughter who tormented him. 

The "campaign" for Adele, he was forced to acknowledge, was, then, 
"a serious defeat," whose lessons were to be patiently and self-critically 
examined — a defeat which jeopardized his presumably infallible sys- 
tem. Bravely, in his journal, he summed up the record of his errors. 
There were moments when he might easily have scaled those breast- 
works, if he had only been daring enough. "There was that kiss on 
the stairway . . . The salacious stories also took effect. There were 
twenty-four hours when I was not bold enough, and all was lost. Above 
dl 1 should not have talked so much” 

He had talked as if he were a roue, a further fragment of confession 

% 



MELANIE: OR THE SEARCH FOR LOVE 

reveals, and yet knew himself profoundly timid with women. “She be- 
lieved I was what I pretended to be, and she was disappointed in her 
expectations. ... By being more natural, I should have pleased her.” 
But his system still stood, he assured himself, since it was his own weak- 
ness and poor judgment in applying it that had been at fault. 

The designing girl soon afterward contracted a rich marriage with 
the son of one of Napoleon's powerful henchmen, General Petiet, and 
this too caused the memory of her to rankle in Beyle's heart. Seven 
years later, meeting Adele with her husband in Florence, he was ready 
to believe that her mere presence spoilt the charm of the beautiful Tus- 
can capital. 


3 

Upon the rapidly moving film of his mind the image of Victorine 
now came forward again, effacing that of the blowzy Mme. Rebuffel 
and of her too artful daughter. In a candid moment Henri Beyle con- 
fided to his sister that he had “had all the women one could possibly 
have had” at his age, twenty-one, which may have been a sizable exag- 
geration. But had he known great passions? “The passions will come/' 
he assured himself. “I regret only one: perfect love.” 

What he longed for was “another Pauline,” for his sister then af- 
fected him much like his memory of his mother, whom she resembled. 
“In Italy I knew a woman named Angelina [Pietragrua] whom I loved 
beyond all expression. She had exactly your character.” 

Why was there no one in Paris to whom he could say truly : “I love 
you!” All that he held dear, for the instant, was in Rennes, some two 
hundred miles away; and suddenly the thought came to him that he 
might travel there in disguise and, without compromising her in any 
way, feast his eyes upon her. Perhaps, with much astonishment, she 
would notice him spying upon her from behind the trees, yet only she 
would know he was there. It was a wholly romantic enterprise that he 
played with in his mind, but did not carry out, perhaps because of 
the matter of one hundred francs needed for coach fare. Instead he 
continued to write letters to her annoying brother, letters aimed like 
showers of arrows at his distant princess, though unaware of how or 
where they fell. 

Those letters go forward every few weeks in 1803 and 1804, giving 
a rather rose-colored picture of his social and literary life and an often 
melancholy accounting of his finer sentiments. No news of her comes 
in the stilted letters of her brother; no sign from her. Then at last he 
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learns that the Mouniers are to come to Paris and his journal turns 
feverish with excitement. 

"7 have seen Tieloise once more!" is the entry for December 9, 1804.' 

His imagination moved always in advance of events with the speed 
of a typhoon — but how often with him reality itself sank far below 
his magnificent expectations. Where was the access of tenderness he 
had expected, if not of Victorine, then of himself? It was she who 
came to the door to receive him when he called on the Mouniers. He 
spoke hut a few polite, perfunctory words: I have the honor to salute 
you, mademoiselle. Is Edouard in?” She made him a reverence, 
answered in the affirmative, and fled. He could scarcely have had time 
to look at her, and afterward wondered if it were true, as his friends 
declared, that she was not pretty, she was even too fat ! He remembered 
only that she wore a pink straw hat with a ribbon under her chin. “By 
my dramatic system of maximums, I should have seized this moment 
to show her the love I feel,” he thought too late. The reception given 
the madman by young Mounier and his father, the senator, was cool- 
ness itself. 

By his own military calculations this should have been but a “pre- 
liminary battle” leading to the grand engagement. Now in his journal 
this most scientific of lovers drew an elaborate map of the “battle- 
ground” to be fought over, a chart of the house in which the Mouniers 
were stopping, of its rooms, stairways, entrances and exits through 
which he would give battle. Going further afield, he haunted the thea- 
ters, searching for Victorine everywhere with his lorgnon. 

At length he screwed up courage to write her one letter directly, then 
a day or two afterward (January 14, 1805), a second amplifying the 
first. The first of these letters took four hours to copy. It was written 
in printed characters on vellum paper, during most of two days. He 
was certain that what he had written was “overdone,” blown up with 
fine phrases and too mundane for the ideal passion he entertained. It 
was a word painting of “the great love that only great souls could pos- 
sess for each other.” It ran : 

I imagined all the joy that such a character could give me. Before 
seeing her, all my hopes of happiness were concentrated in this ideal character 
which I figured for myself for three years. Seeing her, I love her as happiness 
itself; I apply to her this passion which since three years has become a habit 
with me. 

He waits, noting the hour at night, and saying to himself, “My 
late is being decided.” But he hopes that Victorine will not be able to 
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resist his ardor and “the goodness and honesty” of his nature. He re- 
calls to himself, as he broods alone, the traits of his own “great and 
virtuous soul,” his intellectual powers which permit him to discover 
promptly the insincerity of men beneath their pretense of good nature, 
his scorn of mediocrity — which has already earned for him the repu- 
tation of a Machiavelli among feeble souls like his uncle Romain. No, 
she cannot refuse him. " 7he air is charged with love for me!" he 
whispers to himself. 

Then, much like Rousseau, he imagines himself by the side of his 
“Heloise,” replying to her question: “What are you?” The words 
tumble forth in reply as in imagination he casts himself at her feet : in 
his soul (though soiled perhaps by a few vices) she will see the noblest 
passions at their maximum, and love for her will share its empire with 
love of glory, and even surpass the other's share. “And I dare believe 
that at her feet I shall show my love in a manner worthy of her, and 
myself, in traits of an immortal beauty.” 1 So Rousseau had written: 

I was intoxicated with love without having an object: this intoxication en- 
chanted my eyes. ... I saw my Julie in Mme. d'Houdetot and soon I saw 
nothing but Mme. d'Houdetot, clothed in all the perfections in which I had just 
decorated the idol of my heart. 

Mme. d'Houdetot was not fat, but she was pock-marked! 

It was at this period of strain and fatigue, corresponding to the crisis 
in his literary-philosophical studies, that he feared he might be going 
mad. 

Secretively he scrawls in English almost illegible, incomprehensible 
phrases like: "Tie shall be the better of men if you shall give me your 
sister." And: "7he beloved does not reply. 7 shall write after day." 

Silence without echoes. Only once again did he see her, by chance as 
she rode by in a carriage, while he walked in the Tuileries Gardens 
with a beautiful young woman by his side. Startled, he gave her only 
a cold, almost imperceptible bow of greeting, and in a moment she was 
gone. 

He had taken up the study of elocution in great earnest under the 
veteran actor Larive, and later under another and cheaper master 
known as Dugazon, who had many stage-aspiring pupils. Not that he 
designed to set his own chubby figure behind the footlights, but some 
doctor had warned him he might soon “perish of melancholy.” More 

X F. C. Green in Stendhal , p. 43, has pointed to the exact parallel between Beyle's language and 
that of Rousseau's Confessions, Book IX, 
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than most men he knew intuitively the value of distraction, and his 
zest, his love of people, his boundless curiosity, ever bubbling up again, 
led him to embrace his "distractions" with the same ardor as his "rul- 
ing passions." So with these seances of elocution, at which he felt him- 
self, at least, close to people, able to speak to them, even embrace them, 
while reciting his roles, instead of exhausting himself endlessly in the 
"search for new truths." 

Wrinkled old Dugazon, said to have been the fiercest of Jacobins in 
the days of the Terror, was a merry old soul, very free in his manners 
and gestures, still fond of pretty women. The several young ladies who 
came to the salon of Dugazon to improve their dramatic talents seemed 
to the young men who came there for similar, or less clearly defined, 
purposes, rather the facile type. Dugazon was forever making leering 
jests or passes at the ladies, which they accepted with great good nature; 
and the lessons, to say the least, were easygoing. There was a touch 
of the pander in him, too. 

Beyle noticed first a young Mme. Mortier, and remarked to himself : 
"I am sure I could have her." Then too he met a young woman who 
bore the stage name of "Louason," but whose real name was Melanie 
Guilbert. She was tall, thin, and blond, and had an air of melancholy 
grace that made her seem very attractive. In the rather broad comedies 
that Dugazon liked to rehearse, Beyle found himself kneeling before 
Mme. Guilbert, gazing into her great blue eyes, seizing her hands with 
ardor, even kissing her, while the smirking Dugazon coached them. 

"Now remember," the old man would say to her, "you mustn't give 
yourself just for a new bonnet." And A4elanie Guilbert would laugh 
gently and modestly. His young fervor in acting his parts made quite 
an impression on her, Beyle was ready to believe. He wondered if he 
could not "have" her too? 

On. February 3, 1805, he writes in his journal, ever by his side: 

I escorted Melanie Guilbert to her house. I almost feel the desire to attach 
myself to her; that will cure me of my love for Victorine. 

Immensely naive and self-deceived as he is, his psychological acumen 
is nevertheless a continual surprise. No word of reply has come from 
Victorine, and so, sensibly enough, he seeks what the French call un 
amour de consolation. The little "Louason" seemed a charming thing; 
he might enjoy with her the sweets of happy love, at least during the 
season of spring, up to the time of his annual departure for Grenoble. 
But to make him truly happy, he reflects, "she must have a soul." Did 
she have a soul suited to his own refined, sensibilities, he wonders? 
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There was the great question! For who else had a “comprehensive soul” 
like his? His speculations continue: 

Would she fall in love with me? With the brilliance that I have in conversa- 
tion, would I please her? A future young dramatic bard with a future young 
actress. [In English.] 


4 

Pausing on the brink of the precipice, he asked himself what goals 
/he pursued: did happiness consist in finding The One Woman or The 
Great Love? A Victorine, an Angiola of Milan? Or was this but a false 
path to be avoided in favor of the road to glory, like Homer's? Still a 
third course, forcibly suggested by his worn shoes and scanty ward- 
robe, was proposed by his good friend Mante, the philosophe, mathe- 
matician, and would-be banker. The coming century, Mante held, 
would witness the triumph of commerce, and Henri tended to agree 
with him, despite his own aristocratic and Castilian sentiments. Since 
the autumn of 1804 (at the time of the “short peace” of Amiens), 
Mante and he had been drawing up plans to undergo an apprenticeship 
in trade, perhaps at the growing commercial port of Marseille, then 
after five years, to form their own bank and enjoy an income of ten 
thousand francs a year. Beyle sometimes sat up for hours at night 
scribbling long tables of figures in his journal to demonstrate how 
24,000 francs obtained from his patrimony might bring back 180,000 
francs in six years, by trading into Pondichery, for instance. Thus mind 
triumphed over matter and piled up great hills of golden louis; these 
in turn would mean a competence, freedom, time for philosophy and 
for love. “For the first time in my life, I feel a desire for money,” he 
wrote at this season. But the imagined business combinations were post- 
poned for the moment, as the immediacy of Melanie Guilbert banished 
them from his mind. 

On that afternoon of February 3, 1805, when he had first accom- 
panied her home from Dugazon's, it must be added that he had also 
visited her apartment, and had a first tete-a-tete with her. She told him 
that she had already appeared in small parts, but was now seriously 
preparing for her debut at the Comedie Francaise. If refused entrance 
there she was determined to take an engagement at the theater of some 
large town in the provinces, like Marseille, with the hope of returning 
later to Paris. Their talk was animated, and Henri shone a little as 
he delivered himself of some pleasantries on the way of the world and 
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on love, yet with some fineness of sentiment. He felt afterward that he 
had advanced his cause perceptibly. Melanie seemed most serious about 
her profession. Perhaps she was not a facile woman? And had he left 
her with the idea that he was a roue, a reputation that he sedulously 
spread here and there — when he knew himself all tenderness and pas- 
sion and timidity? “Rousseau has given me the loving character and 
great loves," he wrote in his rather wonderful mixed English and 
French. “If I have not the most understanding soul, I am all passion/' 
He wanted a great love. “I was in love with love/' he said afterward. 

Was this possible with a Melanie? His first impression was skeptical. 
There was a young German student named Wagner also studying elo- 
cution at Dugazon's, and he too dangled after Melanie Guilbert. More- 
over he had a little money and often took her to the theater. Beyle 
pondered: “Perhaps Wagner has ‘Louason/ whom I have refused." 
All the ladies who came to Dugazon's were doubtless facile — but had 
he as yet refused her? 

Then, four days after his first walk alone with Melanie, he went to 
the Comedie Fran^aise, and saw Mile. Mars, the rising star of the day, 
in a rather licentious comedy called £es lolies amoureuses, by Regnard. 
His eyes roved the theater for Melanie, who had told him she went 
there almost every night. For her sake he had gone to the expense of 
buying a ticket for the orchestra, he now admitted to himself, disburs- 
ing all of four francs out of his small hoard, instead of two, the price 
of admission to the pit. But neither that night nor the next was she 
there, though the potential rival, Wagner, whom he shadowed, was 
on hand. 

His thoughts were concentrated upon the young actress with large, 
innocent blue eyes, and three or four times a day he changed the plans 
of strategy that he was constantly devising. One was to offer himself 
as her mentor, freely teaching her all that he had learned of dramaturgy, 
leading her by constant rehearsals to the expression of the greatest pas- 
sions, making her perhaps the greatest actress of the time. For though 
he was but plain, red-faced, and stout, he was a bard, and by reserving 
for her the leading roles in the plays he was to write he would be worth 
infinitely more to her career than a Wagner! 

Now he was on fire. The twin passions of jealousy and desire raged 
within him as he sat alone in his room, pining for Melanie, seeking to 
forget her, telling himself even that he had begun to “hate” her. Very 
easily he transported himself into what he called “a state of maximum 
passion,” and this in itself, he hoped, qualified him to become an artist 
of large scope. 
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One of the decisive phases of the infection that touched him, de- 
scribed in his own book, Ve V amour, published many years later, is 
the first awareness of jealousy. For who feels jealousy over the pos- 
session of something he doesn't want? 

A week after his first tete-a-tete with Louason, he saw her again 
alone. Once more he had gone to Dugazon's, this time carefully gotten 
up in his one new coat of bronze-colored velvet. His air was self-pos- 
sessed and yet sprightly, so that he appeared quite the amiable man of 
good society whom everyone enjoys. 

She came in while Beyle was reciting from Moliere's £e Misan- 
thrope : ‘11 faut parmi le monde une vertu traitable . . .” and he looked 
at her meaningfully while he intoned these lines concerning the need 
for a “manageable virtue." He was fully aware that he was delivering 
himself, this time, with the utmost verve and “superb bearing," that 
his rich voice (for he had a most agreeable voice) rang out steadily 
until it could have filled a theater. 

“What fire he has!" said the smirking old Dugazon to Melanie. 

And she remarked thoughtfully: “Yes, he certainly has a great deal 
of that." 

But the next day when he saw her at Dugazon's she was cool and in- 
different to him. At once he plunged into speculation upon the possible 
causes of this. On the one hand she had seemed a little indisposed : was 
it it marchesel On the other hand she seemed to enjoy the attentions 
of still another new rival. It was his own friend and model of worldli- 
ness, Martial Daru, who had also come to Dugazon's that day for ex- 
ercise in elocution; and he had taken notice of the blond young actress. 
Playing opposite her in Racine's Mithridate , the handsome Martial 
permitted himself the utmost liberties. He gave her warm embraces; in 
witty imitation of a character in a recent popular comedy, he kept 
whipping her lightly with a riding crop he carried — in short, as Beyle 
observed with coldly jealous eyes, “handling her like an actress one 
had possessed, and scarcely restrained by the proprieties owing even 
to the drawing room of a Dugazon." 

And while Melanie defended herself not too overtly, but with an air 
of good-humored embarrassment, their vicious old prompter danced 
about, making sport of them. But Henri was not amused. 

Enflamed by suspicion, he seized the first occasion to whisper ques- 
tions to his friend, who whispered back : “No. She has got the c . 

Do not kiss her." 

I knew it,' said Beyle gloomily. (How easily gossip in those circles 
turned into defamation.) 
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Escorting her home again that afternoon, Beyle's manner was aloof. 
His suspicions spoilt everything. She also spoke few words. And those 
she spoke troubled him, giving him cause, as he felt, for deeper doubt 
and suspicion of her character. 

Passing before a shop window, she called his attention to an em- 
broidered robe spread forth there, saying: “It is remarkable with what 
art they display things in Paris.” A little further on she stopped to ex- 
amine two hats shown in the window of a millinery shop. Was it be- 
cause she was looking for presents? Was that the sort of woman she 
was? Did she want only money of him? Inwardly he groaned, watching 
her coldly, pondering every word she uttered. Instead of mounting the 
stairs to her apartment that day, he left her abruptly at her door. 

He was most wretched that night, and his journal is full of brooding 
over what he should have done about the “two hats.” He assailed and 
defended her; but again the shadow of horrid suspicion, the Iago in 
all of us, blotted out all hope. From the apex of joyful expectation he 
was flung into the pit of despair, yet did not cease to long for her most 
pathetically. 

“I shall blush, on reading this journal a year hence,” he ruminates, 
“at knowing that she is nothing but a tart.” 

Yet despite his dark misgivings as to her character and even the state 
of her health, he returned to walk home with her, climbing to her little 
drawing room a second and third time. He had made “plans” to assail 
her by a series of systematic attacks, for he was determined to seduce 
her in the style of Valmont, the calculating hero of Les Liaisons dan- 
gereuses. Dominated as he was by self-love, fearing life’s dangers on 
every hand as much a c he longed to brave them, he was to be always 
the eternal strategist in the game of life and sex, always armed with his 
systems, prescriptions, stratagems, and nearly always, comically 
enough, fated to lose his weapons, and his plans, midway in the con- 
test. 

He must borrow money, he told himself, buy new clothes (a black 
coat and cashmere breeches) , dress with exquisite care, and present 
himself as the very figure of a man of the world. He must be debonair 
and witty, yet by the resourcefulness and eloquence of his speech con- 
vey undertones of deep sentiment that gave irrefutable evidence of the 
“greatness of soul” underneath the surface. Melanie knew nothing of 
Shakespeare, for example. Well, he would open her eyes to the value 
of the English genius and by his instruction aid herto climb toward the 
heights of dramatic art. Then, as she grew more sensible of his worth 

104 



MELANIE: OR THE SEARCH FOR LOV^/ 

f 

and her need of him, he would suddenly turn and pay attentions to 
Mme. Mortier (who, he was certain, pursued him) , or to young 
daughter Felipe, who also studied dramatics. Thus he wouM^gj^^ 
strike the chord of jealousy, pause, then strike it again later. AlTthes^ 
stratagems, sans blague , are clearly written down, in pages upon pages 
of those journals of 1805 in which he communed with himself restlessly 
night and day. 

The second time he called, he found three other guests present, in- 
cluding a white-haired old man named Blanc de Vaulx whom she 
treated as an old intimate. Who was Blanc? A new obstacle? Did he 
keep her? Beyle held himself in leash. They went out and walked in the 
Tuileries Gardens, and she politely asked Beyle to walk ahead of them 
so that she might discuss some private business for a few minutes with 
Blanc. Beyle was furious; when she returned to walk with him again 
and took his arm he unburdened himself of all sorts of pleasantries 
aimed at the other man, until she protested gently. 

But on the next occasion they were alone together. Previously he had 
talked much about the dramatic art; but now, after two weeks' acquaint- 
ance, speaking with a controlled lightness and polish (as if, he 
thought, in a comedy by the popular playwright Fleury) , he made her 
a little declaration upon his “way of love." Then he described, as if in 
hypothesis, what he “would like to be for her." 

They grew tender, she seemed touched, and with a dreamy look 
spoke of her past, unfolding the story of her life. She was, according 
to her own report, a rather genteel demimondaine. Born the child of 
middle-class parents, in a small town in Normandy, seduced by a 
vicious relative while still a young girl, she had left home burdened 
with a natural daughter whom she loved and provided for. She was 
twenty-five, three years older than Henri. Coming to Paris, she had 
determined to study for the stage, first under the celebrated Mile. 
Clairon of the Comedie Frangaise, then under Dugazon. Even her 
friends, by her account, now seemed to him persons of worth, M. Blanc 
de-VanlxTieing-a^government o£Ecial-and amateur dramatist who helped 
her with her investments, for she had some funds of her own. 

As she discharged these confidences her eyes grew moist and she 
seemed to look at him with a kindling warmth. He had kissed her fully 
twenty times, and she had defended herself not too well. But this 
meant little enough, according to the manners of that day which used 
every pretext for dalliance. 

With increasing intimacy they called each other Henri and Melanie. 
Beyle asked her if he talked too much. “Let us choose a secret sign that 
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you are to make, when I bore you/’ he proposed. She said : "Oh yes, 
indeed / 5 with almost too much promptitude. It was agreed that it was 
to be the question: "Is there a ball tonight at the Opera ? 55 He pressed 
her to tell him if there was someone she loved; she replied, no, then, 
"Well, yes 55 — looking at him warmly — and noticing his excited ex- 
pression: “Ah, no , 55 again, modestly dropping her eyes. All this done 
with so much grace and charm, all the arts and the delicacies of a clever 
woman of Paris, such as one never met in the provinces. “Oh , 55 he 
cried to himself, "I begin to be accustomed to happiness . 55 He added: 
"I do believe that she loves me . 55 

But what of the vicious rumors concerning her character and con- 
dition? Could they be true? He rushed to see Martial Daru and asked 
him where he had learned such things, and if he was certain. His friend 
seemed puzzled and annoyed. No, he really knew nothing of the mat- 
ter, but had simply warned Henri that “she might possibly have the 


The scales fell from his eyes ; exalted by hope, he told himself that 
the pursuit of happiness was overtaking its goal. In his journal he noted 
the date — it was a Tuesday — and wrote, in his methodical way: “I 
will have her on Friday . 55 

But on his third visit, he found the same friends of the other day in 
her drawing room. Melanie, to his annoyance, spent much of the time 
in a corner of the room in whispered conference with Blanc de Vaulx, 
while Henri walked up and down discoursing before the rest of the 
company, one of whom, a journalist or writer of sorts, had questioned 
him upon Italy. He felt himself superbly dressed, and so thoroughly 
did he have his role in hand that he believed his ugliness “had never 
been more completely effaced by the expressiveness of his physiog- 
nomy . 55 Italy and the poetry of Alfieri, which he quoted copiously in 
Italian, was a subject upon which he could glitter. As he held his little 
audience, he watched Melanie and Blanc out of the corner of his eye, 
sometimes directing looks of contempt at the old man, sometimes pre- 
tending to give all his attention to another lady who had come in dur- 
ing his monologue. Observing Melanie covertly, he had the feeling that 
when Blanc said certain things to her which he could not overhear, 
"the whole expression of her mouth changed . . . grew coarser . 55 

At length Melanie came to him and whispered: “What right do you 
have tp hate Monsieur Blanc ? 55 

“Because I do not like his eyes , 55 he blurted. But recovering his com- 
posure, he moved off to flirt with the other lady, and set the other men 
laughing with his sallies. One of them, a man of letters evidently, began 
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to quote a passage from Racine depicting the solemnity of death. And 
Henri, who thought the hour had come to make his exit, exclaimed 
with a comic urgency: “Why, sir, you terrify me so greatly with your 
reflections upon death that I now take to my heels.” And with this he 
seized his hat, saluted everyone, and in a sort of breathless haste, 
rushed out of the house, banging his head against the door as he left. 

“A perfect firebrand!” he heard Melanie say, after she had closed the 
door. 

But he was certain that it was one of the finest days of his life, that he 
had exploited his talents for conversation and social diplomacy to the 
uttermost, and that Melanie was dazzled. 

“All the world's a stage,” Shakespeare had written, and he reflected 
to himself that he had played superbly upon that stage while improvis- 
ing the lines of his own play. He had been “at one and the same time, 
author and actor” — Moliere plus Talma! — thus enjoying the comedy of 
life at its very best terms. This reflection is as good a key as any to the 
narcissistic youth, forever playing out his imaginary dramas, not only 
speaking his lines but even serving as his own prompter. 

After waiting for three or four days, during which interval the effect 
of his brilliant performance in Melanie's salon was intended to sink 
home, he called on her again at an hour when she was usually alone. 
Under his arm was a copy of Othello, the reading of which would 
sweep aside her last defenses. 

The maid came to the door to tell him that her mistress had just gone 
out. Two hours later he knocked at her door again. Again the maid told 
him with a knowing look that Mile. Louason was out. The next day, 
and the third day, there was the same closed door. 

Suddenly he felt all his finespun plots for gulling this woman, all 
his rakish schemes, fall to the ground. Plainly she had ordered her door 
closed to him. Had he offended her? He reviewed all his recent be- 
havior, thpugh his brain whirled. Everything now led him to believe 
that his stratagems had been inept, that he was far less brilliant than 
he had supposed. When he had glared at M. Blanc, and revealed his 
•suspicions, her eyes had seemed to say calmly: “It is not what you sup- 
pose.” And earlier his manifest irritation when she had looked at those 
two hats in the shop window? Ah, those two hats! If only he had had 
-the few louis to buy them for her and be done with it! Alas, how in- 
experienced he was, and how dearly this cost him! For now he con- 
fessed: I desire only the happiness which I may enjoy through the 
Jove of Melanie. All else means little to me.” 
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For a whole day he walked the streets of Paris, driven by a truly 
Shakesperean passion, now cursing and raging at himself, now melt- 
ing with the tenderest longing for Melanie, while looking for her every- 
where. That night, at the Theatre Fran^ais, he finally caught a glimpse 
of her as she was being handed to her seat in the parterre by two cava- 
liers unknown to him. She saluted him with what seemed but “cold 
formality/' Passing through the crowded foyer at the end of the per- 
formance, she bade him good night with a coolness of manner show- 
ing, as he could only conclude, “that she wished to break off relations 
with me/' 

That night, and the two following, he did not sleep. “I lived through 
more in one day than in two months," he noted, and like a brave 
scientist, added that his “only compensation had been the chance to 
observe his own feelings." On two of these nights he stayed with his 
devoted friend and literary collaborator, Louis Crozet, in fear of be- 
ing alone, in fear that he might end his life. To Crozet he explained 
only that he was “in disgrace" with the person he loved most in the 
world; and his friend was so touched that he loaned him eighty francs, 
and took him driving. Later Crozet declared to his “too sensitive" 
friend that on observing Beyle's storms of passion he had been cured of 
the desire for a similar experience. 

But on the morning of the third day, when he expected to see her at 
Dugazon's again, he was able to rally his spirits — a striking sign of his 
moral courage at an hour when he was truly haggard with despair. 

It was as if he were drunk or giddy: he pretended to be The gay 
dog, kissing her warmly, in greeting, as if nothing had happened — -for 
the other pupils and the master had not yet come in — and invited her 
to go driving with him that afternoon. Later, in the carriage, he asked 
for an explanation, and she said she had had no idea of severing their 
friendship. 

“But that greeting, so cold and polite?" 

“How do you expect me to greet you— before all those people?" 
And besides, she had been made weary by her companions. It was he 
who had seemed cold when she tried to catch his eye at the theater. 

An immense weight dropped from his shoulders, and he felt as if a 
reprieve from a death sentence had been granted him. Melanie was 
simply more worldly, more unfathomable in her moods, than he had 
fancied, and he a fool. “I have always felt more than I perceived he 
would say. A mere shadow, a half-open door,. always suggested some 
enemy lurking, and he would make as if to draw a sword and attack 
at once, like the immortal knight of Cervantes having at windmills. 
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"You have much wit, you can go far," Melanie told him. "You have 
a great deal of fire and a great soul. But," she continued gently, "you 
must use more finesse in your raillery. You are sometimes too cutting/' 

He was delighted and exclaimed to himself, "Ah, she wishes to 
educate me, to lead me by the hand!" Touched by her greatness of 
soul, he promised to improve himself under her guidance. "I would 
rather please you than all others," he murmured, thinking of her at 
night. "Tell me what I should be, and I will be that." 

That Melanie was truly a good soul, and of gentler breeding than 
he had realized, was shown by her growing attachment for the youth 
who was but a poor student, usually with only one good suit to his 
name, and often in debt. His gifts to her were the walks they took in 
the Tuileries Gardens together, and his talk about the plays he would 
write, in which she would appear in the principal part, his Mile. Clai- 
ron, his Mile. Mars! 

Still he could not entirely forego his little tricks: he would pose as 
the knowing young rake. One day they were walking together in the 
Tuileries, Beyle clad in his best velveteen jacket and she, leaning af- 
fectionately upon his arm, in a long white dress, with a charming 
bonnet, garnished with roses, and tied with a pink ribbon under her 
chin, making quite a picture. It was at this moment that Victorine 
Mounier, who had never answered his burning letters of love, rode 
by in an open carriage. Surprised, and also pleased, he gave her a stiff 
bow. Who was she, Melanie asked curiously? That fashionable young 
lady was one of his recent "conquests," he boasted. Later, he won-, 
dered how this brazen falsehood had escaped him, as he painstakingly 
recorded it in his journal. "A pleasurable wave of vanity" had over- 
whelmed him — because Victorine had seen him with his blond actress. 

But Melanie told him that he was a young dog. When he vaunted 
also his affair with an older woman and her daughter, she exclaimed, 
"What libertines you men are!" And he replied: "You do me too great 
honor!" 

"If women were not coquettes, then men would make them so," 
she said. 

"If men were not coxcombs, then women would make them so," he 
said. 

But Melanie protested at the "irreverent and heartless tone of your 
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/oung men of fashion" — pointing to the example of the fop. Martial 
Daru — and he respectfully agreed, changing his tone. 

He was so grateful only to be with her that his advances became 
more guarded and subtle. Instead of speaking of his adoration di- 
rectly and boringly, he tried to seize opportune moments, as one day 
when she read to him in her charming voice. "Even if . one were not 
infatuated with you, one would become so on hearing you read." 
This was better than a bald compliment; and she plainly liked it. 

C T read her soul like a book, eveiy day I read it better," he thought 
now. 

From the moment when he had suffered the fear of losing her she 
occupied all his thoughts, and by the power of self-delusion that in- 
fatuation brings, he ascribed to her every beauty, every grace, while 
ignoring her flat bosom, her frequent weariness of spirits, the trace of 
disappointment at the corners of her mouth. 

Their tete-a-tetes, their evenings alone together, as they grew more 
intimate, were entrancing to him, banishing all care, all dullness. One 
night, returning from the theater, she made him a little midnight sup- 
per of fried potatoes and wine, which they consumed peacefully to- 
gether, holding hands before the fireplace in the little salon. All his days 
Henri remembered the blissful serenity of "that evening of pommes 
f rites!” 

On occasion he even came into her boudoir while she was chang- 
ing, or dressing her blond hair, and he would gaze at her as she sat 
smiling dreamily into the mirror, half disrobed. He would pretend not 
to be looking at her, while timidly paying court. 

But still he hesitated; something held him back. "I should have 
seized the chance when she seemed most melting," he would say to 
himself repeatedly. CC I am too chaste with her on those occasions. 
Always the Saint-Preux. . . ." 

It must be explained that early in their friendship, she had told him 
with Infinite tact and modesty, without even saying it in so many 
words, that she was devoting all her energies to her stage debut, and 
did not wish to have a lover at this period for fear of becoming en- 
ceinte. 

For her sake he vowed even chastity, temporarily resisting all op- 
portunities. There was, for example, Mme. Mortier at Dugazon's, who 
seemed to throw herself at his head. Henri could tell her all sorts of 
polissoneries, and she would only laugh the more. In return she told 
him the story of how her innocence had been ravished. He put her 
down in his lists as a strumpet: "I could have had her a thousand 
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times, but 'pon my honor, it is impossible.” It was the time of his 
maximum passion for Melanie. 

His impatience mounted steadily. He must somehow come to con- 
clusions with her. “Be strong — the hell with everything — and go 
straight ahead,” he counseled himself. Yet he recognized that “it is she 
who must help me to win her, or some favoring opportunity.” 

One day he came in and found her dressing, her hair in paper curls. 
She seemed melancholy, wearing almost a pout of disappointment. Her 
funds, she told him, were running low, they were half gone, and she 
had decided that she dared no longer wait 4 in Paris in the hope of win- 
ning a minor role at the Comedie Fran^aise. She was about to take an 
engagement at Marseille that offered her a leading part, although the 
thought of leaving Paris and her friends for an indefinite period brought 
her to the point of tears. 

He had been telling himself of late that he must be bold, at all 
costs. Now an inspiration came to him: a journey to Marseille with 
her would fit in with his business projects! His friend Mante had al- 
ready left for Marseille and established himself in trade there. Why 
could he not go there if he wished? 

And so he told Melanie that he could not bear life if she departed 
from Paris. He was resolved to throw up his preparations for a career 
of letters, abandon his brilliant social life in the capital, and follow 
her to Marseille, there to accept some humble place in trade, but at 
least to remain at her side. 

At these words Melanie burst into tears, his journal for April 8, 
1 805, relates : 

She turned her face away from me, toward the window, to conceal her tears, 
and wept for joy, wept at my kindness. Then she asked me to fetch her handker- 
chief. . . . She wept a long time. 

For she had not dreamed that Henri would be so good to her. Later 
he wished -that he could have found “sublime words,” like Rousseau 
before his beloved countess, for such a moment, in which they fell 
into each other's arms and wept together. 

He promised further that, if her plans for the theater failed, he 
would “go and live with her in .the country, in whatever corner of 
France she chose”; he would live with her and her daughter, and 
would be father and mentor to her little daughter. They laid plans to- 
gether and then wept and kissed each other again, until Henri went 
home as if walking on air. 

That night, however, seated at his writing table, he recorded every ^ 
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thing with his customary honesty toward himself. On the one hand 
he congratulated himself upon the lucky turn of fortune that had won 
the promise of Melanie’s heart. But, on the other hand, he noted coldly, 
how deceitful he had been: 

I did not tell her that it was my plan, all along, to go to Marseille, but rather 
that if she went there, I would follow her and sacrifice Paris for her sake. 


6 

At dawn of the 8th of May 1 805, in that month which the French 
still called by the lovely name of "Floreal,” the two lovers proceeded 
with their baggage to the long, echoing court of the Messagerie, at the 
Rue Montmartre, whence the heavy stagecoaches departed for all the 
towns of France. The coachmen roared out the names of their desti- 
nations, orange girls and flower girls called out their wares, passen- 
gers disputed with one another as they crowded into the dark coaches, 
laden with bread, cheeses, tobacco, umbrellas that nearly put out your 
eyes, and cotton bonnets to wear on their heads against the dust of 
the road. Arm in arm, Henri and Melanie, elegant as ever in her long 
robe, long gloves, and pink-ribboned bonnet, pushed through the 
crowd and clambered into the big coach that smelled of harness and 
horses. Soon they were off, jolting along on the road running south- 
ward to Lyons. 

In the week before they had left, Henri Beyle’s emotional tempera- 
ture had risen to fever pitch. The journals, so rare a document of a 
singular man’s inner life as they have been, now become a prolonged 
internal monologue by the Observer of the Human Heart, poised be- 
fore the adventure he had longed for, yet attempting to anticipate 
everything, planning night and day. Among the most commonplace 
facts of his daily life, the bill for his laundry, the food he has eaten, 
the obscene jests of his companions at dinner, the girls he has pinched 
during the day, all methodically written down, there are also the ine- 
briate calculations of his future profits in trade.- 24,000 francs invested 
in cloth to be exported to India, adding up to the miraculous total 
of 180,000 francs in so many years, finally to 300,000 and more! 

He marks down the grand strategy of the approaching campaign. 
"To write the plan of conduct and say that to nobody . . .” he notes 
in his private English. "And to follow it from point to point to Mar- 
seille, carefully establishing the ideal goal that I desire to attain.” And 

112 



MELANIE: OR THE SEARCH FOR LOVE 

what a plan, what a goal! To leave Paris all populated with com- 
plaisant wenches, and fly four hundred miles to Marseille for the sake 
of a Melanie Guilbert. He was all rapture and all calculation. It came 
to him even then that his “habitual state of reflection was not in ac- 
cord with that of action”; that even in a love affair he saw the end 
before the beginning. Yet this was his way, and made the commonest 
events of his existence indelible moments of pain or pleasure that less 
conscious beings might never know. 

They would be voyaging three days together on the road to Lyons, 
where it was agreed that he would leave her temporarily to connect 
with the diligence for Grenoble — to replenish his funds — while she 
continued to Marseille and awaited him there. His concluding thought 
was: 

7/ 7 have not Melanie [on] the way, 7 shall ever he unhappy with her . But in 
the contrary case, 7 shall he the happiest of men to Marseille . 

When they parted at Lyons, on the 11th of May, Melanie was 
tired, pale, indisposed; her mouth drawn in that expression of disap- 
pointment already habitual with her, though she was but twenty-five. 
She was harrowed by anxiety about her approaching stage debut at 
Marseille. Henri'too was despondent. 

Nor did the visit en route to his paternal city improve his humor. 

That he was sick to see his father, the sour-faced old lawyer, went 
without saying. His idea that he should draw part of his future in- 
heritance, a sum of thirty thousand francs — or even nine thousand 
francs, as later reduced — and invest it with his friend Mante in a 
wholesale-grocery establishment in Marseille caused his father to 
lift his eyes to heaven and groan. The giddy youth who had gone 
off to be an engineer, an officer, a playwright, now had the whim to be 
a grocer, to handle casks of wine and olive oil with his fine white 
hands ! He, a 1 Beyle of Grenoble, close to the nobility of the robe, to 
become an epicier — how vulgarly the word rings in French to the 
higher-bourgeois ear! 

The weeks passed, even two months, while Henri, scarcely con- 
cealing his bitterness at his father, waited to receive money and be on 
his way. Only his adoring sister Pauline grasped the magnitude of his 
banking plans, or knew of his prodigious “conquests” of women, past 
and future. 

Future? Even the possession of Melanie was still in doubt. That 
first journey together into the springtime of France, in Floreal, had 
been, in truth, but a tormenting fiasco. She had resisted his most press- 
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ing attentions, pleaded a “headache,” accused him of embarrassing her 
by his indiscretions before the other travelers, even used a separate 
room at the inns where they stopped. And she had wept as always. 
Doubtless the time, the tides, and the moon, the prosaic and humili- 
ating accidents of nature and woman, had conspired to postpone the 
long-sought “victory.” 

i\ T ow he was full of gloom and, as usual, of suspicion. Was she but 
a coquette without passion, who gulled him? Was she waiting for him 
impatiently in Marseille, as her letters insisted, or in the arms of an- 
other? 

A letter from her in June showed her full of anxiety as she re- 
hearsed for the premiere ; “she longed to be surrounded with affection 
during this time of trial,” and closed by begging him "to make a wish 
from afar for her success.” But the news that followed the opening 
night was dark, and gave him pause. Press and public were so cool as 
to appear almost hostile, though she continued to play. She now 
urged her Henri to hasten to join her in Marseille and even accused 
him of indifference or lightness, such as she had suffered at the hands 
of her two former lovers. 

His replies were full of reproaches, even of despairing accusations 
of unfaithfulness on her part. Jealousy, always strong within him, 
afflicts him now; and the letters that pass between them, full of mutual 
reproaches and laments, are scarcely those of happy lovers. 

But his good friend Fortune Mante, the philosopher-financier, who 
was always “calm, gracious and loyal,” intervened to write him: 
“Calm yourself, too happy fool. Melanie loves you and loves you 
dearly, I can assure you.” She spoke only of him, waited only for him. 

At long last, Henri won permission to establish himself in Mar- 
seille. It was arranged that he serve an apprenticeship in trade as a 
clerk to a respectable merchant named Meunier, recommended by 
Mante and well known to his own family. His remittance of 1 50 francs 
a month was to be raised to 300 for the time being. 

In the great heat of midsummer, on July 1 % 1805, he hurried to 
take the diligence that brought him to the Rhone River boat for Mar- 
seille, where he arrived only three days later; for, as he said, “love had 
given him wings.” 

Melanie was at the dock to meet him the afternoon he arrived, and 
that night he saw her play the leading lady in a comic opera, though 
he makes no comment in his journal upon her playing. His discreet 
friend Mante had seen to everything, even a room adjoining Melanie's 
in her small hotel, in the winding, shabby Rue Sainte, back of the 
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Grand Theatre, where she played. Enfin! During the morning hours of 
the following day, the young Beyle clasped the slender Melanie in his 
arms. His journal in his hermetic English bears only a bald notice of 
this consummation: 

July 26, 1805 : 7 see her in her chamber at eleven o’clock of the morning. 

In after years, turning over his papers, as a' man of age and wisdom, 
he used to remark that he had never been able to find words to de- 
scribe the supremely happy moments of his life, but could only write 
with exactitude of the disappointments he had suffered. For too often 
one fell into exaggerated and false phrases, such as litterateurs cur- 
rently abused, and instead of recapturing the "frenzy of happiness,” 
one killed its very memory by speaking of it. 

A sense of taste and good form enjoins him to be silent even in 
those intimate journals destined originally only for his own eyes. When, 
in old age, he attempts to write of such experiences in his memoirs, in 
J-lenri 'Brulara , ne finds himself checked, and interrupts his recital for- 
ever : 


Has the reader ever been madly in love? Has he ever had the good fortune 
to pass a night with that mistress whom he has loved most in his life? Upon my 
word, I cannot go on. 2 


■ Vru !" d ' Ch - XLVIr - In this closing passage he speaks actually of another episode. But 

in 1814 reading over the passage in his journal of 1805 concerning the reunion with Mflanie in 
Marseille, he adds a footnote: “These recollections are dull, because I did not describe the happi- 
ness of August, 1805 to February, 1806, for fear of spoiling it.” Journal, II, 365. Because he waged 
incessant war against^ “hypocrisy,” rhetorical or intellectual, Stendhal was to appear pre-eminently 
the writer s writer. His standards of “sincerity” demanded restraint in the expression of his strongest 
emotions. I do everything possible,” he wrote, “to keep cool, to impose silence upon my 
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Jhe End of Innocence 


H IS happiness overflowed as soon as he was reunited with Mela- 
nie; as he wrote his sister, he felt himself walking on air, like a 
disembodied spirit. Even a month later, in September, he speaks 
as if his very happiness frightens him. "I am tenderly loved by a woman 
with whom I am madly in love. She has a beautiful soul / 3 
They walked together by the sea — which he had never seen before 
— they walked by the sea at night, sat down arm in arm, listened to 
the waves, watched the sailing boats glide out of the bay, and saw the 
stars disappear behind the looming bulk of the Chateau d’lf on its 
islet of rock dominating the harbor. They went for picnics up in the 
hills, and Henri with delight watched Melanie bathing in the little 
brook named L/Huveaune, and remembered the moment in all its de- 
tail thirty years after. 

“She is a very beautiful woman, with a severely Grecian face , 33 he 
wrote in a letter to his sister, “with immense blue eyes, and a body 
full of grace, though somewhat thin . 33 

Like any married couple they lived at first a life of quiet domes- 
ticity. They would retire to their rooms, then at the sound of a discreet 
knock on her shutter, for which Henri listened, he would join her. 

They dreamed dreams together now. In a few years he hoped to be 
established as a rich banker in Paris. Then his sister Pauline might 
come and join them and “their 33 child. For, by one more of his little 
subterfuges, he permitted his sister, and through his sister, his grand- 
father, to assume that the little girl (who was boarded near Paris) was 
the child of his union with Melanie. Not only did he promise eternal 
devotion to Melanie, but her child was to be educated by himself; in 
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the event of his early death, his fortune was to be willed to Melanie 
and her daughter. 

Grandfather Gagnon himself, remembering his own gallant youth, 
was intrigued by reports of Henri's romance in Marseille, and wrote 
him sound advice about bringing up his daughter, “that poor child who 
had not asked to be born." Let her be reared, he said, as a simple 
working girl so that she might be spared the disappointment of learn- 
ing one day of her natural birth. 

As Melanie revealed herself to him, he was convinced that she was 
a most beautiful character. When she spoke to him in confidence of 
the two lovers who had preceded him, and her sufferings at their 
hands, he was ready to believe that she was more sinned against than 
sinning. Her frail health also troubled him, as he wrote to Pauline, 
October 9, 1805, and he begged his sister to write a friendly letter to 
his mistress : 

What a woman! She did exactly what you wanted to do; she left her parents 

like , though not for a major love. At that moment society ceased to protect 

her; she found herself in conflict with the most degraded souls; day by day they 
tried to ruin her character. She had an old coquette for her mother, and her 
father a selfish debauchee. . . . Imagine the suffering of her tender soul which 
could weep all day at an unkind word. . . . Then, after struggling for five or 
six years against her evil destiny, she went into the theater. 

Pauline, the little bluestocking who still shared all Henri's outspoken 
beliefs, wrote Melanie a charming letter full of grace and warmth, at 
which both she and Henri were moved to tears. Pauline too made a 
will in favor of his ‘"daughter"! 

He had come to the colorful, bustling port of Marseille to study com- 
merce now and become a banker instead of a general. Despite the re- 
newal of war on the continent after 1803, Napoleon gave the most 
vigorous encouragement to industry; iron foundries, cloth mills, and 
banks, driven by the new steam power, multiplied and flourished. Had 
not the neighbors of the Beyles, the Periers of Grenoble, become one 
of the foremost banking families of France? Indeed the Periers even 
financed the house of Meunier at the Vieux Port of Adarseille, where 
Henri Beyle was now employed as a clerk. 

Was it a dishonor to be a merchant's clerk? In Marseille, he re- 
ported, “everybody was a clerk, everybody was in trade." He kept 
books, carried on correspondence, or weighed and measured stores 
of soap, hemp, and liquor at the docks. It was dull work; yet he cheer- 
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fully bore the discipline of his employer, ff a pious hypocrite” who 
helped him to understand his father better. Inwardly he groaned as 
each morning began, but told himself that commerce cf is useful be- 
cause it forces me to suffer for eight hours the stupidities of men.” 

In the evening he dined out with Melanie, his friend Mante, Mante's 
mistress, and assorted notables of the Marseille theatrical and com- 
mercial world. These were amusingly gross people with whom he 
played cards or went to balls or the theater. Presumably they lived but 
to eat and fornicate. Beyle followed his old habit of writing pen por- 
traits of them in his journal, especially of one who impressed him as 
inordinately vulgar and crooked, a stout man who prospered by steal- 
ing the food of the prisoners in the town jail. 

Against some of the Marseillais, Beyle was sometimes compelled to 
defend his Melanie almost by main force. An aged officer, who made 
proposals to her, he prepared to challenge to a duel, which v^as fortu- 
nately averted. The presence of a discreet elderly protector in the 
background, the prefect of police, who had an important voice in the 
affairs of the old opera house and was said to have won Melanie her 
contract, also caused some rumor-mongering, and aroused Beyle's in- 
tense jealousy. 

Three months or so after their union, the lovers suddenly had an 
unhappy scene, Henri in a rage, Melanie weeping and confining her- 
self to her room all day. When in Paris he had been suspicious that 
Melanie was contaminated, or gave herself to every man who ap- 
proached her; now a morbid jealousy preyed upon him quite tragically. 

After their quarrels came reconciliations, and renewals of tender- 
ness and volupte . But by February and March 1806 their affairs were 
going badly. 

The tightening blockade of the French ports by the British fleet 
after Nelson's victory at Trafalgar in October 1805 brought a stagna- 
tion of export trade that no one seemed to have foreseen. Meunieris 
business as a commissionaire was closed down by March 1, 1806, like 
many others, and Henri was out of work. The slump in trade also 
brought misfortune to Melanie's theatrical company in the shape of 
dwindling audiences. 

She had made no strong impression upon Marseille by her interpre- 
tations of Racine and Voltaire. Though Mile. Louason was credited 
with good diction, her spirit of restraint earned her the disapproval of 
the local public, which craved fire and brimstone in the theater. At 
the end of February, the Grand Theatre closed down for want of popu- 
lar support. It was a calamity that Melanie had feared since the be- 
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ginning of the year, when she first spoke of returning to Paris and seek- 
ing another engagement. Full of anxiety as she was, fearing for her 
health and the future of her child, she wept and complained more than 
ever, and her lover too grew darkly despondent. 

Melanie, as he described her in his letters to his sister, had been 
“wounded by life/' Parents, lovers, career had failed her and she by 
now had reason to doubt the constancy of Beyle. Her habitual anxiety, 
her expression of melancholy, which at first had seemed to him her 
greatest charm, making her a tragic heroine pursued by fate, ended by 
wearying him, for his was a lusty temperament that fed upon laugh- 
ter as well as tears. “If only she would not tyrannize over me and com- 
plain always," he said to himself. Where were those “transports" of 
emotion that made life worth living? He had sought “grand passions," 
but found instead vexation and boredom. 

When he tried to interest her in the books he was reading, he felt 
her indifferent to them now. One day in the spring of 1806, he was 
able to write in his journal: “I begin to find Melanie stupid." How 
changed was his state of mind from that of a year ago when he had 
wandered the streets of Paris in love with love! 

In reality their situation had become untenable with the collapse of 
Melanie's hopes in the theater — from which she had counted on 6,500 
francs per annum — and also of Henri's vague banking plans. They 
had set off from Paris full of wonderful anticipations. But now Melanie 
scarcely had funds to permit her to return to Paris and wait for new 
openings, and he could help her but little. He was never ungenerous 
with his money; what small sums he received he turned over to Mela- 
nie. But his father always delayed things tormentingly. In his wretched- 
ness of soul, disappointed in her, disillusioned in himself, he now 
wrote to an old school friend named Plana, asking him to send some 
poison. His friend, however, only replied with strong words advising 
him to calm down, and he heeded them. 

Poor Melanie! Though she had seen much of the baseness of men, 
she had once more shown herself too trusting or too optimistic and lit- 
erally thrown herself away for a bonnet — exactly what the cynical old 
Dugazon had counseled her not to do. When she declared that she 
would leave Marseille for Paris at the end of March, he told her that 
he had decided to stay on, endure her departure, and await events. 
For his own future plans already excluded her. 

What could he do? Follow her about from town to town, wherever 
she found an engagement, living in an unnatural idleness — for she 
offered, on at least one occasion, to share whatever she had with him 
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— -while waiting for his own fortunes to improve? Yet of the plays he 
thought to write, he noted: "I strain myself all day to do two lines." 
No, life with Melanie could not further his own ends ; she was like an 
* c ivy" attached to the weak tree that he was, and "'needed an oak." 
Besides he was once more occupied with such worldly ambitions as he 
had formerly scorned. He was "tired of love/' he wrote to his friend 
Crozet. In his heart Melanie's greatest rival now was ambition. "I 
ought to have been the happiest man in the world through love/' he 
wrote as early as January 7, 1806. "It seems utterly extinct, and little 
by little I feel myself possessed by ambition, frantic and even furious. 
It shames me to think of it." His years were passing; he was at the age 
of a man and yet had advanced himself toward no object. This at a 
time when, after the epoch-making victory of Austerlitz, Napoleon 
poured the looted treasure of half of Europe into France, and when 
Beyle's young contemporaries, one after another, partook of the ban- 
quets of glory and loot and power that now regaled imperial Paris. 
His cousin Pierre Daru, now Count Daru, had become chief commis- 
sary or quartermaster general of the whole Grand Army that had just 
crushed Austria and would tomorrow Invade Prussia. To the favorites 
of the Emperor or his powerful lieutenants whole conquered prov- 
inces were thrown to be ruled and to be enjoyed. Would there not be 
prizes for him, too? 

On March 7, 1806, Beyle's friend Felix Faure (the future peer of 
France) wrote him: 

And you, my dear Henry [sic], do you stay on at Marseille, ever faithful to 
your bank? Have you no desire to return to the capital, and seek your fortune 
there again? The whole complexion of things is greatly changed; everything is 
accomplished through favor. . . . Your relatives, the Darus, seem destined to 
go to the highest stations. Are you not tempted to attach yourself to their 
fortunes ? 1 

A little earlier he had, according to his own counsel, chosen his part. 
In the classic way of so many other young bourgeois he had concluded 
that the little woman was a burden which he had best abandon. As 
he watched her sad preparations to leave without him, he detected in 
himself emotions "of the profoundest disappointment, without despair, 
and dejection or disgust, without a trace of energy." 

He accompanied her to the diligence on March 1, 1806, and won- 
dered if he felt only "friendship" for her. The moment of departure, 
it was true, plunged him into a somber distress. There was a last de- 

J P. Arbalet: Stendhal dpicier, p. 220. 
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spondent talk of meeting soon in Paris. But, he writes, “immediately 
after her departure, I felt joy in my liberty. Some weeks later, a little 
regret. . . . Scce homo!” 

Thus disentangled, he thought he must turn again to the systematic 
cultivation of his mind, his character, his “genius." Instead, in his 
distress of soul, he plunged into a round of dissipation, gambling, 
wenching, even heavy drinking of rum and punch, not common with 
him, in the company of his rather crapulous Marseillais friends and 
their fleshly women. A few nights after Melanie had left, he slept with 
one woman, the vulgar consort of a local tradesman. Then, on the next 
night but one, with her maid, named Rosa — in the shadowed doorway 
of a house on some narrow, ill-lit street of Marseille — he made, as 
Shakespeare would say, “the beast with two backs." But one could 
take neither ease nor joy in these sudden, stealthy orgies, from which 
he would return, as he himself acknowledged, sick to his stomach with 
disgust. 


2 

In 'his commonplace book, called Vensees, there occurs at this time 
the citation from Voltaire's Oreste.- 

My innocence, at length, begins to weigh upon me. 

Henri Beyle's age of innocence may be said to have ended at approxi- 
mately the time of his rupture with Melanie Guilbert. Not because of 
the. evil that Melanie wrought — she was a good enough soul, though 
a little battered by life. It was because of the weakness or evil, so to 
speak, which he discovered in himself. Later he would boldly investi- 
gate to learn if he was truly evil or not. But at the time when he lin- 
gered on in Marseille for three months, melancholy, disillusioned, in- 
dolent, his mind, as honest and alert as ever, took careful inventory of 
the wreck ‘of his self-esteem, and of the collapse of ever so many castles 
in Spain. 

He had held the Socratic axiom that “virtue is knowledge." He had 
told himself that to experience great passion, to know a great love, 
was more important than money and rank; hence to live with a pretty 
actress was an end-object outweighing promotion of the military or 
social-kind. Yet now he knew that he had driven Melanie away, that 
he had -found her a tiresome burden. When she wrote appealing to 
him to hasten to join her in Paris, he, who butted every night with , the 
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commonest wenches of Marseille, wrote her letters accusing her of 
unfaithfulness to him. It was a sort of recipe against self-condemna- 
tion. 

“Ah, my friend/' she replied, “you know that my heart is too full 
of you ever to belong to another, but I have reasons to have my doubts 
on your account!" But he replied only after six weeks, in an evasive, 
and, as he himself admitted, unfeeling manner. His promises to help 
her and even her daughter were put out of mind utterly. His own 
friend Louis Crozet accused him of being cruel and faithless. 2 

A little over a year before, watching the coronation ceremonies in 
Paris, he had looked with disgust at the Emperor — “smiling only with 
his teeth like an actor" — as the new Caesar, and termed his accommo- 
dation with the Pope an “alliance of all the charlatans." He had felt 
a bad taste in his mouth, which he “rinsed out" by reading Alfierl, the 
revolutionary Italian dramatist. 

Now he sat writing letters to Count Daru (whom he heartily dis- 
liked) and his brother Martial, begging them to find him some place 
in the imperial service. If they would but try him he would be ready 
to work ten hours a day. When the Darus, who had been offended at 
his quitting the service and their protection without consulting them, 
were slow to reply, he wrote penitent letters to his father and grand- 
father, begging them to intercede for him before the almighty office- 
holders in Paris. , 

It was at this time, in 1806, that he decided to abandon one of his 
current, unfinished, projects : a satire of Napoleon. It would of course 
be a bar to the ambitions that now obsessed him and for whose sake 
he sometimes felt “equal to the greatest crimes and the greatest infa- 
mies." 

He was bidding adieu for the time being to the bard and the phi- 
losopher in him. For a long time he had been educating himself, in a 
singularly independent and irregular fashion, to be sure, yet with im- 
mense efforts at honest self-knowledge. The world was again filled 
with the alarums of war, the shrieks of the victims, and the ecstatic 
cries of the new conquerors. The escalator of the new social order was 
moving the old rulers downward while new groups and classes floated 
upward to the heights, among them many of Henri's bourgeois friends 
and relatives, the Faures, the Periers and the Darus, the real winners 
of the French Revolution. He pined to join their procession. 

Like others who had been precociously brilliant and self-willed in 
childhood, he had remained a child too long. All his Systems based on 

S P. Arbalet, Stendhal epicier, pp. 191-92. 
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books had been routed in the test of experience. Not that he would 
ever abandon Systems and Logic. But he must recast them to meet the 
exigencies of life itself. 

At last, he believed / he was “de-Rousseau-ized." The three months 
of dissipation and indolence in Marseille were also a season of intellec- 
tual crisis, with bouts of long reading and writing of some very fruit- 
ful notes and new maxims. He still read books, but now it was 
Machiavelli : 

April 1, 1806. I began to read Jhe Prince , a good remedy for that instable 
sensitivity which makes me like a woman, and is disguised only by my facility 
for reasoning. 

Machiavelli and the renewed reading of history were to be anti- 
dotes to that too innocent “enthusiasm" which so often had misled 
him, as well as aids to a future officeholder. At heart he disliked 
Machiavelli; but his intuition in associating the tactics of the Corsican 
military captain who triumphed over Europe with the ideas of the 
Florentine philosopher of power politics was sound. Machiavelli made 
wars of conquest appear virtuous. Perhaps, Henri reasoned now, the 
benefits of the French Revolution would be extended by France “to 
Naples, Germany, Spain, and Portugal, countries grotesquely ruled by 
superstition." And during the violent birth labors of the new order, 
Beyle willed to climb to the top, seeking power, wealth, happiness. 
“In truth, the only good is that which is successful," he wrote to Pau- 
line. “The true tdent is to succeed, though chance plays a large part 
in such affairs." 

He felt himself on the road to being cured of “certain presump- 
tions." He must think now about “harshness and realities." An admix- 
ture of cynicism altered his moral ideas, though It would be incorrect 
to assume that he was ever wholeheartedly a “Machiavellian" ' or a 
cynic in the conduct of his life. In the end he would show himself too 
intelligent to embrace individual cynicism, which even the ancient 
Epicurus did not believe in, any more than the modem Nietzsche, but 
remained rather a Stoic, in the Greek way, and a humanist. 

He wrote in his journal: *• 

A man must heal himself of enthusiasm for the happiness that he lacks. 

He even hardened himself against disillusionment: 

I have noticed that all men believe themselves more or less unfortunate . 
Yesterday three persons told me they were the “unhappiest beings in the world,” 
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. . . The average man must learn to bear six or seven disappointments every 
day. 

One mast choose his work in accordance with his “ruling passion” (after 
having carefully determined what that is) and avoid changing occupations. 

Beyle's own ruling passion was now ambition. To further it he had 
some sardonic reflections upon how to use his fellow men: 

When 1 meet a man, ask myself what he w T ants of me, not “what do I feel 
about him?” 

At the end of May/ three months after Melanie's departure, the 
prodigal son returned with chastened spirits to Grenoble, where he 
experienced a partial reconciliation with his father. But Cherubin 
Beyle was as chary as ever about giving him money, except in small 
doses, though he promised to devote larger sums to furthering the 
practical career of his son in the public service. Henri's visit to Greno- 
ble was merely a halt for provisions, while en route to Paris. The way 
to his return there was paved by a letter of June 1, 1806, to the 
younger of the Darus, now an intendant general. It was a letter writ- 
ten in the tone of the most exquisite friendship: 

You know, my dear cousin, that I would prefer a thousand times to sit copy- 
ing newspapers in your office rather than enjoy some position at 6,000 francs 
a year that was a hundred leagues removed from you. But do not think it is 
Paris I long for; it is the life of the Casa d'Adda (in Milan) , the kindnesses with 
which you overwhelmed me, and the hope of being able to acquire a few of 
those qualities which make you loved by all who surround you. 

Careers might be open to talent in the age of Napoleonic bureauc- 
racy, but it was nevertheless true (as Felix Faure had written) that 
"everything Is accomplished through favor." It was even more true, as 
Beyle would later say again and again, that cf in France one. can reach 
everything by pleasing women." Martial Darn, of course, led to his 
brother, the Count Daru. But the handsome Countess Daru was even 
more potent. 
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Ambition and the Countess 


He sinned against the principles of Beylism. 

— Stendhal. 

H OW different was his state only a year after he had quit Mar- 
seille and Melanie, how much higher stood his own self- 
esteem! Yesterday he had but one pair of boots and an ill- 
fitting frock coat which he declares “tore my soul/" Today he wore 
the blue and gold-braided uniform of a commissary of war of the 
Grand Army, and was installed in a palace as intendant of Brunswick, 
the veritable ruler over some 200,000 Germans. 

“Here I am a somebody ” he wrote his sister. The Germans bowed 
and scraped before him, addressing him as Monseigneur. Even French 
officers approached him as “Monsieur llntendant , and generals solicited 
his favor. “I write letters/" he adds, “lose my temper at my secretaries, 
go to formal dinners, ride horseback, and read Shakespeare/" 

Arriving in Paris in July 1 806, he had danced attendance upon the 
Darus — decked out in new clothes, changing his cravat and shirt every 
day, and playing at wearying games of cards, but convinced, as he 
said, that “upon these miseries everything depends/" Four years 
earlier, Pierre Daru had married an heiress, Alexandrine Nardot, a 
native of Nantes. Though her husband had spoken to Mme. Daru of 
his young cousin as a “wild fellow/" and she had heard much of his 
scrapes in Italy, she had received Beyle with great kindness. He in 
turn paid marked attention to the buxom young matron, whose warm 
beauty David has caught in one of his best portraits. She had thick 
chestnut hair, large, even brown eyes, a plump round face, with a pert 
nose, a charming mouth, but a stubborn chin. 

He had seen' Melanie again in Paris, visiting her discreetly every 
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two weeks. But at length they had quarreled bitterly and she had gone 
off to Naples with a company that was to play at the court of King 
Joseph Bonaparte. 

Henri's eyes, however, hung upon the vivacious Countess Daru. 
Earlier she had written in reply to an appeal by letter that the count 
could do nothing for him. But now she found him a man of wit, whose 
sallies sometimes brought a gleam of approval even to the eyes of her 
dour husband, and his luck turned. On October 16, 1806, two days 
after the Battle of Jena, that brought overwhelming defeat to the King- 
dom of Prussia, Beyle left for Germany with Martial Daru, whom he 
served as a deputy commissary of war. 

Across the flat heaths and sandy plains of northern Germany, a sub- 
ject land filled with confusion and despair, he rode in the rear of the 
Grand Army, until, by stages, he reached Berlin, where, on October 
27, he witnessed the triumphal parade of Napoleon and his troops. 
How submissive the Germans were! Cf They could have killed him from 
any window/ 5 he remarked, watching them stand in sullen crowds but 
two yards from the Emperor on his white horse. 

With the younger Daru, he was assigned to serve at Brunswick, 
where his cousin acted as intendant, supervising the finances of the 
little state and levying tribute upon it for the Empire. When Martial 
was called to other duties, Beyle himself in 1808 succeeded to his 
place. 

Each day he rose early, was shaved by his German barber, then 
plunged into administrative labors that occupied him for some six 
hours until three o'clock. He carried on a large correspondence with 
the Quartermaster Department of the army, oversaw the accounts of 
the duchy, heard petitioners, answered complaints, aided in the dis- 
patch of supply convoys passing through Brunswick. Then, his work 
done — for he moved quickly and performed the labors of two men — 
he would take tea, or sit reading in the handsome English gardens 
that had been planned for the Duchess of Brunswick. 

In his leisure time Henri Beyle observed and cultivated the Germans 
among whom he was installed as one of the smaller satraps or assist- 
ant satraps of the Napoleonic regime. By disposition he was an 
eighteenth-century cosmopolitan, holding that the differences' between 
races derived from the material conditions of geography, climate, and 
historical customs. The machinery of empire, extending its rule 
through blood and iron, brought both political subjection and social 
and legal reorganization to a Germany which, long divided into scores 
of principalities, seemed to Beyle to have slumbered in feudal dark- 
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ness. The Germany of ancient Gothic towns and villages, so little 
changed, with their crooked streets, and old wood-and-plaster houses 
with high, pointed roofs, the servants and peasants still wearing ancient 
costumes and livery, all this was a full century away from Paris, so 
greatly transformed by the Revolution. Napoleon overturned their 
kingdoms and principalities, moved duchies such as Brunswick, where 
Beyle served, into new kingdoms such as Westphalia, spread civil 
rights and his modernized code of law — yet inspired an intense na- 
tionalism, like that of unified France, hitherto almost unknown to the 
Germans. After the Battle of Jena, the Jugendbund, the new patriotic 
“league of virtue/' agitated the population, causing insurrections to 
flare up behind the “liberating” armies in twenty different towns. 
Popular insurrection, which had been the ally of the French revolu- 
tionists in earlier years, became their enemy in Germany. 

Beyle has described the causes of this awakening of insurrection. 
“I too had the sacred fire in those days,” he told his friend Prosper 
Merimee later. “They sent me to Brunswick to raise an extraordinary 
tribute of five million francs; and I was almost destroyed by the rising 
of the mob. . . . The Emperor asked who was the official who had 
done this — and said 'It is well done.' ” 

Merimee perhaps reported the affair incorrectly, and it was re- 
lated by Henri Beyle twenty years after the event. Actually it was his 
superior. Martial Daru, who, while heading the occupation forces at 
Brunswick, raised the levies, with considerable mildness and diplo- 
macy for which the Germans later praised him. 1 There was, however, 
a real uprising in Brunswick on September 4 and 5, 1808, in which 
Beyle was in danger, and behaved not only with a coolness of spirit 
that was one of his “ideological” rules, but also, as he writes in a let- 
ter dated September 12, 1808, with not a little gallantry. 

The disturbance started when a French officer issuing from the 
theater had a dispute with a German civilian, drew his sword and 
killed the man. An angry crowd pursued and beat the Frenchman, who- 
was narrowly rescued by French guards and removed to the town 
hospital, which came under siege. Going out that night, a night of bril- 
liant moonlight, Beyle saw the crowds and heard the people along the 
street cursing him as a Verfluchtete Jranzosen? soon blows rained 
from every side upon his embroidered hat. He was trying to reach the 
hospital at the end of the street. Suddenly a platoon at the other end* 
opened fire, and the unarmed civilians ran in panic or fell to the ground. 
By his side an old woman fell dying, “her hands crossed ove r her stom- 

1 Chuqaet, Stendhal-Tieyle, pp. 93-4. 


127 



STENDHAL 


ach and . . . pierced like Our Saviour's/' A beautiful young girl of 
eighteen sank at his feet trembling and weeping. Fearing that she had 
been shot, he felt for wounds, then lifted her up reverently and car- 
ried her to a protected doorway-thinking always of Sganarelle bear- 
ing away the swooning maiden, in Moliere's play, and kissing her as he 
goes. The girl came to, thanked him and, after making a profound 
reverence, flew off. Then Beyle, amid new fusillades, made his way to 
the fortified hospital, which was under his jurisdiction, and witnessed 
the prompt pacifying of the populace by means of reinforcements ar- 
riving on the scene. He tells the story lightly in the letter to his sister, 
without vaunting his part. Yet it is a characteristic episode in that he 
shows none of the hate and fear of most of Napoleon's soldiers, but 
rather a humane solicitude. 

Later at some battlefield in Austria, he stood brooding over the 
freshly fallen body of a handsome young enemy soldier, lying with his 
face toward the French lines. The German's expression seemed to him 
“dreamy” and tender. In his journal (in which, out of precaution, he 
now made but few entries) he wrote a compassionate tribute to this 
symbol of “German courage, faithfulness and goodness.” 

Truly the times did not favor cosmopolitanism. Yet Beyle, as always 
moving intellectually against the currents of his time, voyaging with 
open mind across all of Europe in the next seven years, from the 
English Channel to Moscow, was reinforced in his cosmopolitanism, 
and became one of the earlier breed of “good Europeans.” 

It would be incorrect to say that he liked Germany or the Germans. 
He made only a feeble effort, during two years at Brunswick, to study 
the language with a tutor, who coached him respectfully in the morning 
while he was being shaved. But his knowledge of German literature, 
then just closing a cycle of glory, remained superficial. He told himself 
he was done with things like Goethe's Sorrows of young Werlber as 
he was done with Rousseau. The plays of Schiller touched him only a 
little; the German romantic philosophers he broached, but soon threw 
aside as “barbarous.” In any case he detested metaphysics and spirit- 
ualism alike. 

But on hearing from Count Daru that Napoleon had recently given 
himself the benefit of an audience with Goethe — the one after which 
the Emperor said: “There is a man!” — Beyle was full of envy. Sov- 
ereigns, he reflected, and men in high office also, had obvious advan- 
vantages over other mortals in being able to “escape boredom by 
•communicating at will with great minds.” 

But leaving aside Goethe, Schiller, and Kant, the German people 
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lived in an abominably cold and wet climate; they ate heavy food, 
black bread, sausages, sauerkraut; they drank beer, schnapps, and an 
Incredible "champagne" made of white wine and gooseberry jelly! 
They slept in mountainous eiderdown feather beds that .suffocated 
Beyle, so that he preferred to roll up on the floor In his cloak. Climate 
and food therefore made them cold in manner and slow-witted, he 
thought. After one of his humorous sallies in a company of several 
educated Germans, Beyle noted: "It took a quarter of an hour for four 
of them to understand my little jokes, the kind you hear more of in one 
evening in Paris than in a whole month in Germany." 

Moreover, they were subservient by habit and tradition and bowed 
low before titles or uniforms. Beyle sent to his father in Grenoble for 
a seal having the Beyle family coat of arms, an affair of three silver 
stars and three silver roses set in a blue field. He now adopted the par- 
iicule and signed himself Henri de Beyle, declaring that "these follies 
are of great importance to the Germans." 

On the other hand, these industrious, conscientious Germans who 
seemed to him so heavy and graceless were an earnest and enthusiastic 
folk, free of most of the vanity that he considered the curse of the 
French. They were sincere, unashamed of their sentiments, full of 
honesty and kindness (then!) and loyalty — these qualities, he said, 
were "perfectly German" — and they maintained themselves thus, dif- 
ficult though it was, "even in dealing with the French." 

Some reflections upon Germany that he wrote ten years later (in 
De V amour) were based on his sojourn there from 1806 to 1810, and 
touch upon the metaphysical and religious side of this people : the Ger- 
mans were not a "reasoning" people, he maintains : 

The young Germans whom I met . . . are educated by a system that pre- 
tends to be philosophical, but which is really nothing but poetry badly written 
and most obscure, yet, from the moral point of view, approaching the highest 
and holiest sublimity. It seems to me they inherit from their middle ages . . . 
a strong disposition to enthusiasm and good faith. . . . 

Luther once made a powerful appeal to their moral sense, and the Germans 
fought each other for thirty years on end to obey their conscience. 

Sometimes he spoke of Germany as "the land of imagination and 
philosophy." But his most penetrating and still timely observation was : 

The difference between the Germans and all other peoples is that they become 
exalted through meditation instead of calming themselves . 2 

2 It is a truism among modem historians that French imperialism in 1806, conquering a divided 
Germany at Jena, awakened the slumbering beast of nationalism. Thenceforth the nation of “poets, 
thinkers, and musicians” was ready for a Bismarck and the mock-Napoleon, Hitler. 
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He made a friend of the learned, wealthy Baron von Strombeck, as- 
sessor of the Aulic court at nearby Wolfenbuttel, who often invited 
Beyle to his chateau and wrote of him as a young Frenchman of "scien- 
tific culture and the greatest vivacity and ingenuousness/' He also met 
the Von Billows and even the Wolfenbiittels, descendants of the ancient 
rulers of Brunswick. The Germans found him so sympathetic that on 
one or two occasions he was invited to late supper parties where no 
other Frenchman was permitted to appear. Thus he was able to observe 
the noble and wealthy class, and especially their women, whom he 
termed blond, v/ell formed, endowed with the fairest complexion in the 
world, but generally wanting in "temperament/' Whereas for French 
and Italian women life began usually after marriage, German girls, once 
married, subsided into virtuous dullness and simply bore children. In 
courting their ladies German lovers used no subtlety, no double-enten- 
dres, no "transports," but only hung about them like spaniels, gazing 
with lovesick eyes. 

For his own amusement Beyle one evening determined to make vio- 
lent love to one of those Brunswick beauties who looked to him like 
an Imitation Greek statue — "perhaps without a soul?" Deliberately, 
and in the presence of her dumb, devoted fiance, he assailed her with 
his attentions and compliments, until the German swain was reduced 
to despair. 

But soon he warmed to the chase; his eyes haunted the graceful 
figure of this young girl, Wilhelmina, or "Minna" von Griesheim, who 
was the daughter of a German general. She was coquettish, high- 
spirited, and plainly did have a soul, for, long afterward, he wrote in 
his memoirs of "the blond and charming Minna . . . that soul of the 
North, such as I had never seen in Italy or France." Minna played 
Haydn and Mozart for him, she danced with him, but made it clear 
that her hand was pledged to a young German who had the honorable 
intention of marrying her. 

And what were Monsieur de Beyle's intentions? 

"Will you receive me after you are married?" he would whisper to 
her. 

"Oh, that will not take place for a long time," she would reply 
brightly. 

Beyle exhausted himself in efforts and stratagems calculated to move 
her heart. He had a mania for holding hands, or even more, during car- 
riage rides. "What prudent subterfuges I resorted to in order to pinch 
the hips of Fraulein von . . . !" his journal records on July 4, 1807. He 
would ravish kisses from her stealthily when he met her alone on a 

130 



AMBITION AND THE COUNTESS 

stairway. Once he pretended to be dropping out of the race and tat- 
tooed the hips of another young woman, a Fraulein von Treuenfels. 
Yet nothing availed. 

He knew a few '"delicious moments" to be treasured in his memory, 
but admitted: "I do not know why she [Minna] makes me pay so 
dearly for anything she gives me." He thought that he inspired in her 
a touch of "amorous ecstasy," by his declarations that he loved her 
desperately, that he would stop at no sacrifice, no folly for her sake. 
Yet she was his match, German or not, and while permitting herself to 
be entertained, held him off skillfully. 

Describing the German way of love, ten years later (for this sub- 
ject was always one of overweening interest to him during all his con- 
tinental voyages) , he wrote of an affair between a "Captain Salviati" 
(really Beyle) and a German belle named Minna. The "Minna" he 
speaks of here might perhaps permit herself to be seduced, but once 
in love she was equal to a tragic fidelity ; instead of laughing over the 
misadventure as a French or Italian woman might, she would take it 
hard: 

On a journey to Brocken this truly beautiful young woman had leaned upon 
his shoulder while sleeping, or feigning to sleep; a sudden jolt threw her into 
his arms, he caressed her body, but she withdrew to the other side of the 
carriage. He reflected: she is not impregnable, but he believed that on the 
morrow she would kill herself for her fault. It is certain that he loved her 
passionately, that she loved him too, that they saw each other often, and she 
was without reproach; but the sun is very pale at [Brunswick], the province is 
minute. ... In their most passionate tete-a-tetes Kant and Klopstock were 
always present among the company . 3 

Minna, who became known in German annals for the beauty she 
preserved even in old age, as for the romantic attachments she inspired, 
forgot Beyle, and knew nothing of his later career. He set her down as 
one of the twelve women who had most fascinated him. But as the 
spring passed and summer approached in 1807 he was forced to admit 
that science had helped him little. "In all humility the adventure with 
Minna was a lost battle," he concluded somberly. "Must learn not to 
waste time." 

On hunting trips which he took with the Baron von Strombeck, he 
sometimes stopped at an inn in the country, and distracted himself by 
a casual debauch with some flaccid chambermaid. In the autumn of 
that same year, he also formed a discreet connection with a certain 

®De Vamour, Chapter LVIII. 


131 



STENDHAL 


Fraulein Knabelhaber in Brunswick, who was the kept mistress of a 
rich Hollander residing there. 

It was his maxim that we must seek new passions when the old ones 
could not be satisfied. 

“I have cured myself of my love for Minnette. I go every three or 
four days, for physical needs, to Karlotte Knabelhaber. ... I am very 
pleased with myself over this/' he notes, November 7, 1807. 

Yet Minna, or Minnette, was all to him. The very sky seen a year 
later at sunset after a storm over the Rhine valley reminded him of her 
smile, and he wrote: “Germany will always have the face of Minnette 
for me." 


2 

After the overthrow of Prussia, the later defeat of the Russian armies, 
and the peace of Tilsit, Napoleon must needs deal again with Austria. 
From Silesia and Poland to Spain and back to the Danube Valley, each 
victory was more costly, and each led the great military dictator to new 
wars. The obscure commissary of war was therefore pulled hither and 
yon by these sweeping movements. He made swift carriage journeys 
to the Ministry of War at Paris, or to Hanover and Berlin. On more 
than one of these he passed the little Prussian town at the Elbe that 
was the birthplace of Winckelmann, the great historian of art and 
antiquities in Italy. From its resonant German name he undoubtedly 
drew his so mystifying pen name: Stendhal. In December 1808 he quit 
Brunswick and went to Strasbourg, called there by the order of Count 
Pierre Daru, who assembled all twenty-eight commissaries of the 
Grand Army to organize the service of supply for the new campaign 
in Austria. 

Napoleon said of Daru : “He has iron in -him." He worked for the 
hardest taskmaster in the world, preparing medical, engineering, hos- 
pital, munitions, and food supplies to the last detail, often working 
fifteen hours a day, sometimes going entirely without sleep. Beyle, 
whom he liked to berate as a “harebrained fellow," had shown energy 
and intelligence in Brunswick, supervising the fiscal affairs of the little 
state all by himself during his second year there; and he was recom- 
mended for promotion by the stern Daru. Though destined to fight 
behind the lines, in the Danubian conflict of 1809, and therefore de- 
spised by the combat officers, Beyle was regarded by his superiors as a 
resourceful man who could “brazen" his way through almost any emer- 
gency. Work was piled on him : he must ride hurriedly here and there, 
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to wrest food and fodder from the infuriated peasants; he must impro- 
vise a hospital for this division, an artillery park for another division. 
Sometimes he went without sleep for three days on end, until finally 
he sank under a table on a heap of straw, at some village inn along the 
road, unconscious of the fact that an officer, covered with bloody 
wounds, lay dead beside him. 

Then Daru himself would come thundering up, wake him, and order 
him and his assistants off to the next town to commandeer new quarters 
and supplies for the moving mass of men. 

For his own part he always preferred peace to war. But since it was 
plain the war must continue, he reconciled himself to the excitement 
of constant change, the lure of new adventures and opportunities offer- 
ing themselves from day to day. War he saw in its appearance of in- 
finite, yet organized, confusion behind the lines of Napoleon's armies. 
But he saw it with a detached and considered spirit such as he used 
afterward to describe Waterloo with such original effect, though he 
was not even present on that historic occasion. 

From Ingolstadt, as they advanced toward the fields of Wagram, 
he wrote letters picturing the “queer disorder that war produces" 
in the shape of debris everywhere upon the site of yesterday's battle : 
shoes, helmets, clothing, straw, broken carts, wheels, and always pieces 
of paper scattered in all directions. There were soldiers who rode past 
him, singing on their way to battle; there were others who rode back, 
silent, wounded, solaced by priests. Curiously enough there were also 
wagons carrying strolling players who followed the army at their own 
risk, entertaining them when they bivouacked at night. 

On May 3, 1809, he writes from Weis, in Austria: 

I really felt the desire to vomit while riding through Ebersberg [the scene of 
a bloody clash] and seeing the wheels of my carriage cause the entrails of poor 
little chasseurs, half burnt, to fly up all around us. I began to talk to the other 
officers in order to distract myself from this horrible sight; as a consequence my 
comrades believe I have a heart of steel. 

He jested, he chattered as they rode through those burning villages, 
over bridges blocked by mounds of corpses, while the other officers 
turned pale and fell silent or crossed themselves. But despite his out- 
ward composure he begged his friend Faure to send him some book 
which would absorb his imagination, such as Chateaubriand's newly 
published £es Martyrs. 

As always he felt himself alone. “My fellow officers esteemed me 
but disliked me," he remarks. And he in turn detested the swaggering 
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swordsmen, the colonels of twenty-five or thirty, whose physical cour- 
age he held cheap, while he felt himself bored and victimized by their 
"childish” talk. "Posterity/ 5 he said, "will never know the follies these 
men committed when off the field of battle. 55 They were but "loud- 
mouthed 55 fighting men, he was convinced, who hated anyone who 
dared to think. "A wall of bronze raised itself between them and me. 55 
- But at last they entered Vienna, which to Beyle meant music, inward 
contentment, and well-being. He fell ill, as a result of exhaustion and 
exposure, and at Martial Daru 5 s invitation spent some days recuper- 
ating at the beautiful castle of Laxenburg in the suburbs. But he was 
able to return to Vienna to attend the solemn funeral services for Joseph 
Haydn, who, amid the disasters that had befallen his country, had 
lately given up the ghost. The tribute of Mozart in his famous 
"Requiem 55 opened to Beyle new resources of beauty, a rich consolation 
for present ills. 

Ancient Vienna contained all the amenities of civilization, and to 
Beyle looked almost as beautiful as Milan. The young officers of Napo- 
leon's army, after the horrors and sufferings they had endured, as 
earlier in Italy, took over the proverbially merry women of Vienna by 
right of conquest. In this the young Beyle was little different from the 
others. 

But the future philosopher-novelist pursued happiness with a more 
conscious and experimental craft than his contemporaries, compiling as 
he went the most candid, the most precisely documented of journals. 
Unfortunately the journal of his years in Germany was lost, and with it 
the full story of Minna von Griesheim. By the time he reached Vienna 
the pace of his life had grown so furious that his entries are made 
sometimes after lapses of six months. From passages in his letters and 
from brief allusions long afterward we learn that there was a certain 
"Babet/ 5 or "Babette, 55 who entered his life at this period and became 
the center of a raging drama of passion. 

Was it with Babette that he remained for a long time shut up in the 
empty rooms of a great castle? Or was this the experience of a comrade 
officer? Was it over Babette that he fought the second of his duels with 
a fellow officer, to which he also referred vaguely? He speaks of having 
committed the folly of sending a sumptuous gift of flowers openly to 
a woman he admired in the presence of her official lover, a colonel of 
artillery; hence the duel. In the same summer of 1809 there is mention 
of an illness, an illness that perhaps did him little honor. 

On August 6, 1809, he writes to his sister that a "horrible gloom 55 
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weighs him down. "The object of my passion is almost entirely lost 
without my having derived the slightest happiness. . . . Besides the mat- 
ter of a little sickness interposed to prevent me from profiting from her 
inclination/' He recovers and walks in the beautiful Prater; the operas 
of Cimarosa and Mozart's Don Qiovanni also serve as restoratives. 
Finally he vows that to "soothe himself" he will, in two weeks, "pursue 
another passion." Soon the second of the two objects of his heart pos- 
sesses him exclusively. This was a truly ambitious, a most daring enter- 
prise. 


Two years before, when Beyle was still stationed at Brunswick, the 
Countess Alexandrine Daru had arrived in the city and made a brief 
halt overnight while en route to Berlin, where she was to join her hus- 
band. How beautiful, how imposing, how French she had seemed, even 
in her traveling garments. To Beyle, grande dame that she v/as, and 
ornament of the hastily concocted court of Napoleon, she fairly glit- 
tered in the depths of melancholy Germany. And he who already owed 
so much to her favor looked up to her humbly, much as a courtier does 
to his queen. 

Fie had made every preparation for her comfort at the best quarters 
in the town. 

"Come, my dear Beyle, let us converse together," she had said, as if 
she thoroughly enjoyed talk with him. And he who feared that women 
did not always enjoy looking at him exerted himself all the more 
through the power of the word. Her manner was affectionate, almost 
bordering on tenderness. 

At dawn the next morning, like a gallant young commissary, he 
journeyed on horseback over thirty miles along her road to arrange for 
the protection of her convoy, the provisioning of her horses and guards, 
until the next fortified place was reached. On his way back he met her 
on the road and she descended from her carriage to take refreshments 
with him at a wayside tavern. 

She was most grateful to her cher cousin for his many attentions, 
and he was so happy that he could scarcely say a word to her. "Our 
eyes spoke," he thought. 

Perhaps, she suggested, as they parted, that he might come to Berlin 
and entertain her there too? But the count brusquely ruled that duty 
forbade such a mission for his subordinate. 

He had seen her once more the following year, during a journey to 
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Paris, when her husband was still abroad. He had come to her drawing 
room, dressed in the height of fashion, looking like one of the Incred- 
ibles. Had he not been told even in his childhood that one accom- 
plished everything through women? Napoleon had recently reorgan- 
ized his government under a Council of State, with numerous masters 
of request assisting the councilors and some three hundred auditors (or 
secretaries) attached to its ministries. Beyle was aflame to be appointed 
to an auditorship, which might open the way eventually to a ministry. 
Eight thousand francs a year! The thought of such promotion, he con- 
fessed, "left me without repose for three whole days and nights to- 
gether.” He might, one day, use his wits to "manage” the powerful 
Daru, perhaps even become the confidant of Bonaparte himself. 

On learning of his designs the countess assured him that she would 
plead his cause before her husband. But on the next visit there were 
many other elegant young men in her drawing room. She spoke to him 
briefly, and gave her attention to others whom he felt inferior to him- 
self in character and wit. Such were women of society, such were the 
humiliations of a courtier. 

But now, a year later, in September 1809, she appeared in Vienna 
and took Beyle for her cavalier. Count Daru toiled night and day with 
the Emperor over the details of the peace and his approaching mar- 
riage with the Archduchess Marie-Louise of Austria. Thus it was Beyle 
who rode everywhere with her to see monuments, churches, and castles 
in the beautiful wooded hills outside of Vienna. 

What a woman! How zestful, how brimming with energy. At the 
Leopoldsberg castle she insisted upon climbing all the long way up 
rickety old ladders to the topmost turret, while he panted after her, ex- 
claiming over her audacity, longing but not daring to dally with her. 
And once more her humor with him was affectionate. He had the air 
"of one who loves timidly without hope of reward”; she, of one "who 
wished to draw him into a closer circle of familiarity.” She inquired 
after his health, even teasing him about the belles of Brunswick. He 
strove to be all polish and courtliness; but also wished that he knew 
how to achieve that "tone of gallantry which permits one to say every- 
thing, since nothing has the air of being said seriously.” When they 
were alone together she melted a little more; when she descended from 
her carriage he held the lovely woman in his arms for an instant, and 
that, as he notes with a sigh in his journal, gave him "no little pleasure.” 
Often, he thought, their eyes spoke "as in novels.” 

Finally she approached the limit of confidence. She told him her 
story, which was the story of her marriage. Even at nineteen she had 
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grown tired of balls and parties and the frivolity and cynicism of young 
men. So that “when one man [Pierre Daru], was pointed out to her as 
having a certain age, indeed almost twice her own, she chose him/' 
She did this with the idea that marriages of inclination are unhappy. “I 
did not want to marry someone I loved/' 

In a mood of reverie and self-confession she also admitted that “she 
had never known love. . . . Perhaps happiness lay there. This notion 
was fortified by her curiosity/' And Beyle promised himself to stimulate 
this curiosity/ Alexandrine had borne her husband four children/ but 
up to now, he surmised, had known none of the pleasures of the soul, 
and only perhaps the pleasure of the senses. 

As she went on to speak of her passing youth — -though she was but 
twenty-seven — of her preoccupation with family and social duties, 
Beyle was beside himself with hope. To his mind, often so self-deluded, 
yet also so penetrating, her remarks revealed that she did not love her 
now middle-aged husband. And how could she love that oxlike man, 
who worked night and day and gave so little thought to the uxorious 
amenities and refinements that meant everything to Beyle? 

They were often alone together, and though she was guarded in tone 
she grew more tender than ever. He had many opportunities to “at- 
tack," but was, as ever, timid, ever “in love with love," fascinated by 
the process of the campaign itself, and all too much disposed, as he later 
realized, “to pause at each step and examine or enjoy his situation." 
To hand her her gloves, to have her return them to him to hold for an 
instant, to play with them, caress them as if they were her hands, then 
return them smilingly, and kiss the hand she finally offered as they 
parted — all this was heaven to him. 

It was noticed how he squired her about, while Count Darn was busy 
in the council room of the Emperor. Soon his fellow officers in Vienna 
credited him with occupying the status of the official lover of the 
Countess Daru, and in his fatuousness and vanity he thoroughly en- 
joyed the discreet compliments they paid him under this head. 

Was it a proper thing to do, to seek to steal the heart of his chiefs 


4 Tbese observations are set down in that strange fragment of analytical recollection entitled 
Consultation pour Banti , which lie dictated in utmost confidence to his friend Louis Crozet, in 
Paris, in 1811. It was a “scientific” and “ideological” record of his campaign for Alexandrine Daru 
(who is listed under many different disguises: the Countess Palfy, the Duchess B., Madame Z., in 
order to confuse any stranger finding his private papers). Melanges intimes, I, pp. 66-9, Divan 
edition. At this point Beyle also makes the further refiection: /outre avec plaisir d'dmc et plaisir des 
sens reunis t jusgu'ici elle na guere eu cjue le plaisir des sens. The rites of love must be performed, 
he suggests, “with pleasure of the soul and all the senses combined” and not merely “pleasure of the 
senses alone.” 
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wife? He felt a profound antipathy to Pierre Daru, always behaved 
with reserve toward him, feared the lash of his tongue, hated his 
maxims as he did his conventional literary tastes. And if he felt at- 
tracted to Alexandrine, beautiful, womanly, high-willed, "born to rule" 
— hence so appealing to his masochistic tastes — it was true also that 
he was consumed by "a frenzy of ambition." He must win the countess, 
gain her influence, become a member of the Council of State, wear a 
cross of honor, enjoy at least a baronetcy and a prefecture. To his 
father, whose fortunes had also improved, he wrote mentioning his 
hopes for advancement and demanding ever larger sums of money — as 
much as six thousand francs a year, to be raised by anticipating his 
entire inheritance — so that he might be enabled to live in a style fitting 
his ambitions. The erstwhile stern republican even besought his father 
to purchase a noble title for him. Before leaving for Paris, Alexandrine 
promised again that she would do her utmost to win him an appoint- 
ment as auditor. 

She left Vienna late in November 1809. As she stepped into her 
carriage she had tears in her eyes, which he fondly thought were for 
him. She bade him adieu as her "dear cousin" and kissed him before 
all the company. Though she wore a veil, he felt the kiss was given 
with all her heart. 

For two months longer he remained in Austria. His quartermaster 
duties took him for a brief, enchanting tour to the rich, vine-clad 
plains of Hungary, where he gathered grain for the occupying armies. 
But in February 1810 he was back in Paris at last, and flew to Alex- 
andrine's. Her gift to him, bestowed with shining eyes, was the news 
that his appointment as auditor was definitely promised in the high- 
est quarters. 


4 

"Nothing is lacking to me," he wrote his sister, shortly after being 
confirmed in his new office, August 1, 1810. As one of the three hun- 
dred auditors whom Napoleon had selected from lists of the most 
talented and deserving young men in France, he served the Council 
of State. He now entered that hierarchy of five or six hundred top 
officials through whom the Empire was ruled. This made him, as he 
assured his family, un grand personnage , and brought the comfortable 
salary of five thousand francs a year. It had been awarded him at the 
climax of a furious social campaign during which he saw to it that 
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good reports and praise of him came to the Count Daru from every 
side. But in addition to his secretarial post, he was given the office of 
adjoint , or assistant to the intendant general of the imperial house- 
hold (in effect, aide to the grand chamberlain) who was Count Pierre 
Daru. In November 1811, Daru rose even higher, to become Secretary 
of State. Beyle's second function brought him an added six thousand 
francs a year, and its duties were pleasant enough: the care of the 
furnishings, tapestries, and art objects in the Emperor's palaces; and 
under this head, the executions of the orders of the Empress Marie- 
Louise. He also sometimes assisted the grand master of ceremonies, 
the Marquis Louis-Philippe de Segur, that pompous aristocrat who 
went over to Napoleon. In a letter of 1810 he remarks: 

My office is in a superb suite in the Palace of the Invalides, overlooking its 
gardens and even the forest of Meudon to the east of Paris. The official duties 

of my post can be discharged in about ten hours a week. 

/ 

But as if all this were not enough, he now pestered his father to ad- 
vance him additional sums of money for living expenses. In confiden- 
tial letters to his sister he prompts her to play upon his father's pride, 
to paint a dazzling picture of the advantages of rank and power he 
may gain by further augmenting his social position: 

Speak to our father , so that he does not break my neck by covetousness. 
Rouse the vanity , the overruling passion of our Trench. . . . Speak to self-love 
and vanity. ... 7 understand very well that my conduct appears very singular 
eyed from the province , but speak . . . repeat my reasonings in twenty dif- 
ferent ways. . . . Rouse , rouse, rouse the vanity ! 

The reasoning was that he needed six or seven thousand more than 
he earned, so that after a year or two of his novitiate as auditor, he 
might become a mighty prefect at thirty thousand a year! 

At length, by signing a contract with his father for the partial en- 
tailment of his estate, Henri Beyle obtained the necessary sums, though 
the baronetcy waited. Promptly he established himself in a fashion- 
able apartment in the Rue Neuve du Luxembourg, and acquired a 
cabriolet, two horses, a coachman, and a manservant. He even in- 
stalled a cheerful little opera girl in his apartment, a Mile. Angelina 
Bereyter, who was to be his humble concubine. She sang for him from 
his favorite composers, Mozart and Cimarosa; she made him a fire, 
warmed his bed, and at midnight always had a cold supper of roast 
partridge and champagne ready for him when he returned from his 
social calls. What could be more perfect? 
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Report of Henri de Beyle's "magnificent career" and of his brilliant 
style of living spread as far as Grenoble. His very bourgeois brother- 
in-law, Francois Perier-Lagrange, who had lately married Pauline, 
rolled his eyes and lifted up his hands in dismay when on a visit to 
Paris he saw Henri's spanking horses and cabriolet, his engravings 
and rugs, his sumptuous breakfasts at the Cafe Hardy. Henri would 
change his orders repeatedly, roar at the waiters, send things back. 
"Quite a coxcomb," muttered one of the waiters in Perier's presence, 
and Henri, overhearing it, was highly pleased. 

Only a short time before, in the autumn of 1 808, when in Paris on 
a brief mission from the German front, he had pointed out to Felix 
Faure, as they strolled in the Tuileries Gardens, how markedly the 
tone and manners of the capital had changed from those of republican 
days, Paris was indeed the "new Babylon." With a knowing eye, 
Napoleon lavished titles and favors upon each brigadier general; he 
also established the Legion of Honor for the regiments of bureaucrats 
who labored for him. While the soldiers enriched themselves with the 
spoils of conquered lands, the bureaucrats at home plundered the pub- 
lic purse, as Beyle himself later describes the scene in the illuminating 
social notes of his unfinished biography of Napoleon. In a golden 
horde they thronged to the banquets of the newly made marshals, 
dukes, and ministers, the peasants of yesterday, lording it in their 
big mansions. They came also to the balls at the Emperor's palace of 
St. Cloud, peacocks in gold-braided uniforms and tight-fitting 
breeches, wearing all their cordons and crosses, while their ladies ap- 
peared by their side in a grande decollete which passed all previous 
bounds. 

Beyle, with his sharp eye and his mania for observation, attended 
many of these "brilliant soirees/' including mask balls at which the 
Princesses Caroline Murat and Pauline Borghese danced in the scant 
costumes of savages, with handsome generals clad lightly as Greek 
gods or Roman slaves. He watched Prince Metternich paying violent 
court to the Queen of Sicily, or the snobbish old Marquis de Segur, 
his chief at the Council of State, attempting vainly to do his part as 
grand master of ceremonies and elevate the lax tone of the imperial 
court. Affected in speech and crushing in manner, this aristocrat, who 
had been ambassador to the court of Catherine of Russia, impressed 
him as a "Lilliputian" in the uniform of a minister. "Was this empty 
and trivial man, with his mind c a labyrinth of pettiness,' the great diplo- 
mat, the famous historian of Frederick II?" he asked himself. His note- 
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books of this period were filled with mocking sketches of the charac- 
ters he saw, studies that he hoped someday to complete. 

He himself came splendidly accoutered to these functions; he had 
a bright eye, a good leg, and also wore the extremely snug breeches 
that were in vogue in a period marked by the nineteenth century's 
last flare-up of color and suggestiveness in male costume. One of his 
notes concerning a court lady with whom he danced reads: “M y 
white breeches have great effect upon Mme. Boucher. . . ." Other 
more or less noble ladies, though in their middle age, often regarded 
him with the beady eye of the nymphomaniac. Still others, noting the 
sprightliness of his talk, boldly invited him to call upon them. “With 
your talents," said one of these, “I will teach you to advance your 
career. Alone, you will fall and break your neck." She had beautiful 
arms, but was nearly sixty. Was it of her that Beyle told the story of 
a woman of the court who in old age accepted as her lover a hideously 
ugly man? When her friends protested and asked her why she gave 
such a man her favor, she replied: “Yes, but I have taken him for his 
mind!” 5 

The cosmopolitan Baron von Strombeck, his hospitable friend of 
Brunswick days, arriving in Paris in 1811, gives objective evidence, in 
a letter home, of the high influence at the court already enjoyed by 
Beyle, when still in his twenties : 

My friend Henri de Beyle [sic] Inspector General of the Crown Palaces and 
auditor to the Grand Council, received me as I would have hoped, and presented 
me to his friends and relatives, notably Pierre Daru, member of the Grand 
Council, who exercises an immense influence. It was my friend Beyle who in- 
sisted also on having me presented to the Emperor, assuring me, and he was quite 
right, that I would enjoy the remembrance of having seen Napoleon all my 
days . 6 

Few men loved society more than Henri Beyle. At this period he 
had open to him the salon of the Countess Daru, his good genius. He 
was likewise an habitue of another equally fashionable salon, that of 
the Countess Beugnot, wife of the Minister of Finance, an accom- 
plished matron of middle age, who possessed learning and wit and 
happened to have as her official lover a merry friend of Beyle's named 
Pepin de Bellisle. 

In these days he read few books and wrote little even in his diaries. 
“I have no ideas any more," he said to himself. His plan to become a 

G Souvenirs d’egotlsme, p. 143. This brief fragment, written in 1831, has numerous notes on the 
Empire period, which Beyle intended to expand in Ills Napoleon. 

G C. Simon: Souvenirs de Strombeck et de Spacb sur Stendhal, p. 6. 
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“bard” was indefinitely suspended. At times he might reproach him- 
self for passing his days and his evenings “with the poor rich, gath- 
ered together without loving each other and without gaiety or wit.” 
Yet the next evening he would bubble with joy at being invited to the 
salon of Mme. Sophie Gay or at meeting beautiful women like JVlme. 
Recamier, or Mme. Tallien, widow of the great Revolutionary leader, 
who had figured in the colorful memoirs of Marmontel. 

He became worldlier and more libertine, spoke of his own talent 
for affairs, pushed for an official career for which he felt himself more 
and more suited. Yet he felt always the need, not of some common 
woman to entertain him, but of “a mistress whom he could love.” 
And why not the most brilliant, the most remarkable of women? With 
longing e} r es he looked always at his countess, asking himself : “Does 
she love me?” 

One day in the spring of 1810, walking 'with the Count Daru and 
the countess in the park at Longchamps, he remarks: . . In the 

middle of the walk a glance of love.” And this even though her hus- 
band walked by her side. Her tone also, as he confides to his journal, 
now’- has “no trace of superiority, but is that used by persons who 
begin to love each other.” 

Throughout 1810 the affair drifted along while Beyle warily watched 
for the opportunity to bring his siege to a victorious conclusion. On 
several occasions he was invited to visit Mme. Daru at her country 
villa of Becheville near Meulan. Usually the host himself was away, 
but there was other company, including two lady companions and 
two other young men who were, like Beyle, nominally “pretenders” 
or aspirants to the countess's affections. Playing uncle to her four 
children, reading them nursery tales or telling them hilarious stories 
of his own invention, he would send them into gales of laughter, which 
pleased her. When in the morning she put on a new white dress — a 
fresh and beautiful thing, “which perfectly delineated her form, and 
was so short it revealed her feet!” — he was sure it was for his sake. 
She wore a bouquet of roses, and he would finger it ecstatically, until 
she gave him a quick reproving tap on the hand. 

One warm night in June 1810, they all went in a party to visit the 
site of Rousseau's last retreat at Ermenonville. There was much pleas- 
antry after dinner at the inn where they put up, when Mme. Daru, 
reclining luxuriously on a sofa — with Beyle beside her, holding her 
hand, covertly caressing her leg — teased him pitilessly over his pre- 
tended passion for a Mme. Genet who was one of those present. Beyle, 
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who was in rare form that night, went up to Mme. Genet and gave a 
wild and lifelike imitation of an old and too familiar lover, which kept 
the party in high spirits. “The tone of our little circle was very gay, in 
fact perfect, and verged on carefree voluptuousness/' Bidding him good 
night as if she were highly pleased with him, the countess gave him a 
“good and suffientemente saporito kiss/' which set him dreaming of 
love and the blue islands in the Lake Maggiore. He was sure he might 
have “had" her that night if he had but been more “enterprising," and 
if the other two ladies were not there. 

At dinner one evening someone was describing how attractive was 
the new lover of a lady well known to those present, and Alexandrine 
Daru interrupted breathlessly to a,sk: “Is he young? Is he amiable? Is 
he witty?" And Beyle flattered himself that she had him in mind, for 
did not her most persistent admirer have exactly these three traits? 

When he saw her in company she was approachable, and led him 
on before the others as if it were a game. But the next time he saw her 
alone she would be silent, constrained, even cool in tone. Walking with 
her in her garden, he paused at one point, took his cane and traced 
the letter “A" in the gravel path. She merely laughed dryly and walked 
on. 

At this juncture he recalled the advice of worldlier men than he, 
and determined to try tin petit froid, or a little coquettish coolness, 
himself. He affected indifference to her, arrived late for dinner, and 
bore her reproaches calmly. The plump little cbanteuse , Angelina 
Bereyter, who waited for him at his house each night in the winter of 
1811, helped him to maintain his composure before the' countess. 

Had she heard of his mistress? In Paris everyone gossiped infer- 
nally. There was even talk now of having Henri marry an heiress, 
Jenny Leschenault, with a fortune of 800,000 francs. It was his friend 
Felix Faure who had lately brought forward this proposal; and his 
family warmly seconded it. But the idea of binding himself in marriage 
filled him with horror. “’She is a nullity,’’ he wrote his sister in English. 
“7he heart is for nothing in this affair.” His heart pined for Alexan- 
drine, who showed but mounting reserve and coldness toward him in 
the spring of 181 1, a year and six months after the pursuit had begun. 

Angelina Bereyter, to be sure, was all tenderness; but in her 
arms every night he soon wearied of the pleasure she gave, and re- 
marked that he was often “compelled to think of another. . . 

One spring morning in 1811 he lay abed late, after Angelina had 
left him, brooding. It was the morning when the long-awaited birth of 
Napoleon's heir, the King of Rome, was announced and church bells 
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tolled solemnly all over the city, a sound that always induced reverie 
and melancholy in him. 

What was he becoming, he asked himself? He had “leaped into the 
midst of the great rout” that danced to the tune played by one im- 
perious man in the glittering capital of pleasure that was Paris. His 
democratic beliefs were submerged. He was growing stout, surfeited, 
and often asked himself if “physical contentment alone did not now 
deaden a great deal of his imagination?” Of his opera girl he wrote: 
“'One hundred and twenty nights without love !” Perhaps his youth 
was passing early, a consequence of too prolonged pursuit of physical 
pleasure. Where were the great moments he had counted upon? “Is it 
then utterly impossible for me to fall in love again? So young, must 
I renounce the heart?” 

The skirmishing with Alexandrine must give way to more decisive 
measures. On one recent occasion he had even felt that she looked at 
him mockingly, as if aware of his constraint and embarrassment be- 
fore her. 

“ Virtue is ridicul . . he had written at that time in his queer 
code. . . She thinks me restrained by somewhat . . . but I must 
have her understand that it is not out of respect for her but solely out 
of the fear di non esser corrisposto (That is, of not being loved in 
return.) For how large a role was given to pride in this most danger- 
ous game he was playing. She was the wife of one of Napoleon's most 
powerful lieutenants; he must have her. She was pious, the dutiful 
mother of five children (by 1811), with a reputation singularly un- 
blemished; he must have her. He urged himself to be bolder; yet the 
fear that a final crushing rebuff might send all his dreams and hopes 
of advantage tumbling about his head held him back. 


5 

Analysis and, above all, logic were everything to Beyle even in 
love, as his friend Prosper Merimee later pointed out. “By dissection 
one spoils the most beautiful woman,” he himself had written on June 
7, 1810, in his journal, yet he must dissect. 

Tormented by doubt, he finally went to his old friend Louis Crozet 
one day in April 1811 and opened Ais heart to him. He described his 
uncertainties and self-questionings and asked his friend to advise him 
as to what course it was best to follow, what tactics he must use. 

Like Beyle, Crozet was an impassioned ideologue and dialectician, 
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and devoted to what they both called the new principles of “Beylism." 
Both of them agreed, therefore, that in the interests of scientific truth 
and right judgment, they should hold a consultation , a conference or 
inquest, over the whole question, examining all its pros and cons, all 
possible alternatives, and all the evidence concerning the persons in- 
volved. In a spirit of complete detachment, they would search for the 
correct solution of the problem. Net for a moment did they consider, 
for instance, the feelings or rights of the husband in the case, who 
had done so much to befriend Beyle. Beylism took no account of hus- 
bands. 

Crozet asked questions; Beyle made answer, and both were writ- 
ten down by Crozet, who, entering fully into the spirit of the thing, 
acted as judge and attorney at once. The proces verbal or proceedings 
that compose the Consultation en faveur de la D uchesse de B. pour 
B anti, done in Crozet's hand, remained hidden among Beyle's post- 
humous papers until they were unearthed and published almost a cen- 
tury later. What seemed at first a most puzzling piece of legal fiction 
was finally understood as giving light upon the workings of Beyle's 
mind and his relations with the Countess Daru, nowhere else so satis- 
factorily explained. It is by all odds one of the most curious docu- 
ments in all the history or literature of love. 

Beyle (Banti) testifies for and against himself; he makes full con- 
fession of his feelings and motives. And whatever decision they may 
arrive at, he is determined to abide by it and follow the course indi- 
cated . 7 

The “judge" (Crozet) proceeds to question the man who, as a pre- 
caution, is named in the document, “Banti." Methodically, the in- * 
quest is divided into various heads such as : 

Should Banti have the Duchess or not? 

“Banti," in reply, reports all details of the family background, educa- 
tion, and interests of “Madame de B." She is described as being 
wearied by the pleasures of wealth, social position, and court life, 
which she has enjoyed since the age of nineteen, when she was maf- 
ried. She longs for new and real sensations to occupy her mind and 
heart; her whole appearance, her vivacity, her embonpoint, all sug- 

7 Like many of his posthumous and private papers, this was in no sense intended for publication, 
but exemplified his principle that we could best study ourselves by examining the intimate record 
of our lives as moving from point to point in time. The journals and the Consultation pour Banti 
were written therefore only for his own future guidance. Cf. Melanges intimes I, 49-96, Divan ed. 
(First published by C. Striyenski, in Soirees du Stendhal Club, Paris 1904.) 
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gest a warm or passionate nature. She has been reared in the most 
pious manner, by a cold and narrow-minded mother, for a life of re- 
sponsibility and virtue, but much , is lacking to her. Her husband, 
“Burrhus,” a man of great power, is overburdened by work, avoids 
society, provides her with little entertainment, perhaps gives her little 
pleasure. With age he has grown sluggish and dull-witted, thereby 
opening opportunities for “Banti.” The proces verbal runs: 

Crozet: What is her idea of Banti? What would she think 
of him for having shown ingratitude toward the “duke”? 

Beyle: She thinks of Banti as a man who has experienced and 
inspired the most violent sentiments, and whom no feeling of fear 
or duty can withhold from seeking the satisfaction of his passions. 

Crozet: W r ould she hold Banti for a long time? 

Beyle: Too long; under existing conditions of society he is the 
only lover she can take. He has reached this advantageous posi- 
tion by family relationship and four years 1 effort. 

Crozet: Would she be jealous? 

Beyle: One would think yes. She would be aware that he has 
had many women, and recall her age and children. 

Crozet: Would she feel remorse? 

Beyle: It is probable that she would feel a sense of guilt for 
having yielded to him; and would reproach herself if he deceived 
her or left her later. 

Crozet: What of her husband? Her influence over him? 

Beyle: He has simple bourgeois tastes. He is afraid that his 
wife may be unfaithful to him, and that this may become known 
in Paris. But as he is warned that a young wife must have some 
distractions — lest she form • "dangerous habits” — he appears rec- 
onciled to having her entertained by young admirers such as his 
cousin. ... It is not the horns of the cuckold he fears so much 
as scandal. 

* 

Thus, solemnly, the conclusion is reached that: "a lover is neces- 
sary to her happiness/' 

But the next question earnestly propounded by Crozet is.* (tr Wbai 
are the advantages for him in seducing JAme. de B. ?” 

The answer as given by the methodical Beyle, point by point, here 
summarized, is: (1) he would be "following out the inclinations of his 
character"; he would terminate the ceremonial form of their relation- 
ship, and end his own constraint or repression; (2) he would "win 
great social advantages"; (3), he would pursue further his study of 
the human passions upon a higher plane; (4) he would satisfy "honor” 
and pride, for "it would be fearful for him to see another person take 
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the place which he had not the force to win. ... If he does not have 
Mme. de B. he will reproach himself all his life/' 

A footnote appended to this document in Beyle's hand concludes 
with the decision: 

The best counsel : 

Attack! 

Attack! ' 

Attack ! s 

Here we have the young Beyle, all “sensitivity" and yet all savant 
passion for formulation and analysis. As with Banti, so it lies in his 
character “to see always in imagination the end of a love affair even 
before its consummation." Few men ever lived who brought so vast 
and comprehensive a strategy to the lists of love. But with so much 
foreseen or elaborately prepared for, the occasion for surprise was 
diminished, the dangers of anticlimax augmented. 


6 

In the last week of May he journeyed to the chateau of the Darus, 
where he had been invited once more to spend a week. His spirit was 
reflective, watchful, ready to seize upon any opening, but determined 
not to “force events." He found the countess, her aged mother, and a 
companion and confidante, Mme. Dubignon, on hand as usual when 
he came. 

The decisive scenes that followed, Beyle, always addicted to the 
terms of military science, defined in his journal as “The Battle of 
Becheville." He had two nights of insomnia, most uncommon for him. 
On the second night he paced up and down- in the park of the cha- 
teau, watching the moon set behind tragic clouds. He told himself: 

The army I command is filled with terror and considers the undertaking 
beyond its force. This is what I told myself, with bitter rage, at a quarter past 
eleven on May 30, walking alone in the garden, after everyone had gone to 
sleep. Thick clouds passed over the face of the moon, and I considered their 
movement and thought of the charming mythology of Ossian to distract my 
mind from the discontent I felt. 

At the thought that his suit might be rejected, he was ready to blow 
out his brains. Yet he rallied his spirits and put up a brave front. It 

This footnote to B anti was actually written eight years later, in 1819, on the occasion of an- 
other great amorous enterprise, but there is little doubt that it was the consensus of the “court” 
in the case of 1811 also. 
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came to him that the best plan would be to make his declaration in 
a manner that avoided the overly serious or tragic. By using humor or 
a casual tone in speaking of his passion, he would run less risk of in- 
curring Alexandrine's ill will. 

Walking up and down with her in the garden after breakfast, the 
next morning he began to speak in a rather sprightly way of the ques- 
tion of his proposed marriage with the heiress Mile. Leschenault 
(whom he had not even met). It was as if he merely sought her coun- 
sel as a wise friend. Alexandrine then gave him a charming little ser- 
mon on the obligations of a husband who has entered upon the wedded 
state. But as they returned to the house, she seemed strangely moved, 
lowering her head so that he could not see her eyes under her large 
straw bonnet. The children pounced upon him for stories; but as he 
played with them, he watched her sitting in a corner, her face turned 
to the window. She seemed pale, her eyelids were lowered as if with 
the effort to hold back tears. ‘1 believed to see in those tears an evident 
proof of her love for me,” he wrote that night in his journal. 

But a little later, while talking with her companion, Mme. Dufaignon, 
he received quite a shock. He had alluded, at one moment, to his own 
“spirit of enterprise/' and this woman who seldom smiled had sud- 
denly burst out laughing at him; then, as suddenly, tried to look serious 
again. At once he suspected that they had already exchanged confi- 
dences about his want of enterprise. He grew sad and thoughtful, and 
inwardly vowed that he must overcome his own “bashfulness" at all 
costs — he used the English word, which appealed to him as most fit- 
ting to his case. 

The next day Alexandrine looked pale and weary. In the salon she 
took up her harp and played and sang a sad air: “It Is Too Late. . . A 
The expression with which she sang moved him. While singing, she 
looked at him fixedly. “The last couplet almost caused me to avert my 
gaze, so striking was its application to our case." It was a new turn of 
the knife in the wound, and he felt he must declare himself, come what 
might. 

That second morning, for the clay of “combat," he had put on his 
best striped trousers, on which she complimented him. They walked 
together in the English garden, while the companion, the grandmother, 
who was also present, and the children accompanied them at a dis- 
tance of some fifty feet to the rear. As they paced back and forth, 
Beyle told himself under his breath that when they reached a certain 
point, which he considered “B," at the opposite end from “A," he must 
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speak out or kill himself. With a great effort he said : “I may seem like 
a fool, but in truth I am not happy during this visit at Becheville." She, 
pretending to believe that this was owing to his new matrimonial prob- 
lems, began to speak of them: “Some marry for love, some for ambh 
tion. . . . Do you really know this young woman?" But he, vehe- 
mently interrupting her, exclaimed that he thought nothing of the 
heiress, but only of his passion for Alexandrine, for whose sake he 
would abandon any marriage. 

“You feel only friendship for me, while I love you madly," he 
blurted out. 

Thus the battle was engaged: he seized her hand and even tried 
clumsily to kiss it. She replied that he must not think of such things, 
but must look on her only as his affectionate cousin and friend. He 
then declared that he had loved her for eighteen months, had striven 
to conceal it when they were in Paris, and even tried not to see her, 
but could bear it no longer. Her evident trouble, her emotion increased. 
Almost in tears, she said that she was already an old woman, with 
numerous children, and that she must never think of such things. 
“Alas," she exclaimed, -“young men make sucli declarations to ladies 
only in order to go about boasting among themselves that they had 
done so." Vehemently he denied any such dishonorable intention, but 
she repeated that she abhorred scandal and gossip and up to now had 
kept herself “intact." And he, as she implied silently, had the reputa- 
tion^ a rake. 

The other two ladies and the children now rejoined them; and Alex- 
andrine, avoiding his gaze, took her two children by the arm, almost 
leaning upon them, as if she felt weak. In silence they returned to the 
house. Watching her, he felt as if “she surrounded herself with her 
children like a rampart"' — and there were already five ! 

After the “Battle of Becheville," though he continued to hope that 
he might still wrest something from defeat, their friendship under- 
went a dying fall. Alexandrine was the victim of a stupid and religious 
education, he thought; he should have given her long ago the right 
books to read; should have striven to improve her mind in the desired 
sense. Yet she was intelligent and discerning enough; she read his 
wayward character, his dubious motives only too well. When, a few^ 
days later, in Paris, he seized a favoring moment to whisper to her 
again: “I love you," she said almost without hesitating and with a 
searching look: “It is not 7 love you, but 7 love,” 

The last hour at Becheville had been sad. He had called for his car- 
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riage, then felt a longing to stay on. But at the appointed hour a servant 
came to announce : “The horses are harnessed." And Beyle sprang up 
with a laugh: ""Everything's done!" He explained in the privacy of his 
journal: T felt the need to laugh, because I felt such a strong desire to 
weep." Accepting a cousinly kiss at parting, he rushed away on the 
road to Paris at high speed. 

The formidable Pierre Daru, for all his long absences from home or 
late hours, had ended by becoming suspicious of his young cousin. 
Sometimes at table in Paris his impassive gaze was fixed heavily upon 
him whom he thought but a young fool and rakehell, and he remarked, 
one day: ""One must admit there are some people who have a great 
deal of cheek." 

Was this for the benefit of Henri? Napoleon's powerful Secretary 
of State could certainly have broken young Beyle's career with a word. 
But he was a man of character who, it was said, did not fear to speak 
his mind plainly even to the victor of Austerlitz. He showed no overt 
fear or jealousy of Henri, but invitations to dinner were spaced at 
longer intervals. When the young auditor asked permission for a leave 
of two months, ostensibly to visit his family at Grenoble, but, as Daru 
knew, really, in order to make a journey to Italy, the leave was quickly 
promised him for August 1811. 

Had not Alexandrine told him that her husband, though he worked 
night and day, took time to read all the letters that came to her; that 
he watched over everything lest she make some ""compromising 
step"? And Beyle had written all sorts of follies, he realized, such as 
the following piece of rhetorical gush : 

In your presence I suffer the most strangely mixed feelings: sometimes the 
keenest pleasure, at others, hatred of myself, revulsion at the absurd role I 
play in your life, and my inability even to be away from you for long intervals. 
. . . Alone with you, I lose all my self-possession and am able to say nothing, 
whilst you refuse me everything, even your hand. . . . 

It was like Rousseau at his worst, or like the Sorrows of young Wer- 
ther , in his own cool judgment several years later. He added as a foot- 
note to the whole affair.* “Jhis fellow [meaning himself] should be 
thrown out of the window A 

Even his marriage project had fallen to the level of comedy. When 
he yrote a letter finally to Mile. Leschenault, it was, by some misun- 
derstanding, her mother, a middle-aged widow, who replied, think- 
ing the offer was for her, and politely declining! 

While he continued to whisper his undying devotion to Alexandrine, 
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he also took the most brazen liberties with the more frivolous young 
ladies he met at her house. ""Novelty may be a great recourse/' he re- 
flected; ""I must give myself to it." 

The stimulation of the moment came from a young girl of sixteen, 
a niece of Pierre Daru's, with whom he carried on the most lecherous 
dalliance under the eyes of Alexandrine Daru and of her mother as 
well. The girl seemed fascinated and followed him about, but he him- 
self grew disgusted at such* ""microscopic adventures." He notes also: 
ff She has neither wit nor teats, two great wants/' 

That summer of 1811, he suffered with the sense of the “emptiness 
of ambition." “There is no object that holds me captive," he confesses. 
Was ambition and success nothing but this? Life in Paris was merely 
a round of vanity. Had not even his passion for his ""Countess Palfy" 
been tainted with thoughts of career and social ambition? Some months 
before the time of his departure for Italy, he had seen Martial Daru 
again in Paris. This handsome and amiable young man of thirty-three 
was now a baron, enjoying, since marriage, some eighty thousand francs 
a year, as well as the highest office that so shallow a person might win. 
Yet he seemed ""the unhappiest of men," Beyle notes in English, for hav- 
ing been so foolish as to stake his life “ in the ambition — advice to you , 
young auditeur." 

• He lived now only in anticipation of his return to Italy, the mirage 
of his youth. Wiser and better armed for this second pilgrimage, he 
would know how to approach the well-being and liberty he had seen 
there. For this tour he laid serious plans to study Italian art and antiq- 
uities; perhaps even to write a book upon this subject, which engrossed 
him more and more as a result of his experience with the art treasures 
of the imperial household. 

Before departing at the end of August, he had a last melancholy tete- 
a-tete with Alexandrine. She seemed in a more melting mood, for it was 
his last day in town, and urged him to postpone his journey a little in 
order to come to the country again and enjoy the festival of the wine 
harvest at Becheville. His face clouded over at this, despite the warmth 
of her invitation. 

Rather theatrically he replied that ""the voyage to Italy was as a dag- 
ger in his heart." But she said: ""It is easy for you to remove this dagger 
by giving up the Italian journey." Whereupon Beyle, attempting for one 
more time — as they had been doing lately — to turn the knife in her 
side, answered: ‘It is the fear that J may not be permitted to leave that 
fills me with chagrin." 

That remark, he felt, scanning her expression, went all the way home. 
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But it was high time to end the contest of vanity that too often passed 
for love, he believed, in polite company in France. The real position of 
Henri and the countess is plainly revealed in the fragment or draft of 
a letter included in that part of his journal for 1811 that is so volumi- 
nously devoted to the "Countess Palfy.” it reads: 

I must absolutely make this journey. 1 love you passionately; and you do not 
want to love me. Besides, your husband gives me black looks, as I noticed last 
Sunday. I may not be able to see you so often in the future, which would give 
me the greatest sorrow. Perhaps my absence will help to arrange things, and 
upon my return he will be willing to see me again. 9 

‘This passage from the Journal (Vol. IV, p. 138) touching on his visit to Alexandrine on August 
29, 1811, is preceded, however, by a statement that is plainly intended to throw intruding readers 
off the track: “And from the [Countess Palfy’s] house I went to see Mme. de C. to whom I said 
the following words. . . There was no “Mine, de C.” and her name is invoked as usual merely 
to hide the real person’s identity. Stendhal vras much afraid of the secret police of Napoleon, 
who, under the orders of the redoubtable Foucfce, heard all, saw all, knew all. The consensus 
of modern researchers, based on the far more complete journals published by Stendhal’s modern 
editor, Henri Martineau, is that the passage above explains the disappointing outcome of Stendhal’s 
suit. This disposes of M. Chuquet’s charge, made thirty years earlier, that Stendhal was a 
“treacherous ingrate” and seduced his benefactor’s wife, though he certainly intended that. There 
are also many other private allusions to his “defeat” by Mme. Daru, in his private papers, which 
tend to remove all doubt as to the outcome. 



CHAPTER IX 


Qina-. Jhe Italian Interlude 


AS HE went to take the diligence, early in the morning of August 

i \ 28, 1811, the young lawyer Felix Faure and his ‘little angel,” 
1 ^.Angelina Bereyter, accompanied him to see him off. Angelina, 
who was genuinely fond of him, shed honest tears that splashed upon 
the planks of the bridge on which they stood waiting for the carriage. 
But at last he was rolling swiftly southward toward Italy, always in love 
with voyage, the rattling wheels and drumming hoofbeats a favorite 
music, the changing sky, the horizon undulating past his window a 
halm to his ennui. 

During the hard journey of ten days or more through Burgundy and 
the Jura foothills, and via Geneva to Milan, he told himself that he was 
returning at last to the blessed land of his youth, “where my charactei 
was formed/ 5 In Milan, among the good fat Milanese whom he held 
to be the most “natural” people in the world, he had felt the utmost 
freedom. He had learned their native arte di cjodere, their art of play- 
ing with life in tranquillity; in Milan he had been madly in love, and 
“in love with its music, amusement, and its very free morals.” In short, 
he had found, at a most impressionable age, that the pursuit of happi- 
ness was truly possible. 

“I feel myself an Italian at heart,” he wrote to his sister, September 
10, 1811, “ready to commit assassinations, though of course that sort 
of thing scarcely happens any more in Italy.” 

The diary of his second journey to Italy, in 181 1, is written in a more 
finished style, and with more nuances, than anything that has gone be- 
fore. The literary man stirs a little. Up to now we have had the advan- 
tage of guiding ourselves by an unsparingly candid and genuine diary 
of a man's mind, but which was never intended for publication. The 
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journal that he at first entitled Pages of Italy , however, appears to have 
had some thought behind it of eventual publication as a romance in the 
form of letters, like Mme. de Stall's D elpbine. He began to rewrite it 
two years later as the pretended travel memoirs of a French officer who, 
fed up with life in Paris, goes to Italy, mother of the arts, to seek beauty 
and love in their highest forms. It promised to be the most charming 
of Beyle's early literary experiments. 

But scon the habit of unmitigated truthtelling and realism that is 
native to him takes the upper hand. The diary becomes too utterly self- 
revealing, as will presently be seen; and the actors in the little romance 
too easily recognizable, while his interest in inventing or disguising real 
persons or experiences Is as yet undeveloped. Once more we have no 
mere literature, but the dissection of the man, as he is, with the roman- 
tic epidermis removed, like an anatomical chart in a surgeon's room. 

Even before he reached Italy his mind played already with the hero- 
ine of his projected romance, that Angiola or "Gina" Pietragrua, whom 
he had not seen for nearly ten years, yet whose name returns to his let- 
ters or journals at least once a year as the "ideal," the archetype of the 
woman of passion. How long he had thought of her! In his sentimental 
exaltation he exclaimed to himself: "For ten years I practiced fidelity 
of a sort. ..." 

When he was a poor young cavalry lieutenant, he had not succeeded 
in attracting her attention seriously. But he had dreamed great dreams, 
had promised himself to return someday as a colonel, in a splendid 
uniform; then go to her and ask for her heart. And now he was passing 
rich, the equal of a colonel or more, his pockets full of gold (three 
thousand francs) , attired in long, tight breeches, superbly tailored coat, 
frilled shirt, and huge cravat — every inch the snob of the First Empire. 

In his diary he disguised the lady's name as the "Countess Simon- 
etta." For him every woman was a countess. The name, however, may 
have been suggested by his reading of the classic memoirs of Charles 
de Brosses of Dijon, an eighteenth-century traveler in Italy, who speaks 
of ,a Countess Simonetta of Milan in 1740 as having been famous for 
the* "kind reception she gave to Frenchmen. . . 

Arriving in Milan at six in the evening of September 7, *1811, he 
went rambling through the streets, then to the broad Corso on the 
old ramparts of the town, which he used to frequent Sundays with 
the crowds promenading in carriages, then to the Scala Theater — for 
him the sanctuary of true music — where he always wound up each 
evening* He saw persons he remembered in its boxes, as merry and 
loquacious as ever. Where in the world could one find people so 
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natural in tone yet so perfectly dignified as the handsome Lombards 
of Milan? Did any of Napoleon's generals love music as did the Italians/ 
and speak of it with such brio 1 

Life here was an art , he always insisted. Perhaps it was their civil- 
ized libertinism/ persisting from the eighteenth century and the Ren- 
aissance/ persisting despite an omnipotent Church whose religion they 
practiced but no longer really believed/ that strengthened Beyle's love 
of the Milanese? Here/ he told himself/ one might enjoy society at its 
most pleasing terms; here one could study the most agreeable qualities 
of the Italian soul. Whereas the French/ he constantly reflected/ lived 
only in fear of ridicule , and thought only of their vanity/ Italians spoke 
from the heart/ with warmth and gaiety. Two French bourgeois/ meet- 
ing and talking together at the Cafe Foy in Paris/ would each narrate 
something pleasant that had happened to himself/ while the other 
would listen perforce with an impatience he could scarcely conceal — 
up to the moment when he could launch into one of his own stories 
without thinking any further of the other man. Too often among the 
French/ “conversation . . . was the armed commerce of two vanities." 

The Italians disdained concealment/ and honored those who obeyed 
their great passions. Did not Gina Pietragrua/ in seeking to pay a com- 
pliment to a certain romantic artist in Milan, once say of him : “He is 
a truly dangerous man!" In other words, she revered him as a man 
who put no bridle on his emotions. 

In one of the tiers of boxes he espied an aging lady, though still 
lovely, whom he recognized as Signora Lamberti, one of the belles of 
1800, known to have had King Joseph Bonaparte as her lover. She still 
reigned over her friends and lovers, the gentlemen of Milan, who, all 
.through the performance, chatted or sat down to supper, or moved 
from box to box, as if in a public drawing room. 

The comic opera and the ballet performed here might seem “in- 
decent" to music lovers in other lands. But to him this Italian genre 
represented the most perfect taste. The suave Italian voices brought a 
“wave of tender memories" crowding upon one another; he felt his 
heart “too full and was almost on the point of tears." 

The next day he hastened to the shop of Gina Pietragrua's father. 
Signor Borroni, near the Piazza del Duomo, and, in fear and trembling, 
asked for the daughter! Happily he was made to wait for some fifteen 
minutes and had time to compose himself a little. 

I saw a tall and superb woman. She still had something of the majestic in her 
eyes, expression, brow, and nose. I found her cleverer, with more majesty and 
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less of that fall grace of voluptuousness. . . . She did not recognize me. That 
pleased me. ... I introduced myself as Beyle, the friend of Joinville. 


“Oh ! Quegli-e it Chinese!” she exclaimed to her father in Milanese 
dialect. “The Chinaman” was one of the nicknames given him by 
Lieutenant Joinville, her former lover. 

She remembered him well now, she said, as a young blade. He began 
by jesting about the great “weakness” he had felt for her in those far- 
off days. They stood on the balcony upstairs for a while, alone together, 
and now he spoke with more earnestness. His weakness, he said, was a 
fixed passion; he showed that he had remembered the most trivial 
things she had talked of ten years ago, and she exclaimed twice in 
utmost surprise: “But why did you not tell me then?” 

At this point a Venetian gentleman arrived, one whom Beyle took 
for her official cavalier, and, anxious not to overstay his time, he 
politely took his leave. At the door she asked him to kiss her good-by, 
inviting him also to come to her loge at the Scala that evening. In her 
open, laughing way, before the rest of the company, she promised that 
she would have much to tell him about the intervening years and the 
many follies she had committed. 

It flashed through his mind that perhaps he might put her on his list 
as a passade, in the short week of his stay in Milan. She had grown fat, 
but was more seductive than ever. 

He bought a cane, something to occupy his hands and keep him from 
clasping them behind his stout hips like an old papa. Thus armed, he 
felt five years younger, “very much the man of the world who knew 
women.” Twirling his cane, he walked to the Brera Museum and the 
Ambrosian Library; he visited the churches, looked at paintings, and 
felt art and beauty entering through all his pores. The Leonardos and 
Correggios too made a noble music for him. 

That night he paid only a brief visit to Gina and her cavalier in her 
loge at the Scala, but the next day he went driving with them, and she 
gave him most of her attention, constantly took his arm, and followed 
everything he said with the liveliest interest. She questioned him closely, 
about his work and his office, and he, speaking like a man of conse- 
quence, managed to be vaguely impressive. 

Her glances grew tender; at nightfall, parting quickly to meet again 
at the Scala, they squeezed each other's hand. Passion flamed in Beyle 
as he walked the streets restlessly, waiting to meet her. As he felt his 
infatuation waxing, at once a sensation of fear assailed him: What was 
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she? CC I do not entertain great hopes of pleasure in the arms of Mme. 
Pietragrua," he told himself. Were it best to leave Milan promptly? 

He was almost gloomy during his brief visit to her box that night. 
Perhaps his doubt and his rage at himself were inspired by little inci- 
dents he noticed at the Scala. On the one hand the Venetian diplomat 
who was always near Gina freely came and went, leaving him but few 
moments for a tete-a-tete. And her other companions took great liber- 
ties with her. (( l saw that she feared lest I form a poor opinion of her 
because, while speaking to her, with sweeping gestures her friends 
would sometimes seize her by the knees. . . . Taking me aside, she 
explained that she would seem silly or prudish if she objected to such 
peccadilloes/' And what of the Venetian gentleman? He seemed irri- 
tated, perhaps jealous. Would Beyle have to fight a duel with him too? 
His eyes had darted jealous looks at the Venetian; and in a whispered 
colloquy, she denied that he was her lover. Her glances grew torrid. 
He was falling in love with her, and it literally frightened him. Leaving 
her, he went to the parterre to stand there and watch her from below, 
but to his grief was unable to see her. 

For effect, he avoided her all the next day while he walked about 
alone, brooding. Doubt, excitement, fear, as always, flung him into a 
dark humor. But on the following morning he dressed himself with ut- 
most care and proceeded to her house. 

ff My mood was tender and I was disposed to make a fine declaration 
of my sentiments," he relates. But — oh distressful anticlimax! — 
iVladame was out, and he had to wander disconsolately through Milan's 
galleries till three o'clock in the afternoon, when she returned and he 
saw her alone. 

By then he had mastered his emotions only too well. The whim 
seized him — as a device to cover his timidity? — to make his declara- 
tion in tones of the utmost coolness and reason. Strange man that he 
was, he spoke of the overpowering inclination he felt in terms that 
were almost formal, as if discussing a matter that required only com- 
mon sense. He had felt unhappy yesterday, he explained, at the thought 
that his feelings were perhaps not returned, and considered departing 
from Milan earlier than he had intended. 

Surely he was but jesting or making sport of her, she said. But at his 
more and more vehement assurances she grew pensive and sighed: 
Cf Oh, how I wish it were true!" 

The business of being self-possessed and sensible was now dropped 
by mutual consent. Melting little by little, they began to thee-and-thou 
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each other. He reminded her that he had thought of her for ten years 
and recalled again all sorts of little things about her that he had kept 
in mind despite the accidents and distractions of continental war, the 
separation in time and distance. He drove that point home: ""Ah, to 
find you again, to see you again after ten years !" And she : ""It is almost 
like a novel !" 

' The other day, in hearty Milanese fashion, she had asked him to kiss 
her when he took leave. But now, when he tried again, she resisted, 
saying archly: ""Receive, but do not take." 

He did not ravish kisses of her, but they caressed each other more 
and more fondly, until she, with tears in her eyes, exclaimed: ""Oh, go, 
- go! I say that you must leave, for my own peace of mind; else tomor- 
row I shall not have the strength to bid you to go/' 

But now two visitors arrived ; though Beyle, unnaturally flushed, was 
vexed at them, he mastered his feelings and spoke with learning and 
amiability of philosophy and art, which pleased Gina and impressed her 
with his force of character. 

Upon leaving her, he wondered if there had not been “a great deal 
of politics in her conduct/' How ""reasonable" she had seemed! Did 
she feel what she said, or was she a coquette, a designing and knowing 
Italian woman? In any case, he had gone forward, having wrung from 
her a frank statement of her affection for him, as a small commitment. 


2 

Beyle was not only sentimental about Gina refound; she gave him an 
authentic shudder. There was something ""majestic" about her person, 
her brows, the sculpture of her face and aquiline nose; there was some- 
thing ""terrible" about her dark, flaming eyes, ""like those of a Sibyl." * 

, Like Alexandrine Daru, she seemed the type he always admired: full 
in figure, possessed of boldness and vivacity, woman enough to over- 
whelm the timid, self-conscious, hypersensitive lover in him. 

But Gina lived in storm. Sometimes, as he told her, she almost 
frightened him. Once, it was said in Milan, a disappointed admirer 
fired a pistol at her, fortunately with poor aim. When the police came 
to question her, she had denied it ""with a joyous sang-froid." 

Angiola Borroni Pietragrua was thirty-four in 1811 and, far from 
being a member of the upper class in Milan, was the daughter of a shop- 
keeper. At an early age she had married a little government clerk named 
Pietragrua, and had a son of sixteen. Her sister sang at the Scala Thea- 
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ter, and Gina herself moved in a circle that was more or less bohemian 
or demi-mondaine in the easy way of Milan, a city less licentious than 
Venice. (Most of the pious aristocrats of northern Italy, in those revo- 
lutionary and Napoleonic days, had long ago retired to sulk in their 
villas in the country, or shut themselves up in their town palaces, avoid- 
ing society.) Nor did her parents or husband seem to oppose her rather 
glittering mode of life, filled with admiring Italian and foreign gallants, 
artists, musicians, diplomats, and savants, who gathered nightly in her 
box at the Scala. But rather her family seemed reconciled to taking 
what comfort and nourishment they could from these circumstances. 
To Henri Beyle it seemed that they received him with marked courtesy. 
There was the little husband, but in Milan jealousy was decried as 
ridiculous in a husband, and was only permitted to the lover. 

She told him the touching story of her affair with his friend Joinville, 
of their violent quarrel when he accused her of infidelity, of his depar- 
ture, and her pursuit of him as far as Paris, accompanied only by a 
maidservant. This tale was intended to demonstrate how madly she 
loved Joinville, for on her return, worn by the arduous voyage and her 
too great emotion, she had been so ilk that her life was despaired of. 
And before Joinville, there had been the famous French painter Antoine 
Gros, who had lived in Milan for a time. But of these four gentlemen 
who now danced attendance upon her every night at the Scala, which 
was the favored one? “I myself?" Alas, he reflected somberly, “more 
than one has been forwarder than I in her affections." Yet after only 
a week he assured himself that he was steadily overtaking the other 
admirers. 

Desire for her overpowered him. He determined to shorten his in- 
tended tour of Italy, so that he might pass a month with her in Milan. 
In that case, she had promised, she would close her door to her friends, 
permitting them to see her only at the Scala — and as she said this her 
eyes were “full of flame." 

But a still, small voice within him said : “She is too reasonable about 
all this." 

The day after his proposal she made a rendezvous with him alone 
for two hours in her apartment. Once more they debated the question : 
Should he leave Milan or stay? And while according him the softest 
kisses, she exclaimed: “You must go, Beyle — go, go, go!" Sorrowfully 
he agreed, but at once spoke of his determination to return and stay 
permanently in Milan. She was touched, and soon they fell to embrac- 
ing and kissing each other with even greater ardor than before. But 
maneuver as he would, he was unable to win still greater liberties. Or 

159 . 



STENDHAL 


as he records it in his journal: . . She had tears in her eyes, 

abandoned herself in my arms, ma nel mezzo de pin teneri baci r elle ne 
voulail jamais me permettre de lui donner un baiser sur la cuisse 

“What is to prevent us from going further? Is this the way to take 
leave of each other? We are losing our heads more and more!” she ex- 
claimed. And, penetrated with admiration for her strength of will, he 
submitted. “I recognized the presence of a superior reasoning power 
in her,” was his afterthought. 

Another week passed while Beyle dangled fretfully about her in the 
company of four other suitors. But she told him that she was weary of 
her gallants, that she loved the French — had she not often manifested a 
taste for them?- — and that he had more wit than all the others. 

“J was, 1 believe , in love /’ he wrote in his journal on September 2. 
The more convinced of this he was, the more jealous he became. He 
prowled about, watching for her carnage. At moments his eyes filled 
with tears; or, at others, he raged at himself, so that once he smashed 
his new cane against the pavement. Like an Italian lover, he left secret 
letters for her, tucked away in her divan, on leaving her parlor. 

The time beyond which he could no longer postpone his departure 
for Rome was fast approaching. Two days before he was to leave, Gina 
made an appointment to meet him secretly, wearing a veil, and to drive 
out into the country with him. She did not come. In despair he 
wandered about the city all that afternoon looking for her, for her 
family knew nothing of her whereabouts. That evening, to be sure, he 
found her again at the Scala. His face was like a cloud; but she was 
full of warmth, gave him a couple of her flaming looks, and managed 
to whisper that she had been forced to miss their rendezvous in order 
to hide her movements from her husband, who was now filled with a 
terrible, a most Italian jealousy! Who knew? The little Signor Pietra- 
grua might kill her, Beyle, or himself, with a stiletto I At thought of the 
fearful dangers they ran, Beyle felt himself more madly in love than 
ever. Moreover, she made a rendezvous with him for the morrow at her 
home, and did this with the tenderest glances. 

The next morning at ten he proceeded to the Via dei Meraviglia, 
where Gina lived, and waited, by arrangement, at the little church down 
the street. He held his watch and paced back and forth restlessly, a 
stout young man clad in impeccable striped trousers, his thick fringe 
of whiskers carefully brushed, but his hands and cane nervous, his eyes 
rather wild. From her window she saw him pacing slowly back and 
forth down the street and, after tormenting him for a full twenty 
minutes, she gave him the signal through the persiennes, discreetly. 
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Leaving Milan by a private coach on the next day, his mood was 
most reflective. The notes he wrote in his journal were brief: 

On the 21st of September at half past eleven, I gained the victory I had so 
long desired. 

Nor had it been easily won, but only after “a most serious moral strug- 
gle" in which, as a last resort, he had acted “as if at his wit's end and 
almost in despair. . . Perhaps he had threatened to kill himself, for 
was he not an Italian at heart? 

He noted that he had worn the same striped trousers as on the day 
of the “battle" with -Alexandrine Daru. But it was on his suspenders 
that he wrote the memorable date: September 21, 1811. As he would 
say in later years, how much pride enters into love ! 

There are some touches of disappointment, there is a longing for a 
greater intimacy to come in the few lines he adds concerning the 
denouement in Milan : 

Nothing is lacking for my happiness, unless it be that which gives contentment 
only to a fool, of its not being a victory. It appears to me that the most perfect 
pleasure is attained only with intimacy; ihe first time it is a victory; in the three 
following one acquires intimacy. Then comes perfect happiness, if the woman 
in the case have wit and character and one loves her. 

But you know well that that one is myself, at twenty- eight. 

How often Henri Beyle exclaimed to himself in surprise: “What! Is 
it no more than that?" 


D 

Beyle was undeniably one of the first and most enthusiastic of the 
nineteenth-century tourists; indeed we have it on good authority that 
he introduced that word to French usage. As his coach rattled away 
over the powdery road, bordered by stately chestnut trees, that led to 
Modena and Bologna, he felt himself growing more Italian by the hour. 
He had Vasari's Lives of ihe Painters, the travel journal of De Brosses 
(Lettres ecrites de lltalie ) , and the great volume of Winckelmann, the 
learned native of Stendhal, Prussia, who, with such fervor, had adver- 
tised to the eighteenth-century world the Greek and Roman antiquities 
of Italy. And like Winckelmann, like Goethe, and like the English poets 
who came several years after him, Beyle was resolved to feast upon the 
classic ruins and monuments, the Renaissance architecture and paint- 
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ings that crowded this sunlit land. Now he recalled to himself with 
some anxiety that he had tarried too long in Milan, that he had scarcely 
a month left to visit Florence, Rome, and the other fabled cities, and 
furnish his head with their treasures. 

At Bologna he saw palaces full of “grandeur and dirt"; he visited the 
ancient university and also the Ercolani galleries, where the paintings 
of the melancholy Guido Reni, of Guercino, and even of the Carracci 
spoke to his soul. Then he took the road to Florence over the rugged 
Apennine passes, from which he had astonishing views of “the green 
sea of the Lombard plain/' 

In Florence he put up at the Hotel d'Ingliterra, and after taking a 
bath, made off at once to the church of Santa Croce to see Giotto's 
frescoes. “y\ton dieu, cjue c'est beau!" he exclaimed. For a long time 
he stood before the tombs of Michelangelo (then in the Santa Croce), 
Machiavelli, and Alfieri, deeply moved at the thought of these three 
great dead. “It gives one somewhat the desire to be buried," he re- 
flected. He looked even longer at four Sibyls by Volterrano, and, with 
tears filling his eyes, stood for hours before a painting of Limbos, which 
he believed to be by Guercino, then one of his favorite painters. Later 
that day he was told by his guide that the picture was really by Bron- 
zino. It was all a mistake. “This made me very angry," he says. Bron- 
zino was utterly unknown to him, and he had stood some two hours 
admiring the work because he thought it was by Guercino \ 

But despite such contretemps, despite his want of knowledge, Beyle 
for days lived in a joyful trance while he haunted the Uffizi Galleries, 
the Pitti Palace, and the richly endowed churches of Florence. He had 
only his “sensitiveness" to guide him. He judged but “the expression, 
the imagination, the naturalness" of pictures. But this, surely, was 
enough; and he felt himself all the closer to the Italians of the Ren- 
aissance, closer than Winckelmann “who did not regard nature," but 
only the classical concepts of the Greeks. Later he became even more 
hostile to the teachings of the man whose birthplace, nonetheless, he 
had the whim to take for his nom de plume. For, ignorant though he 
was of art, he aspired to be nothing less than a French Winckelmann, 
providing a history and guide to his beloved Italy. This was the newest 
• of his literary projects, competing with the still incomplete play, Letel- 
tier, and a little book on Haydn he had begun in Vienna. 

Approaching Rome on September 28, 1811, when still many miles 
away in the hills below Viterbo, he had his first glimpse of the dome 
of St. Peter's, whose facade, when it came into view, disappointed him. 
He admitted that he had perhaps no feeling for architecture. But the 
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ruins of the Colosseum made a powerful impression upon him. Where 
St. Peter's and its colonnades seemed too ornate, this great theater, he 
remarked keenly, seemed to possess a profoundly utilitarian order and 
simplicity. “What men were the Romans! Always they worked toward 
the useful, never anything without its reason." 

It is doubtful that Beyle, at this period, saw the art collections of 
Rome save with a hurried eye. He met his old friend the Baron Martial 
Daru, then stationed in Rome on diplomatic business, and through him 
was introduced to fashionable Roman society. Every day for a week he 
attended balls and symphony concerts. A meeting with the popular 
sculptor Canova, who now filled Italy's cities with his neoclassical mon- 
uments, was also one of the high points of the tour. 

Rome, overshadowed by the pomp and ritual of Mother Church, 
was never as sympathetic to the impious Beyle as less priest-ridden and 
more animated Milan, for him the true capital of the Italians. Though 
he was repeatedly warned that murderous bandits lurked on all the 
highways outside of Rome, he hurried on to Naples, where other 
French friends, such as the Vicomte Louis de Barral of Grenoble, and 
still more picturesque adventures awaited him. 

The journey southward was rough but without untoward incident. 
With his friends he visited the Grottoes, the Sibylline Baths, the Tem- 
ple of Apollo, the ruins of Pompeii, then wound up breathlessly at the 
famous San Carlo Opera House, which pleased him more than every- 
thing else. 

Naples in 1811 is described by him as a weird bedlam, inhabited by 
“demons" who shouted at the top of their voices day and night, in the 
streets and in the cafes, in a dialect he could not understand. The 
quays along the beautiful, curving bay teemed with wild, ragged laz- 
zaroni, beggars, each armed with a dagger, who pursued him step by 
step, making fantastic gestures and outcries for alms, or pretending to 
throw themselves under the wheels of his hurrying carriage. 

While he crammed sensuous and aesthetic impressions into his note- 
books, these were accompanied with general reflections upon human 
morals and society tliat wrere inimitably his own, pure “Beylism," and 
which gave such high value to his later travel journals. 

Naples and Sicily suggested to him the effects of unbridled religious 
superstition and clerical rule persisting far beyond the point of useful- 
ness. Hence this was a land without hope, without ideas, without lib- 
erty. The populace delivered itself to pleasure with furious appetite. In 
this suffocating city the people ate heavily, drank bad wine, lusted, 
prayed, and gave alms freely to the beggars who thronged the streets. 
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The women, he was told, usually had two lovers : one rich, to sustain 
the other chosen out of sentiment or passion. Assassinations, for which 
Italy was celebrated, were common enough here, but were generally 
committed to satisfy vengeance or jealousy. On the other hand the 
cafes served delicious ices. Naples, moreover, was a center of art and 
music; it had inspired the poetic librettos of Metastasio, as well as the 
music of Pergolese, Paesielio, and the fl 'divine JJ Cimarosa, whose operet- 
tas one could hear to better advantage at the San Carlo Theater than 
anywhere else. 

He would fain have stayed; but interests of a less erudite character 
sent him hurrying northward again after a week. He rode not toward 
Milan and Gina, but to the city of Ancona, where the program he had 
arranged in advance in Paris called for a rendezvous with still another 
charming Italian lady named Livia, of whom Gina doubtless knew 
nothing. 

During the war in Austria, two years earlier, he had met her in 
Vienna. When her husband, a colonel of the French Army, died in bat- 
tle, he had tried to comfort her; but before the thord of sympathy that 
he had struck could be played upon sufficiently, she had been forced to 
leave for her native Ancona, earnestly bidding him to visit her. 

The tall, dark-complexioned young widow was astonished and 
happy to see him again. Her father, with whom she now lived alone, 
hospitably invited Beyle to stop at their home. But Livia was sad and 
bored. Walking with her by the Adriatic shore, he studied her profile, 
half hidden by a large hat, and saw a resemblance in type to Gina 
Pietragrua. But this very recollection proved that he could be no 
mechanical Casanova, no heartless collector of seductions, but re- 
mained rather the dupe of his own heart, unswervingly pursuing his 
ruling passion of the season. Livia seemed inviting enough to his habit- 
ually bold advances, but her kisses' were not as warm as the other 
woman's, he coolly estimated. Instead of knocking at her door that 
night of October 19, 1811, he sat by a candle writing in his comical 
English : 

3 have find her much below my ideas , . . 

3 could have her in two or three days but 3 not desire her. 

What I desire is to see my Angelina again. 

Marking her down on his list as a technical fr conquest,” he departed 
— to her profound disappointment, he believed — and rattled away 
westward in a hired coach over the mountains to Milan, which he 
reached after three days of back-breaking travel. He had ^burned” to 
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see La Pietragrua / and for her sake had literally passed over the treasures 
of Rome, even the beauty of Ancona. Gina was absent from town, he 
learned at once, and had gone to stay at a country place near Varese, 
about six hours north of Milan. 

He had already journeyed almost the length of the Italian peninsula, 
and climbed the Apennines to find her. Forgetting Paris, Emperor, 
worldly ambitions, he pursued only the all-important enterprise of 
love. For in those days he glowed with youth, energy, and courage, 
and was certainly not the man to be daunted by a little matter of six 
hours' ride over mountain roads. Blithely he continued in her trail 


4 

As he rode northward in a little coach, the alpine scene became 
grandiose; he passed rich forests of chestnut that changed into pine in 
the highlands, from w r hich vistas of the chain of deep blue lakes, Varese 
and Maggiore, could be glimpsed from time to time. The thought came 
to him that he would gladly resign from his position and stay forever 
in this magic spot. 

He read Ossian as he rode, and felt this mystic poetry suited well 
the majestic environs and the mood of storm in which his own soul 
was enveloped. At the town of Varese, he stopped and engaged a horse, 
to climb the rest of the precipitous path to Madonna del Monte, the 
little village clustered about a church on a high rock, four miles away, 
where he believed Gina awaited him. 

But, to his consternation, the first person he met as he reached the 
single street of the village was none other than his inamorata's husband, 
who greeted him with bleak formality. Beyle had been making up 
speeches all along the journey, but when he saw Gina at her lodgings* 
and tried to kiss her, he was sternly rebuffed. One must be careful here 
in the mountain village. And did he not know the dreadful things that 
had happened during his absence? 

Full of fear and contrition, he listened as she poured forth a long tale 
of the jealousies and suspicions he had aroused by his compromising 
behavior; her husband was wrathful; her other cicisbeo had bribed her 
chambermaid and learned the secrets of their clandestine rendezvous. 

Beyle was alternately terror-stricken and ravished. Their danger was 
mounting hourly — such was love in Italy! — but what frightened him 
most was the thought that he had incurred Gina's anger. He had asked 
her to receive his mail for him, and she had read a recent letter from 
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his friend Felix Faure, in Paris, that sounded as if he had learned of 
Beyle's design, well in advance, “to place La Pietragrua on his lists." 
She now rose to heights of injured pride and looked as fearsome as she 
was enchanting. Beyle’s proposal to visit her stealthily in her lodgings 
that midnight was scornfully rejected, and he himself was dismissed 
from Madonna del Monte. 

In his distress, ready words had failed him. Down the mountainside 
he went therefore, to expiate by spending the night alone, a few miles 
away, at an inn in Isola Bella, one of the most beautiful sites in the Bor- 
romean Isles on Lake Maggiore. There, the next morning, seated on 
a little terrace commanding an entrancing view of blue water and snow- 
covered mountains appearing through the mists above, he composed a 
tremendous letter of apology, in which he explained that nothing in- 
jurious to her honor had been intended in his earlier remarks to Faure 
about her, but only the expression of his hope and passion of ten years. 
The letter was that of an unhappy repentant lover, written, he assured 
himself, “in a firm style," worthy of the great moralist, Duclos. After 
forwarding this elaborate literary production (unfortunately lost to us) 
by messenger, he spent the night reading Ossian's Tinged, while Vain 
and storm hammered frantically at his island refuge. 

With hindsight, we may now judge that La Pietragrua had been will- 
ing to give a fleeting favor to her French admirer departing from Milan. 
But discretion and her “angry husband" (who seemed polite and harm- 
less enough to Beyle) ruled that her Frenchman was a fellow who 
traveled too far and fast, here today, gone tomorrow, hence a doubtful 
prop in a precarious world, and must not be permitted to disturb her 
more permanently profitable arrangements with the reigning cavatiere 
servente or cicisbeo, who was perhaps the Venetian gentleman or an- 
other. 

The day after the storm was as pure and calm as a relenting woman. 
His hopes reviving, the much distracted Beyle now conceived of a new 
folly which he sets down in his journal in full detail — and in all hu- 
mility. 

Returning to Gina's mountain village that night, he hired a portaiina, 
a little canvas-covered sedan chair — for another squall of rain had come 
— and with the aid of two porters had .himself carried to the inn at 
Madonna del Monte where he expected to stop. He thought the inn 
was at the opposite end of the village (which had but a single narrow 
street) and that he would quietly enter the place from that direction 
without passing the Pietragrua lodging. But by error, in pitch-darkness, 
the porters proceeded by a path that passed the house where Gina 
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stopped, lighting their way with huge torches. And there in the open 
door of his house stood the cuckold himself staring at Beyle, illuminated 
as upon a stage, while from darkened windows the whole village, full 
of mirth and excitement, watched the torchlight parade that he had in- 
tended as a maneuver of supreme stealth. 

It was a terrible moment. He relates : “I made myself as small as pos- 
sible [Je me fis le tjros dos ] inside the sedan chair, and my ridiculous 
disguise was not detected by anyone save Gina, -who, a few moments 
later, went with her son to my quarters to leave a little note for me." 

In this she informed him that he could not slip into her room, as he 
had hoped, through the adjoining room, as two nuns had been lodged 
there for the night. But she was really quite ravished by his wild antics 
— it was the sort of thing that pleased her — and promised that she 
would do her utmost to meet him at his inn at midnight. 

The plot was thickening ! But at midnight came a fresh billet counter- 
manding the earlier one, and brought by her son of sixteen : 

Midnight. The jealousy of my husband is fully awakened. Prudence, and 
prepare to leave tomorrow not later than seven o’clock. 

Zounds, Beyle's very life was in danger! He left in the early morning 
for a tour of the lake, and returned at night, in deepest secrecy. But 
again her boy was there with a message, saying: “There is no hope for 
tonight/' and that she would be at Milan the next evening. Worn out 
by all his coursing to and fro, Beyle curled up in bed with his volume of 
Ossian, consoling himself with the thought that he could have done no 
better, since the two nuns in the next room would have robbed him of 
all peace of mind. But before dozing off he asked himself: “Are those 
two nuns real beings or phantoms of the imagination?" 

At any rate Gina was showing unmistakable signs of melting. Her 
mercurial changes of mood we re an eternal wonder and torment to 
him. She had punished him enough for his presumption and now, meet- 
ing him in Milan, on October T9, 1811, took him again to her generous* 
bosom. But not before administering one more spirited reproof on the 
score of that detestable and labored letter of apology he had written 
her from Isola Bella. 

“Would you have written a letter like that to me," she asked, “if 
you were truly unhappy?" And he was forced to admit, in his journal 
for October 29, 1811, that she had been most discerning. He must 
learn to avoid sentimental rhetoric and use the accent of life. 

Nor was the course of their love smooth. The porters who had car- 
ried him to Madonna del Monte had informed her husband of his ar- 


16 7 



STENDHAL 


rival, and he, It was said, grew furious and furiouser. Their rendezvous 
thereafter were cloaked in profound mystery, she appearing in a veil, 
he in a costume that disguised his appearance. After changing carriages 
several times, he would join her In some obscure street in back of a cafe. 

“Our love Is persecuted on all sides/' Beyle exclaimed to her in grief. 

"It is just like a novel i" Gina declared in rapture. 

But he felt, he loved, he lived — not like the men of overcivilized and 
dull Paris — but in the cape-and-sword world of Benvenuto Cellini and 
Aretino. 

Sometimes his belle would be strangely elusive' He would wait 
for her, bitterly counting each minute, only to trudge home alone. But 
a message would reach him that night: "I love you more than my own 
life, but fatal circumstances made me late at our rendezvous, and when 
[ arrived you were gone/' 

Despite periodic and most puzzling interruptions — usually attributed 
to the "vengeful" husband — they found their way into each other's 
arms frequently enough. Happiness waxed with increasing intimacy, 
as Beyle had reasoned, and as he recorded in his diary with mathemat- 
ical precision : 

Milan, Nov. 2, 1811 : Unquestionably the most beautiful woman I have ever 

possessed, and even seen, is A , as she appeared to me tonight, walking in 

the street, by the light of certain shop windows. I do not know how she hap- 
pened to say, in that most natural air which so distinguishes her and without any 
vanity whatsoever, that certain of her friends had told her that sometimes she 
made them afraid. It is true. She was most animated tonight. It seems that she 
loves me. yesterday and today , she has had pleasures. ... In the rear of the 
coffee shop, her face, half lit with a suave harmony, was terrible in its super- 
natural beauty! . . . With her brilliant eyes that read all one’s soul to its very 
depths, she seems like some sublime sibyl. 

She spoke sometimes of quitting Milan and following him to Paris. 
In the emotion of parting, when the extension of his leave expired, he 
promised her that he would obtain a diplomatic post in Italy and soon 
return. 

On the return journey to France, he felt that he had at last known 
Heelings of greatness." In that season in Italy he felt that his knowl- 
edge of the art of life had measurably advanced, and that Italian 
national character, social habits, and environment had everything to 
do with his education. Italy therefore became one of the cornerstones 
of Beylism. Others, including eminent Italian authorities, might protest 
forever that he invented an Italy of his own fantasy ("Stendhal's Italy," 
they would call it) and one that was grounded in the libertinism of a 
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Milanese strumpet. Yet he would hear none of these objections. As 
one of his autobiographical fragments records: 

. . . old age is repelled for ten years. I felt the possibility of a new happiness. 
All the springs of my soul nourished and strengthened, and myself rejuvenated 
... I know the land where one breathes a celestial air, and whose existence 
others may deny, but I set myself like flint against them . 1 

He even believed, at this point, that he had reason to compliment 
himself upon the soundness of the Systems he followed in his pursuit 
of happiness. Several times during the anxious contest for Gina Pietra- 
grua he had thoroughly enjoyed the evident discomfiture of his Italian 
rivals and the spectacle of their jealousy. That they or numerous other 
explorers had gone before him in these smiling pastures was a thought 
that did not present itself strongly to his mind at this happy time. Even 
a slight suspicion of the husband, that he himself expressed in his 
journal on October 29, 181 1 — Cf I do not believe he has the honor of 
being jealous 5J — was dissolved in the wave of self- contentment upon 
- which he rode back to Paris. 

J P. Arbalet: Journal d'Jtalie, pp. 299-300n. 
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CHAPTER X 


The Retreat front Moscow 


One must shake up one's life; else it corrodes us. . . . To fall 
asleep with one's character is to be in the anteroom of death. 

— Stendhal. 

ARRIVING in Paris, on November 27, 181 1, he was in high spirits. 
f \ But his increasingly abbreviated diary informs us: “The next 
J Vday a lost battle/' There is no further explanation. This time 
the “battle” seems to have been concerned with his ambitions. 

Beyle has made candid admission of the fact that from 1806 to 
1814 he was “wholly dominated by ambition.” He could not have 
ridiculed vainglory so fiercely in later life, had he not surrendered 
himself to its empire so passionately in earlier years. Precisely what 
worldly baubles he bargained for, at that moment in 1811, are not 
easy to enumerate. For three years, since his campaign in Austria, he 
had been asking for a cross of honor, such as hundreds of others got 
from the Emperor, and which he prized, in cynical spirit, as a useful 
article of commerce. Very likely also he asked for a diplomatic post in 
Italy, at Rome, Florence, or even Milan. The business of transporting 
certain art treasures of the Vatican to France had been recently 
brought before the intendant of the imperial household, in which he 
was a high official ; undoubtedly he would have liked to head such a 
mission (which would have permitted him to rejoin Gina at an early 
date), but nothing came of it. Indeed he found himself subject to 
severe official censure. . 

He had extended his leave of absence by over two months, and 
tried to conceal the fact that he was in Italy, instead of Dauphine, by 
having letters readdressed to Paris and using a pseudonym in signing 
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his letters, a habit that became a mania with him. In Rome he had 
failed to pay his respects to the omniscient French director of police. 
Now he found on his return all sorts of angry notes from his superiors. 
He suggests a stormy scene with the sharp-tempered Daru, in which 
he himself did not keep his sang-froid: 

Not only the minister under whom I serve [Champagny3 seems irritated, hut 
also the minister who likes me [Count Daru] seems disgusted with the business 
of protecting me. In the midst of all that, I failed to receive an honor which I 
thoroughly merited and which had kept my ambition alive for three years. . . . 
My reputation for being a wild fellow is augmented. ... I shall have to go to 
a hundred dinners in silk stockings, with beribboned fools, and play five hun- 
dred games of whist with old women in order to win forgiveness. 

To regain lost ground, he had recourse at once to the Countess. 
Daru, but found her door closed to him, evidently at the orders of her 
husband. By the agency of Napoleon's famous secret police, everything 
that Henri Beyle had done in Italy, including the story of his Italian 
mistress, was known to the imperial government, hence to the Secre- 
tary of State and his wife. 1 When at length by earnest pleadings he 
persuaded the Countess Daru to open her door, even to invite him to 
dinner again, he found her reserved; her husband for a long time ad- 
dressed not a word to him. And the countess, who had done so much 
to advance him, felt her worst doubts of his character confirmed. “The 
love for Palfy [Countess Daru] is dying/' he notes in March 1812. 

Returning to France from Italy, he wrote in a letter of December 6, 
1811, that it was as if one had spent the evening at a delightful balf, a 
scene of voluptuousness and grace, lit with a thousand candles, then 
suddenly issued forth at midnight “into a thick fog, a night of rain 
and mire." 

The darkening times were reflected in the increasingly serious mood 
of the men around Napoleon, as .1812 opened. Pierre Daru once more 
assumed the task of provisioning the Grand Army in advance of its 
secretly planned march into Russia. Napoleon's continental system, 
like that of the Third Reich which so closely paralleled it more than a 


X A prosaic report of the French secret police in 1814 has come down to ns, describing Henri 
Beyle: “He is a fat fellow, born in Grenoble, thirty-one years of age. ... He seldom goes to 
salons . . . but attends the theater often, and always lives with some actress. When he is not 
in service, he works four or five hours a day at some historical compilations and notes on his 
travels. ... He never misses a performance of the Opera Bouffe, spends all his evenings there, 
or at the Theatre Fran?ais, He takes breakfast every day at the Cafe de Foy, dines at the Freres 
Provengaux restaurant, buys many books, and comes home every night at twelve.” P. Jourda, 
Stendhal raconte , 19-20. , 
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century later, was constantly threatened at its eastern and western ex- 
tremities. In Napoleon's case, not only England fought on tenaciously 
from the seas, but Spain was a bleeding wound. To dispose of the 
fanatical Spanish guerrillas, and finally of the English who stood be- 
hind them, he must first turn upon Russia, whose pact with France in 
1 807 had been an uneasy truce, grounded in fear, during which the two 
great adversaries secretly prepared for the renewal of conflict. 

ft Up to now, I had rejoiced in the French Revolution for the sake 
of the marvelous institutions it had introduced, veiled though they 
were by the clouds that followed its irruption/' Beyle had written in 
1811, while voyaging to Italy. But an intelligent traveling companion 
on his journey, a Milanese nobleman of liberal views, had pointed out 
to him that the liberties which “Maximus" had promised Italy were 
not yet accorded, and he was led to admit to himself that liberty 
tinder the genius of autocracy was perhaps a chimera. “For some time 
1 have had the vague notion that [the Empire?] has banished allegria 
from Europe for perhaps a century." There was gloom in war-weary 
France in the winter of 1812, not in anticipation of incredible defeat, 
but at thought of the costs of new warfare upon a grandiose scale. 
Early in LSI 2, Beyle, close to the court, knew of the preparations being 
made by Dam. 

He need not have forsaken his comfortable administrative post at 
the court. Yet he volunteered for active duty in the field. What restless- 
ness, what wanderlust seized him? Ambition, the hope of winning 
new distinction through active service and overcoming his momen- 
tary disgrace, were among his motives. He admits to being surfeited 
with life in Paris. “One must shake up one's life . . he would say. 
He had participated in the conquest of northern Italy, witnessed the 
entrance of Napoleon into Berlin and Vienna later, and still, as he 
wrote to a friend, felt the unquenchable thirst “to see," to be present 
at great events such as he now r suspected were preparing themselves. 
It is evident that he also had the idea of making somewhere, during 
this long voyage across Europe, a goodly detour that would permit 
him to revisit Milan and his luscious “Countess Simonetta." He whis- 
pered to himself: “1 will see again my dear Italy, 1 1 is my true father- 
land !/' 

How long would the distant adventure in Russia take, he won- 
dered? “Four months — or two years?" he writes, in a letter written 
July 27, 1812, while en route to the front. Why should he have enter- 
tained even the slightest doubts, felt by so few then, concerning the 
terrible, swift conqueror who had always previously won his objec- 
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tive, and now marched at the head of a Gargantuan army of some 
640,000 men? 

He had persuaded Daru only with the utmost difficulty to have him 
transferred for the time being to active service with the commissary 
staff of the Grand Army. In July he was given the mission of bearing 
important documents and portfolios from the ministries in Paris to 
Napoleon, then at Vilna. At an interview with the Empress Marie- 
Louise on July 23, 1812, he received messages, letters, and parcels to 
bring to her husband, then left Paris in a light swift barouche, laden 
with baggage. 


2 

The most unsedentary of men of letters, after twenty days’ ride, 
reached the front on August 14, 1812, two days before the Battle of 
Smolensk. He served .as a full commissary, assigned to securing pro- 
visions and quarters for the army. The work behind the lines prom- 
ised to be not too hazardous; Beyle told himself that his chief profit 
would lie in the opportunity to observe soldiers and officers in action 
and apply the tenets of his philosophy to classifying them. 

The Russians willed otherwise. Reaching Krasnyi on August 14, he 
saw such confusion in the rear as never before in Napoleon’s cam- 
paigns, he relates. In the crush on the road he was compelled to leave 
his carriage behind and push forward on horseback for five days as 
far as Smolensk, where he found Daru and his staff at dinner, follow- 
ing the bloody battle. But as they ate, the Russians, pursuing 
“scorched earth’’ tactics, set fire to the old city, and Daru’s men, in- 
cluding Beyle, were driven out of their quarters by the flames that 
reached them. They ate little that night and fell asleep in such refuge 
as they could find, with their heads on tables, or outstretched on the 
floor. 

These troubles were but a foretaste. In a journey of more than two 
hundred miles over the lonely steppes, from Vilna to Smolensk, Beyle 
had seen only a few sullen peasants. The fanatical patriots had de- 
nuded the land of provisions as Napoleon advanced, and the prob- 
lems of Beyle and his fellow quartermasters grew worse as the invad- 
ing horde penetrated into the heart of Russia. Beyle struggled against 
an initial disorganization that seemed endemic in this campaign. Weari- 
ness often overwhelmed him. In this strange and inclement land, fif- 
teen hundred miles from Paris, he felt like some “exotic orange tree 
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withering away for having been transplanted so far from its native 
habitat/" He was also depressed on learning that his carriage, full of 
money, personal baggage, and books — military documents he kept on 
his person — was irretrievably lost somewhere in the rear. Bookish war- 
rior that he was, he had counted on having his books as a consolation 
for the long Russian winter. 

As danger mounted, Beyle, besides writing in his journal, began to 
give details of his experiences in letters sent to his friend Felix Faure 
and to the Countess Daru. It was a precaution against his possible 
death in Russia. He tells little of the fighting advance to Moscow, or of 
the Battle of the Moskva (Borodino), but remembers only riding in 
to Moscow .on September 14, at one o"clock in the morning, in the 
rear of the army, with the convoys of the quartermaster staff. Part of 
the city, the old bazaar, or “Chinese"" quarter, near the Kremlin, was 
already ablaze as they entered; but Beyle and his colleagues merely 
jested over that, for it was not believed the fire would spread beyond 
control. Calmly they set about choosing one of the city's numerous 
palaces as headquarters for Daru"s organization. 

En route to Mosqow, near Smolensk, Beyle had come upon a piano 
in an abandoned house, and induced one of his companions — one who 
“had an ear for music as I have for the mass/" he said — to play 
Mozart for him. The piano moreover was out of tune, yet music was 
something he needed and must invoke in the face of war's barbarity. 
From Moscow he wrote: “It seems that I am to pass the winter here; 
I hope that we shall have concerts/" Plays also would doubtless be 
performed at the court of the Emperor. 

To Beyle, the ancient capital of Russia seemed an oriental pleasure 
city. “Though unknown in Europe/" he writes in a letter of Novem- 
ber 20, 1812, “Moscow had six or eight hundred palaces such as one 
may never see in Paris. Everything here was arranged for the purest 
voluptuousness, the buildings being painted in the brightest colors, 
and containing furniture from England, statuary, pictures, charming 
beds, sofas of the most ingenious shape/" He surmised that there were 
In Moscow a thousand nobles and merchants of immense wealth, who, 
living under a despotism, had no other resource but pleasure seeking. 

However, the comforts he envied were not to exist for his entertain- 
ment. As he went to bed that first night in the palace of Count Salty- 
koff, a relative of the Czar, alarms were being given throughout the 
doomed city, whose residents had already been evacuated by the 
Russians. Yet he snatched some sleep, until he was waked early in the 
morning at the orders of Daru and told to seek headquarters for the 
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commissaries elsewhere. A heavy pall of smoke filled the air so that It 
was hard to breathe. In the street outside, French soldiers and his own 
servants were busy looting wine, silks, money, from houses about to 
take fire. They were already drunk and fell to brawling. Beyle was 
forced to draw his sword to separate the looters. 

With the fire spreading rapidly over one side of the city, he ordered 
the soldiers under his command to carry out stores of flour and fodder 
from the buildings and load them into wagons. In a letter of October 
4, 1812, he relates: 

The soldiers made believe they were being very busy, they had the air of 
working hard, and in reality did almost nothing. It is thus that they carry on 
everywhere and all over the army; and this causes trouble. 

The soldiers preferred to burden their vehicles with looted silver and 
linen instead of flour! Thus, in his hurried observations on the scene, 
Beyle made clear to himself the cause of the Napoleonic debacle, and 
contributes his clear evidence to the mass of often conflicting accounts 
of the 1812 invasion. 

That day there occurred a strange bit of private drama ordained 
by the long arm of coincidence. Beyle had gone with his comrades to 
take refuge in a large club building near the Saltykoff palace, when a 
tall woman rushed up to him at the door, threw herself at his feet, and 
begged his protection. She was Melanie Guilbert, his beloved of Mar- 
seille, eight years ago. Having gone to play in Italy, she had met a 
Russian nobleman named Barkoff who helped her to fulfill her dearest 
wish, which was to be married. 

Beyle, in uniform and plumed hat, conscious of how changed was 
his state, was aware that the situation was "of the highest ridiculous- 
ness.” Yet he took her under his wing, placing her, a fat Russian lady 
companion, and two weeping children in his crowded carriage, while 
he walked behind. In her exclamations of gratitude, he had time to 
notice, "there was not a trace of the natural - ” in her; she was ever the 
actress. 

The procession then set off; but several times they found their route 
blocked by sheets of flame. Eventually they made a half turn and 
avoided the fire to reach the outskirts of the city. There new commis- 
sary headquarters were set up in the villa of Prince Rostopchin, the 
fervent governor general of Moscow who led the people to set the 
torch to the capital and even to his own property. There had been 
moments of fear as they rode or walked slowly between flaming build- 
ings while sparks showered upon them. But Beyle, who showed him- 
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self a man of steady nerves, remarked in the letter he wrote on Octo- 
ber-4, 1812, that there was really no great danger inasmuch as the city 
then was burning only on one side. "Our movements were imperiled 
only by extreme tendencies to disorder.” 

Besides, he had rallied his spirits by doing a little discriminating pil- 
laging himself: a few precious books, consigned to the flames, had 
been snatched by him from the mansion he had occupied, among them 
a volume of Voltaire, and one of Lord Chesterfield's letters, a most 
improving work to read at such a crisis. 

The whole day was passed in the struggle to extricate men, horses, 
and supplies from the fire. At night, from the marble villa of Ros- 
topchin, two miles outside the city, he watched "the most beautiful 
conflagration in all the world, forming an immense pyramid which, 
like the prayers of the faithful, had its base on the earth and its sum- 
mit in the heavens.” All the luxurious pianos and sofas and marble 
Psyches of the red-tinted mansions of ancient Moscow were being con- 
sumed. "And above that pall of smoke and flame the moon suddenly 
rose.” 

By an erotic predisposition Beyle had always felt a thrill at the sight 
of flame or fireworks. And now, though sick and weary, he stood lost 
in rapture at that spectacle of superhuman, irruptive force, until he 
became aware of his fellow officers jabbering or making vulgar com- 
ments that wounded his sensibilities. 

"It was a most imposing sight,” he relates briefly, "but I should 
have preferred to be alone, or at least in the company of people who 
had the wit to appreciate it. Instead, what spoiled the whole Russian 
campaign for me was to have gone through it with men who would 
have belittled the Roman Colosseum or the Bay of Naples.” 

For some time he had been working twelve to fourteen hours a 
day despite a stomach disorder and a toothache. For all the debonair 
tone he affects in his letters it is plain that his heart is oppressed as 
he watches the carnival of drinking, looting, and destruction. Amid 
scenes of orgiastic horror, the soldiers struggle with each other for 
bottles of brandy, money, and movables, which they bear away in 
overburdened carts or on their shoulders. His personal servant, he 
notes in his journal, is drunk like the others and cannot be controlled 
or disciplined. "I saw new proof of the want of character in the 
French,” he comments. The "veneer” of civilization fell away. As he 
wrote somewhat later, on the road back, to his friend Faure, "I saw 
things that a sedentary author would not have seen in a thousand 
years.” 
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His attention had been so distracted by his duties that only hours 
later did he realize that Melanie and her party had disappeared from 
view, nobody knew where. (Four weeks later, when he had leisure 
again to reflect and remember, he made anxious inquiries concerning 
her and learned that, by some means, she had made her way to St. 
Petersburg and eventually, after long delays, to Paris. From what she 
had told him she had been unhappy with her Russian husband too. 
Solicitously he wrote from Moscow, on October 15, to friends of hers 
in Paris, offering his aid and the use of his home.) But soon he was 
engulfed in the unearthly disasters that overtook the armies of Na- 
poleon and, while he fought only to survive, the image of Melanie, 
like so many other apparitions of that nightmare season, was blotted 
from his mind. 


3 

The fire of Moscow burned for five days. On the 20th of Septem- 
ber, the French forces re-entered the city of charred ruins, four fifths 
of whose dwellings were razed and of whose monuments only the 
churches and the walled Kremlin remained. Henri Beyle did not wit- 
ness the lugubrious occupation of the eyeless capital, for during a 
week he lay sick at the commissaries' headquarters outside. 

Napoleon, the man of iron will and uncanny intelligence, now 
showed signs of increasing degeneration. Beyle’s letters were to be 
used as objective documents by later commentators, Russian as well 
as French, proving that Napoleon violated his own rules of success. 
He “corrupted the moral character of the army” by encouraging loot- 
ing, and then hesitated to impose the harsh discipline always previ- 
ously used. The earlier journals of Beyle give evidence of the enthusi- 
asm with which the Italians welcomed the French as liberators and re- 
formers. But in penetrating the frontier of Russia, Napoleon refused 
to consider freeing the serfs of the border provinces, the Lithuanians 
and White Russians, who might have fought under his banner, as 
Eugene Tarle, the Soviet historian, has pointed out. For the first time 
also, the Emperor, previously so thorough in obtaining intelligence 
and in organizing supply service, seemed uncertain of the conditions 
that faced him, puzzled as to the enemy’s intentions, full of hesitation 
over his next moves. The Russians, rallying under the aged Kutuzoff, 
concentrated reinforcements east of Moscow and made threatening 
moves on the northern and southern flanks of the French, while the 
Czar in St. Petersburg made no reply to suggestions of peace. Mean- 
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while, the first frosts of early October gave their warnings, and Na- 
poleon gave thought to improving his supplies. Then Henri Beyle, re- 
covered from his illness, was called before the great man in the Krem- 
lin together with other commissary officers to receive detailed orders. 
Sometimes he placed the scene of his interview in which the Emperor 
addressed him personally at the Kremlin, sometimes at another site 
outside of Moscow. On this occasion, at any rate, he was able to 
make close personal observation of the man who still then seemed to 
him the supreme master of logic, the mathematician in the sphere of 
action — 

whose sagacious and glittering mind saw'in every question aspects unnoticed by 
others, whose speech abounded in barbed words and picturesque images that 
seemed all the more striking because of the occasional incorrectness and foreign- 
ness of his language. 

To Beyle was assigned the task of raising “an immense amount of 
food'" to be held in reserve, in the region of Smolensk, to which he 
proceeded with an armed convoy and three million rubles. With a 
long baggage train, some cavalry, and fifteen hundred wounded men, 
he left Moscow on October 17 for the journey to Smolensk. Two days 
later the main French army began to move out of Moscow to fight 
Kutuzoffs menacing forces at Malojaroslavetz; then, after this costly 
engagement, broke off to begin the retreat Napoleon so belatedly 
ordered. 

Beyle, who, with most others, still believed that the Emperor in- 
tended to march upon St. Petersburg, had his difficulties en route to 
Smolensk. At sunset each day the Cossacks in their rear would begin 
their harassing raids. The journey of only 240 miles lasted three weeks, 
and one night the French all gave themselves up for lost, being at- 
tacked on all sides by what seemed superior forces of Cossacks and 
peasants. The wounded officer in command ordered his men to lighten 
their baggage and prepare to range themselves in a hollow square and 
fight their way out the next morning. “Although I had retained much 
hope/ J Beyle wrote to Mme. Daru, Hike all the others during that 
night, I rendered up the account of my lifeT Ruefully he reproached 
himself for having pursued his ambitions as far as the boundless and 
inhospitable plains of Russia, and also “for not having had the wit to 
tell you how much I am devoted to you/' 

But at dawn, armed to the teeth, they marched forward into a dense 
fog in which Russians were nowhere visible, having disappeared as 
mysteriously as they had arrived. Beyle minimized the alarms as “ridicu- 
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lous >;l ; "but the Russians had captured their food, severe frosts had 
come, the wounded died in great number every day, and the others 
were forced to live on a few potatoes with army biscuit. 

After November 9 Beyle ranged about between Smolensk and 
Bobruisk and other towns, vigorously gathering up stores of flour and 
distributing bread, "so infinitely precious under the circumstances." 
Napoleon, he said, "expects miracles of us." Daru afterward compli- 
mented Beyle in the name of the Emperor and promised him a decora- 
tion. But the whole plan of retreat was one of inconceivable folly, 
since the French forces marched over territory they previously devas- 
tated, instead of seeking another route. 

The first phase of the retreat, up to the crossing of the Berezina 
River, saw no suffering because of cold, Beyle relates. The weather 
indeed was rather mild, although they felt the want of food keenly. 
Later, in December, came the fearful cold. Throughout the first phase 
of the homeward- journey, while order was still preserved, Beyle, at 
any rate, behaved with unusual firmness. On one of the worst morn- 
ings endured by the now ragged Grande Armee — according to a story 
retold later by Prosper Merimee — he turned up at Darn's headquar- 
ters for orders, carefully shaved and perfectly groomed in his only 
uniform. Count Daru, an old veteran who showed an imperturbable 
sang-froid himself, exclaimed: "Beyle, you are a man of stout heart!" 

The passage of the Berezina by pontoon bridge was begun in good 
order on November 26, though Russian horsemen harried the con- 
gested column from both sides. It was on the following day that Beyle 
arrived in a carriage, bearing with him a wounded fellow officer named 
Bergognie. Panic was gaining over the fleeing French; horses and ve- 
hicles rode over those who had fallen on the bridge — for the rear 
guard was soon to be withdrawn. But Beyle, overcoming the objections 
of his companion, drove downstream to a ford which he had been told 
was perfectly passable and rode across without trouble. The wounded 
officer later told Merimee that he owed his life to the coolness^of 
Beyle. 

In the days that followed he lost all but the clothes he wore and 
lived on bread and water. After fifty days on the road to Vilna, what 
was left of the French force was so wretched in appearance that old 
friends failed to recognize each other as they met on the road. Many 
of them, struggling on to die in the snow, with their pockets full of 
gold, did not behave well in their last extremities. He too felt himself 
reduced to the level of the beast when, one lucky day, finding a heap 
of potatoes, he knelt and prayed before it. At fortified Vilna the sur- 
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vivors used the frozen corpses of their comrades to fill breaches in the 
walls. 

On one day that he recalls as being December 4, IS 12, the cold 
seemed twice as intense as before, and everyone had a look of mad- 
ness. In such a moment one thought only of the danger and not of 
pity for others. Suddenly he himself felt as if he were about to faint, 
but by a supreme effort roused himself and bent all his will upon 
lashing his carriage horses forward, gaining several miles and reach- 
ing the head of the column he was traveling with. Thus he was one of 
the first to arrive at the next town, Maladechno, where he found three 
fresh horses; and this alone enabled him to reach Vilna alive. After a 
brief halt there he hastened to Konigsberg, where he was nearly 
drowned when the sledge he rode broke through the ice of the Frisches 
Haff. 

"I saved myself by force of will, for I saw many around me give 
up hope and perish/* he wrote in a letter from Konigsberg, Decem- 
ber 28, 1812. Later he added that "logic" also helped, since he had 
his favorite maxims always ready for any emergency; while others 
hesitated, he always appeared with his mind composed and with a 
plan of action that he followed. Nor did he ever believe for a mo- 
ment that he would die. 

At Konigsberg, he recovered health and spirits; hearing a Mozart 
opera "superbly sung" aided greatly in the process. 

He had lost all his baggage, including the manuscript of a projected 
book, and the extensive journals written in Russia and in Germany. 
Only a few graphic letters he wrote remain to give direct evidence of 
the retreat from Mascow. 

"The interior of souls that I saw in the retreat disgusted me forever 
with the armed imbeciles who compose an army," he wrote after- 
ward. He thought that "the pleasures of the snow in Russia" must have 
numbed all passion in him. Even Italy and Gina seemed only chimeras 
now. A month after reaching Konigsberg, he was in Paris again, just 
thirty years of age, but prematurely gray. "The only nice thing about 
it all was that it made me thin," he laughed. 


4 

As the retreat from Moscow marked the ebbing tide of Napoleon's 
fortunes, so did it mark the beginning of the retreat from glory, or 
ambition, for Beyle. 
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After his first month in Russia, he had written to a friend in Paris : 

How man changes! That thirst I once had to see everything is all satiated; 
since I saw Milan and Italy, all that I see repels me by its ugliness. . . . Some- 
times I am at the point of tears. ... In this ocean of barbarism not a sound 
that speaks to me ! Everything is gross, vile, stinking, from a physical and moral 
point of view. . . . Ambition means nothing more to me; the bluest cordon 
would not be recompense for the mire in which I am buried now. - 

And in a letter from Moscow there was the sentence, like a re- 
minder : 

7hink of amusing yourself , life is short. Drink in the pleasures of Paris, like the 
deer quenching his thirst. 

He returned to the old rounds in 1813: the dinner parties with 
bachelor friends, the soirees at Mime. Daru's or the Countess Beugnot's; 
then to the plump arms of Angelina Bereyter at midnight. Even Mela- 
nie was back again that fateful season. Yet all this helped not. 

Something had died in him during those months of horror and suf- 
fering that were to have been his payment for new promotions and 
new glory. His faith in the Napoleonic system, in his own fine schemes, 
even in the value of the society ornamented by the Darus, was dying. 

He had coveted rewards like the other members of the army of 
functionaries serving Bonaparte, and felt he had thoroughly earned 
the commendation of his superiors for his services. When, on March 
19, 1813, the Journal Offidel listed the names of men now being ad- 
vanced in the public service, thirteen new prefects were named, and 
he not among them; he also found that two of his young "acolytes" in 
Russia, the two auditors who had served under him, had been raised 
to the office of mattre de recjuetes, a degree higher than his own secre- 
tarial office of auditor at the Council of State. He who had performed 
such important and hazardous missions in Russia had been passed 
over in favor of others who had stayed at home. And the Darus seemed 
to offer only scant encouragement to his hope of being appointed as 
a subprefect in Rome, or to a prefecture even "in some hole with six 
thousand inhabitants/' Indeed Mme. Daru seemed positively cold to 
him, which increased his gloom. "Leaving her house, I felt my ambi- 
tion declining/' he writes on March 18, 1813. "All at once I saw that 
the great places were unattainable for me/' 

Failure of promotion he tended to associate in his mind with his 
renewed "disgrace" at Mme. Darn's. A great lady of Paris givetK and 
she taketh away. For it was largely her personal favor that had per- 
mitted his swift climb in the Napoleonic hierarchy. 
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But early in April came news of the resumption of war, after an 
armistice, between reviving Prussia and France. Once more Napoleon, 
with unflagging energy, raised an army of 200,000 men, though France 
(and Europe) still mourned the fearful man-power losses of 1812. 
Then, despite the ominous pressure of Wellington in Spain, the Em- 
peror hastened to Saxony to make head against the combined Russian 
and German onslaught. 

Beyle was recovered in health, but like his compatriots extremely 
war-weary when orders came on April 15, 1813, to report for service, 
as commissary, with a division on the Silesian front. Soon he was 
pounding along across Germany on the road to Dresden. Rage was 
in his heart. “I am going to be turned into a barbarian . . .” he told 
himself grimly. “A barbarian, lost to the arts!” 


5 

He was by now thoroughly sick of war, “soused, begging your par- 
don, like a man who has taken too much punch and feels obliged to 
vomit it up.” 

Inwardly rebellious, melancholy as well, he nevertheless used his 
eyes during this campaign in Saxony in which Napoleon, at bay, 
turned fiercely upon the Allies gathering at the borders of his shrink- 
ing Empire. At Dresden, Beyle joined the main body of the French 
forces, as usual riding in the rear with trains of supplies, engineering 
equipment, and baggage carts. 

“There I was,” he relates, “comfortably installed in an elegant 
coach, while traveling in the midst of the complicated movements of 
an army of 140,000 that was driving back another army of 160,000, 
with accompaniment of Cossacks on the flanks.” 

He had come to despise militarism; many of the heroes of the war 
. in Russia were but “scared chickens” to him. Without being insensi- 
tive to the dramatic events he witnessed, it was nevertheless, as Meri- 
mee remarks, their bizarre or grotesque effects that he enjoyed com- 
memorating. The unexpected and the comic always caught his eye as 
well as the moments of horror. His determination to write was re- 
peatedly frustrated, yet he observed, gathered precious experience. 
As Pierre Martino has written of him : 

The existence of most of our men of letters, his contemporaries, was passed 
before a writing table, in parlors, in the circles of literary men; whereas a bitter 
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sense of experience, a brutal candor, a harsh vision of life springs everywhere 
from the pages of Stendhal, even from his first works; he feels a need to com- 
pensate for his own memories . . . after so much suffering and so many 
approaches to death. 2 

In June 1813, during the brief armistice following the fierce con- 
flicts along the Elbe and Spree rivers, Napoleon redeployed his forces 
for "aggressive defense/' and established various centers or strong 
points with an intendant supplying the needs of each army group sta- 
tioned there. Henri Beyle was named by Napoleon intendant of the 
fortified city of Sagan, in Silesia, to which he was proceeding with a 
supply column when attacked by a raiding party of Cossacks on May 
24, 1813. 

His description of the affair assumed a certain notoriety many years 
later, when his friend Merimee retold it in his own words as an ex- 
ample of the clownery that also marches in the paths of glory. The 
long supply train, guarded by "fifteen hundred French soldiers/' his 
tale ran, entered a ravine road near Reicheribach, in Saxony, when it 
was suddenly attacked in the rear by "five or six" young Cossacks, 
none of whom appeared over twenty years old. (Beyle sometimes 
changed this to "twenty-two Cossacks.") The officers and soldiers 
were instantly thrown into a terrible panic, he declares, and gave the 
alarm of an ambuscade by thousands of Russians. Some of the soldiers 
did nothing, others took to their heels. The fat Beyle, unarmed, with 
only one boot on, started to decamp, carrying the other boot under 
his arm. Only two gendarmes in the rear guard showed some firmness. 
While the Russians detached the quartermaster carriages of Daru, and 
rode off with them, these two stopped in their flight and used their 
muskets. One fired at the Cossacks; the other, with the best inten- 
tions in the world, fired at his fellow gendarme's horse, killing it and 
bringing the other man down. The single hero of the affair, however, 
denied that he had done anything to deserve glory, fearing that any- 
one known to have participated in a rout would be ordered executed 
by Napoleon. 

This affair, which Beyle in later years enjoyed recalling, with many 
adornments, at the time, led to an investigation, in which he gave much 
soberer testimony. There had been signs of a mutinous disposition 
among the troops, as well as of panic, he charges in his formal declara- 
tion, dated at Gorlitz, May 24, 1813. Serious reflections are also 
made on the combat officers in command. Actually there were only 

’Martino: Stendbal, p. 40. 
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150 guards (not fifteen hundred) and 110 of these were unruly 
German conscripts from Westphalia. 

It was significant of the renewed passion for detail now shown hy 
Napoleon that he caused the commissary Beyle to be brought into 
his presence at his provisory headquarters near Gorlitz. While the great 
man, standing by a window, listened with frowning mien, barely look- 
ing at him, and nervously turning the metal lever controlling the shut- 
ters, Beyle made his verbal report. “I had a long conversation with 
His Majesty/' he wrote to his sister a few days later, on June 9, 1813. 
Afterward, in his unfinished study of Napoleon, he remarked in his 
dedication : “Sire, do you remember the soldier who took you by the 
buttonhole at Gorlitz? . . ." 

The Emperor disciplined the officers involved, and the incident was 
hushed up for the time. Its importance lay in its hint of the increas- 
ing disaffection of the German allies in the army, the last of whom, 
Saxons and Bavarians, finally changed sides at the great battle of 
Leipzig, in October. 

A few days before his meeting with the Emperor, on May 21, 1813, 
Beyle had witnessed from close by what military authorities have con- 
sidered one of the most brilliantly engineered of all Napoleon's last 
engagements, the Battle of Bautzen, which was marked by most com- 
plex and skillful maneuvers, though the French were too weakened to 
follow up their victory over the allied German and Russian armies. 
Others have written of battles as if they could be everywhere in the 
thick of the fight and also at headquarters observing a chart and re- 
ceiving the dispatches of couriers. Beyle, looking on calmly from be- 
hind the lines, nevertheless gives his impressions as the combatant re- 
ceives them, amid the haste, the interruptions, the disorder of real bat- 
tle. It is the “fog of battle” that he describes, honestly and realistically, 
in his brief diaries of 1813, as in his later word painting of Waterloo 
(which was based on hisview of Bautzen) . 

He was not always in time for the battle itself, owing to his quarter- 
master duties; but now he pushed forward, driven by curiosity, along 
with some staff officers. A French division at one flank had been sur- 
prised and driven back, and there was Napoleon himself riding up, 
and black with wrath; Beyle could see him grimacing and swearing 
at some of his generals who were ordered to return to the charge : 

We reached a little knoll covered with blocks of broken and scattered granite; 
to the right we saw our mounted scouts very close to us, and we were about to 
withdraw after fifteen minutes’ conversation with our post commandant, when 
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suddenly we perceived a great movement of cavalry, and His Majesty coming 
behind us, on the left. We went back; everyone was preparing for battle; the 
troops headed toward the left, following the movements of the Emperor, and 
otner columns swung to the right toward wooded hills. I had a great deal of 
trouble in inducing those mean little souls (my fellow officers) to come out 
and see the battle. We were able to distinguish Bautzen perfectly from the top 
of the slope against which it is situated. We saw very well from twelve to three 
o'clock. The pleasure consists in one’s being somewhat moved at the certainty 
that something one understands to be terrible is going on before our eyes. The 
majestic sound of the cannon contributes much to this effect. The sound is en- 
tirely in accord with the sight. If cannon produced the sound of a whistle it 
seems to me it would not cause so much emotion. . . . 

He describes the final advance of the troops of Marshals Oudinot 
and Macdonald, driving the Allies across the Spree River, while the 
enemy resisted with stubbornness, his sharpshooters firing from above 
a tileworks in the valley. Someone points to a “hollow square" form- 
ing itself in the distant background. But how can one be certain, Beyle 
asks? “One sees a great deal with the imagination" during a battle. 
Perhaps it*s only a hedgerow? 

Even these casual notes have the quality of the highest accuracy. 
They indicate the brilliant military innovations Napoleon used in his 
later phase, when the Allies were already accustomed to his earlier tac- 
tics : the dependence upon cavalry and advance guards in the opening 
stage of battle to engage the enemy and hold him in position; the for- 
mation of the balaxWon carre or massed reserve in the rear, ready to 
maneuver in any desired direction and strike the mortal blow. 

At Sagan, serving under General de Latour-Maubourg, Beyle ruled 
like a “king" over ? fortress city, administering the “government" as 
well as the supplies for the military garrison. “I reign," he wrote in a 
letter of July 1813, “and like all kings sometimes yawn a little." The 
work was strenuous and performed during long hours, with a few clerks 
and assistants. But typhus raged in Silesia and Saxony, four hundred 
persons being stricken in his small city that summer, and the intendant 
too finally sank under its contagion. Soon he was so weakened by 
prolonged fever that he felt himself as near death as he had ever been 
during the retreat from Russia. After nearly four weeks of fever and 
delirium, a replacement was found for him, and he was permitted to 
move back to Dresden for further medical treatment. 

On recovering a little strength, he dragged himself to the opera in 
Dresden, where the music he most craved, that of the “divine" Cima- 
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rosa, was being played. The consequences were a relapse into delirium. 
“I weep and laugh alone in my room over mere nothings/' he wrote 
while he lay convalescing. Permission was now given him by Darn to 
return to France for several months, and he arrived in Paris in August 
looking extremely pale and almost thin. But he did not stay there, for 
his longing was to return to min cara Italia whose warmth alone, he 
believed, might restore his shattered health. While the Due de Cadore, 
his superior in Paris, amiably looked the other way, he made off for 
Milan, which he reached on September 7, 1813. 


6 

It was raining as he arrived ; yet from the moment when he glimpsed 
the famous cathedral spire his fever left him, he felt warm again. 
“Italy,” he said, “renders me more like myself.” 

Two years had passed since his “victory” over the sibylline Gina. 
He did not hasten to her, but permitted three days to elapse before he 
called. In the period since he had left Milan she had written him twice, 
urging him to return, and he had not even answered her. A cloud had 
passed over their love. 

In the fragments of his journal that survived his stay in Moscow, in 
1812, he related that by chance he had encountered his old comrade 
in arms, Louis Joinville, the former lover of Mme. Pietragrua. It was 
their first meeting in many years, and though Beyle liked Joinville, he 
was always prone to a quite Shakespearean jealousy. He could not but 
remember that Joinville, a genial but prosaic fellow, had possessed 
her before him, while he, a callow youth of seventeen, looked on envi- 
ously. Joinville spoke of her in Moscow as an ordinary woman, not 
given to fidelity. A few words of gossip exchanged in Moscow, added 
to reports that reached him later in Paris, made him think perhaps to 
close the chapter, leaving the perfect happiness of his Milan adven- 
ture untarnished in his memory. In his present state of broken health 
he almost feared the renewal of his old passion for her. 

Yet the rain stopped, glowing skies soon returned, the jovial Mila- 
nese friends who, he wrote, “have loved me all these twelve years” re- 
freshed his spirits. His mood of “melancholy indifference” dissolved as 
he walked in those picture galleries he loved, or drove out into the 
lush countryside neighboring Milan. On the third day of his visit, he 
sent her a message, the answer to which he read with great relief. 
No, she was not alienated from him; she was ready to receive him 
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again. As a signal, the window of her house would be open a little the 
next morning. 

They saw each other again, she dropped some tears, looked dramatic 
and “sibylline" — so that he wished she might be painted on the spot 
by some skilled artist in all her Italian beauty — and speedily they were 
reconciled. It was she who pardoned him — was he not a wandering 
lover who had journeyed a thousand miles away and answered no let- 
ters? Their first interview extended itself for eight hours! 

September 15, 1813 : I must admit however, to be truthful, that I do not feel 
the intoxication of 1811. My health, though recovering, has improved slowly, 
and then the effect of novelty and ten years 3 separation were not present [this 
time]. But I have reached, it seems to me, that second period of love where there 
is growing intimacy, mutual confidence, and naturalness. 

She had a way with her. His apprehensions, his vague suspicions 
were banished for the moment. 

Yet his mind could never rest; piercing regrets and jealousies goaded 
it awake again and again, turning upon itself, probing itself with an 
unsleeping eye. 

September 25 : In the midst of my transports, I was suddenly stopped short 
by a sterility and a desolating sense of cold, whose cause I suspected was the 
following : 

She had too much feeling to be severe in the choice of the lovers who pleased 
her (Joinville and myself). It was not by their merits but by her own senti- 
ments that she was moved. As to my jealousy over that, in order to cure myself 
of it, I must consider that she might well have reason to feel jealous of 
[Melanie], and yet how wrong she would be. 

But the Othello-like emotions, the doubts of his own adequacy, the 
fear of new rivals return again and again. Surely, he tells himself, he 
should be content, and he recalls Beaumarchais' dictum: “In every 
form of possession, ownership is nothing, enjoyment is everything." 
And Joinville had thought Angiola but an “ordinary woman"! Which 
proved only that Beyle had far more sensibility. 

Then, like the youthful Faust, he would console himself, seeking to 
forget all but the illusion of the moment: “No, love is a fortunate 
fever. Nothing remains when it has passed. Must I, then, feel wretched 
at having meant no more to her than Louis Joinville?" 

Her movements remained as mystifying as ever to him. She would 
be forced to leave on hurried journeys, warning him not to follow her 
but to remain in Milan lest he awaken the wrath of her little husband. 
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Yet after she had been gone a week to some refuge in the mountains, 
Beyle perceived that her husband was still in Milan. 

Why did she not write him? “Has she another lover?'" was his tor- 
menting thought. He must perhaps follow them and kill the other man. 
But instead, he had the notion to take a journey to Venice so as to 
feed her jealousy or suspicion. For a week he loitered in the Piazza 
San Marco, or dreamed of her by the Grand Canal in moonlight, then 
returned to Milan to find, surely enough, an urgent note calling him 
to her side. 

“Sono felice he writes briefly in his journal, for she enchants him 
again. Though she appears at their assignation wearing a heavy veil, 
“she is more beautiful than ever"; and he adds in English: “Yester- 
day true proof of Love." Fie is ready to do her bidding in every re- 
gard. If she needs money for her sudden journeys he gallantly gives it 
to her. If her son of sixteen must voyage to Lyons to study there, he 
furnishes three hundred francs for the cost of the trip, and letters of 
introduction. He submits himself, determined to live, to live with pas- 
sion and then to forget. For as he reasons in his journal: “Is it your 
business to describe your life or to live it?" 

But while the still convalescing Beyle sighed or tossed in the buxom 
arms of Gina in his beautiful room on the old square of Belgiojoso, 
Europe thundered with the Battle of the Nations at Leipzig. The Allies 
then pushed as far as the Rhine and threatened the borders of France 
herself, while the Emperor issued his last calls for the defense of the 
fatherland. At Milan, still a dominion of Napoleon, terror spread at 
the rumor of approaching Austrian and Russian troops, and Gina and 
her son took refuge in Pavia. He writes, October 27, 1§13: 

In view of the bad turn of affairs in France, I am leaving. . . . Have been 
sleeping with all my arms beside me. . . . There is a sort of panic in the city. 
The appearance of tv/ o Cossacks would cause everyone to flee Milan. 

Out of the vortex of continental warfare, he had stolen a few hours 
of love and also some hours to write more chapters of the history of 
Painting in Italy, which was to him more important than any martial 
career. 


7 

In the national emergency that existed at the end of 1813, Napoleon 
dispatched senators and councillors of state to their home districts 
as extraordinary commissars, authorized to raise home guards, arm 
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them, and direct the defense of the country* With them went auditors, 
or secretaries of the Council of State, who acted as their aides. To 
Grenoble, commanding the Isere Valley, the Haute-Savoie, and the 
Simplon and Leman passes over the Alps, was sent the aged senator, 
Count de Saint- Vallier, and with him as his deputy, Henri Beyle, who, 
it was thought, would function most effectively in his native town. 

Beyle had been expecting promotion to a prefecture in Le Mans or 
Toulouse in reward for his arduous services in Russia and Germany. 
The thought of returning to the "general headquarters of pettiness/' 
as he called Grenoble, filled him with pain and indignation, which he 
vented one day before Mme. Daru, his patroness. And she exclaimed: 
"If not for this cursed invasion, you would have been made a prefect 
in some great city/' Even before he departed for Grenoble, his sister 
Pauline, a woman of sound judgment, warned him that this mission 
might turn out badly for him. "She saw well the character of the dung 
heap into which I was falling/' he remarked later. 

He rode into Grenoble by diligence on a moonlit night, January 
6, 1814, sore at heart, yet busily turning over in his mind all the meas- 
ures that must be taken for the defense of the region. Without joy 
he met his father, whom he nowadays privately called "my bastard." 
He disliked his father because he always whined about his extrava- 
gance. He would have disliked him, if it were possible, even more in- 
tensely, had he known that Cherubin Beyle had mortgaged away al- 
most his entire patrimony, for the sake of his own extravagant specu- 
lations. His sister Pauline he still cared for, and he also enjoyed her 
vivacious companion and confidante, whom he called "Mme. Derville" 
(after whom he undoubtedly modeled the character of the same name 
in 7he Red and the Black ) . But aside from the walks he took with these 
two ladies, and the companionship of his old school friend Remain 
Colorhb, now also a government functionary, he had no amusements 
in Grenoble. For the sake of peace of mind and solitude he soon de- 
camped from his father's house and rented a furnished room in the 
center of town. 

During the next two months, as conditions grew tense, Beyle was 
constantly absorbed in the administration of the Seventh Military 
Division, as it was styled. Urgent decisions had to be made, con- 
scripts must be rounded up and armed, conflicting orders were to be 
worked out, proclamations and appeals issued to the Dauphinois. AH 
this was done in the name of the aged Saint-Vallier,. but in reality it 
was his deputy, Beyle, according to the eyewitness Romain Colomb, 
who wrote the necessary public papers, countersigned them, and acted 
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for the old senator. As the Austrians began to penetrate the pass lead- 
ing from Geneva to Chambery, Beyle, accompanied by Romain 
Cofomb, went up to the mountain fortifications at Carouge to supervise 
the disposition of the defending troops and the conduct of their com- 
manding officers. Night bombardment made it impossible to sleep; 
lack of supplies, the discontent of the population, the bitter quarrel- 
ing among the officers, made him wearier still . 3 

That in this dark hour he behaved with his usual energy is shown by 
ah official report of his chief. Saint- Vallier, in which a request was 
made for the decoration of his deputy. “Monsieur de Belle [sic] is all 
alone with me/' runs the letter, “worn down with fatigue by working 
night and day; he has also given other notable services which entitle 
him to the regard of the Emperor. If these decorations [blue cordon 
and Cross of the Reunion] were sent to me, I think it would produce 
a good effect .” 4 

Though weary of war and taxes, the Dauphinois fought bravely 
again in these final hours of invasion. The fathers of Beyle's school 
friends, old men of seventy, rallied to the colors, and came to him to 
offer their old swords and fowling pieces. The tight-fisted peasants 
brought gifts of wine and bread to the conscripts. Crisis and panic 
were dealt with in all-night councils over which he presided effec- 
tively as the Austrians approached the Grande Chartreuse and Lyons. 
He himself was carried away by patriotic ardor in this heroic season 
of his life when, as chief of staff to the septuagenarian Saint- Vallier, he 
virtually commanded the defense of two hundred miles of France’s 
mountain border, almost the last front to capitulate. 

“It was the moment in his life that was noblest,” remarks Chuquet, 
usually his severest critic, “and of which he has told us least. In all his 
voluminous self-confessions there are only a few words on this as- 
signment, and these speak of his vexation and disgust at his towns- 
people.” 

The difficulty was that he worked, fought, and issued decrees among 
the folk who were not impressed by his splendid, gold-braided quar- 
termaster’s uniform, but remembered him as an odd, “wild young 
fellow” of whose misdoings and scandals local gossip delighted to prat- 
tle. Moreover, he had acquired certain pretensions: at some stage of 
his career, when he had administered large towns in foreign lands, his 
superiors had used the form “de Beyle” in addressing him, and he him- 


S R. Colomb: Notice, pp. 29-30. 

4 Chuquet, StendbaUBeyte, p. 139. 
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self used it in signing public documents. It was a display of vanity such 
as he often decried in his French compatriots. Now his sharp-witted 
townspeople knew that his father's title of noble was non-hereditary, 
and to make sport of his little pretensions they defaced some procla- 
mations he signed as "de Beyle" that were posted on the walls of their 
city. Colomb recalls that they did so with insulting or even obscene 
remarks. 

His eyes were everywhere. He raised money, ammunition, reluctant 
conscripts from an exhausted population. Using the arts of diplomacy, 
he went even to the priests, whom he always believed disloyal, and 
persuaded them to preach rousing sermons when the people seemed 
increasingly disaffected. During the nights of danger, when news came 
that Chambery had fallen, he showed the calm of a man who had 
passed through many trials, a sang-froid in accord with his "logic." 
Meanwhile the local luminaries, prefects, and mayors, with whom he 
labored, irritated him to the point of savage mockery — but only in 
the privacy of his letters and journals. His disappointment at the de- 
lay in receiving recognition for his services, as requested by the com- 
mandant at Grenoble — on this point he himself was supremely vain — 
also made him almost physically ill. 

With the consent of his chief, he departed for Paris bearing military 
dispatches, though well aware that the capital itself was about to fall. 
Ostensibly his object was to lay a report before the Emperor and ap- 
peal for reinforcements. He also pretended that, in the emergency 
threatening the dynasty, his presence in Paris as inspector of the Crown 
furnishings might be required. In truth he was fed up to the depths of 
his inconstant soul. Nor must the little matter of the defaced bulletins, 
by which his thin-skinned dignity was attaint, be forgotten. 

En route to Paris he was forced to detour to the west of Orleans, 
already taken by the Russians in late March 1814. "At Orleans, h^ 
despaired for his country, which is to say for the Empire [that] had 
eclipsed the fatherland!" reads one of his numerous brief Testaments. 

He arrived in Paris on March 29, in time to see the Empress and 
the infant King of Rome leave the Tuileries palace, while the Senate 
debated over the demand for the abdication of the Emperor. He wan- 
dered the streets, observing how silent, weary, and apathetic the peo- 
ple seemed, while the ponderous imperial dynasty and all its "inso- 
lent agents" were being swept away. He saw old men and women 
weeping, as reports of the Emperor's capitulation came. Yet in the 
Tuileries Gardens he heard young Parisian fops, who looked as if 
they had never done any fighting, laughing and jesting lightly over 
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the reverses in the national fortunes. He himself, proceeding to the 
boulevards, gazed in a sort of stupor at the heights of the Montmar- 
tre, whence the brisk sound of the last musket fire could be heard, as 
the Russians fought their way into Paris. But he had seen so much of 
this sort of thing! 
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Escape to Italy 


In that period ... I felt that one had the chance of showing 
some merit only through being oneself, while to succeed in Paris 
one needed, above all, to be like the others. 

— Stendhal 

1 FELL with Napoleon in April 1814,” Beyle tells us in Henri Tindard. 
“I went to Italy to live. . . ” The year 1 814, year of the collapse of 
the Empire, marked his own fall from a life of high favor, he was 
fond of saying afterward. “Choking with scorn/ 5 he had watched the 
Bourbon king and his retinue of emigre nobles and priests ride into Paris 
at the invitation of the foreign conquerors. Then the lights went out 
over France; then began the reprisals against the Bonapartists and the 
partisans of the French Revolution that by 1815 recalled somewhat the 
Terror under the Republic. The cowards and turncoats now hastened 
to sign an oath of allegiance to the restored Bourbon king, eager but to 
be “pardoned 55 and retain property, emoluments, and place. Henri 
Beyle, who had reached a fairly high rank in the Napoleonic hierarchy, • 
chose instead to take flight from a society plunged into reaction. 
Abandoning all his previous advantages of public office, even refusing 
important posts offered him under the Bourbons, he embraced a life of 
obscure poverty, a self-imposed exile in Italy. In July 1814, three 
months after Louis XVIII had been established on his throne, Beyle 
quietly slipped out of Paris and hurried to Milan, where he lived for 
long years as if determined to have nothing to do with his native land. 

Was there ever a greater piece of folly? All his friends and relatives 
stayed in France, simply changed their allegiance, and flourished as 
before. No one threatened Henri Beyle, as no one molested Pierre Daru. 
All he needed to do was to wait for things to blow over in order to 
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win some sinecure in the public service again. But to leave one's coun- 
try out of "disgust" and "indignation" was unheard of. 

Yet such is the story as he has told it, and upon this beau gesie is 
built the legend of Stendhal's flight toward liberty that has adhered 
to his name and glory. It was, in former times, something of a scandal 
in the history of French letters. For how few great French writers have 
had the folly to exile themselves voluntarily from la grande' nation , 
to quit the comforts of the City of Light for some obscure provincial 
town or some distant wilderness? In the nineteenth century only the 
poet Rimbaud was to insult French tradition and French parochialism 
so rudely. 

"Accustomed as I was to Napoleon" — and "I who always adored 
Napoleon" — are some of the phrases he used in his memoirs to con- 
vey the scorn he felt for the men of the Restoration. His friend Count 
Beugnot, for instance, who had switched over to become prefect of 
police under Louis XVIII, offered him the task of provisioning hungry 
Paris in 1814, but he refused it, according to his own account. How- 
ever, such an offer could not have been made unless he had signed the 
oath of allegiance, as so many of Napoleon's officers did. Now recent 
scholarship, since 1890, when Henri Brulard appeared posthumously, 
has easily unearthed the document containing Henri Beyle's oath of 
allegiance to the monarchy, dated April 19, 1814. Also evidence that 
before leaving for Italy he made some efforts to be returned to the 
public service, by obtaining letters to Talleyrand and other dignitaries. 1 

Was he, then, by his self-willed exile a heroic enemy of royalism, or 
only a "disappointed office seeker," as the detractors of Stendhal have 
called him? His own accounts, usually so unsparingly honest, are con- 
tradictory or confusing on this point. In Stendhal's behavior nothing is 
simple. 

It was certainly not as a romantic partisan of Napoleon that he took 
flight. His cult of Bonapartism does not seem to have been so strong in 
1814 as it became long afterward, when the great man was dead. 

His cousin Colomb, who was with him in Paris in 1814, declares that 
Beyle surprised him by showing actual pleasure at the downfall of 
“the despot who had stolen France's liberties." Moreover, the Bour- 
bons began by establishing a constitutional monarchy, in imitation of 
England; and Beyle, according to Colomb, actually showed a certain 
contentment with these "semblances of liberalism." When Napoleon 
burst forth from Elba and landed in France again early the following 

X A- Chuquet, StendbaWBeyle , Appendix, p. 513; Farges, Stendbal V iplomate, p. 2 55; cf. also Corre- 
spondance , Vol. V, Letter of July 18, 1814. 
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year, Henri Beyle did not move to join his banner. On the historic day 
of Waterloo he was in Venice, in the arms of the voluptuous Gina. 

Before he left for Italy, he wrote his sister Pauline, on May 7, 1814, 
a letter pointing out that he could no longer count on living in the style 
to which he was accustomed. "To live here in poverty is impossible for 
me, connected as I am, almost exclusively, with rich people. ... I 
am going to sell everything and leave Paris forever/' Thus pride also 
entered into his calculations. 

Yet the more we examine it, the more does Beyle's '"escape" to Italy 
seem an honest and courageous action, one that does him great honor 
and that has had a profound influence upon his intellectual followers. 

This fateful decision was long prepared : to understand it we must 
go back nearly two years to the time when he was in Moscow and his 
letter of August 24, 1812, which showed the extent of his alienation. 
He had by then consecrated long years to ambition, denying his own 
political Jacobinism and his own moral philosophy which bade him 
always: "Be thyself!" Ambition had led him to the nightmare horrors 
of the invasion, plunged him into an "ocean of barbarism." He himself 
acknowledged, as he wrote to his friend Faure, having committed a 
"sin against Beylism.” Instead of devoting himself to music, to writing, 
to love, to the forthright quest of happiness, he had betrayed himself. 
He had hoped that Napoleon was the agency by which the work of the 
Revolution was to be accomplished: the destruction of feudalism. In 
the words of Chateaubriand, Napoleon had seemed "like Mahomet with 
his sword and Koran, marching with arms in one hand and the rights- 
of-man in the other." But the sword of the modern Caesar, whom 
Beyle had served up to 1814, had become a law unto itself. As he said 
later in one of his memorable phrases: "The saber kills the spirit." 

What he saw in France, as he watched the return of the old order, 
and waited in antechambers for some official appointment, undoubtedly 
offended all his old liberal anti-clerical feelings. The stupid aristocrats 
of 1789, "thirty thousand nobles who know nothing," had returned 
and their priests were everywhere. A pall of gloom hung over Paris; 
the age of cant had begun. He would have to bend his knee, pretend 
that he never thought or said anything against them. "In April, 1814," 
he wrote in one of his Last Testaments, “when [I] considered the 
Bourbons, [ I ] had two or three days of black humor." 

He could have stayed on in this "fetid mud," hiding his feelings. His 
father, who had come out again as an Ultra-Royalist, was now in high 
favor, and was made deputy mayor of Grenoble and decorated by the 
King's brother. Beyle's friends were ready to help him as a man who 
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merited honors for his war service and whom it would be useful to 
attach to the new government. But he did not like to wait upon the 
great persons who must be seen; they were “not amusing” to him. And 
though his friends believed in his abilities and urged him to wait, what 
he wanted most of all was to "be himself again,” and bid farewell at 
last to ambition, farewell to all sorts of illusions. For you do not win 
office in the public service, you do not contract a rich marriage, or ad- 
vance in the salon or literary world by going to bury yourself in some 
province in Italy. 

As he wrote the Countess Beugnot, on August 29, 1814, he felt “a 
sharp pang in his heart on leaving Paris and those scenes which call to 
mind the most charming illusions, but which were after all only illu- 
sions. ... I left on horseback in the morning, alone, and rode for two 
or three leagues through a silent forest, a good occasion for reflection. 
I saw again that I had cherished only illusions. . . .” 

He had sold his horses, carriages, and furniture, announcing that he 
intended to retire and live in Italy on five francs a day. 

Colomb, who saw him off, commented shrewdly : “Perhaps he saw 
in the change of his situation only a natural means of freeing himself 
of all shackles and leading that cosmopolitan life to which he thence- 
forth abandoned himself without restraint.” 

He had waited almost too long ; half his life was spent. “Rome, Rome 
is my fatherland,” he exclaims. "I burn to depart.” 

It was on July 20, 1814, that he left for Milan. 


2 

Stendhal, we must always remember, was a figure of transition, who 
had sprouted between the end of the eighteenth century and the com- 
ing of the industrial nineteenth century. How much history he had 
seen, how many dynasties had risen and fallen even in the first three 
decades of his life, whose most impressionable years were spent amid 
the violence of revolution and continental war. It is because he is a 
transitional thinker, a hybrid of the eighteenth century's rationalistic 
and revolutionary enlightenment, and the romantic philosophy that 
was soon to react against the commercial nineteenth century, that 
Stendhal is so appealing to the men of our own troubled epoch. 

The times in which he lived retarded his artistic development, but 
made him history-minded. Dimly at first, later with great exactness, he 
grasped that the nineteenth century had begun in 1814-15. The man, 

196 



ESCAPE TO ITALY 


Napoleon, whose power he said could be likened only to Caesar’s and 
Alexander’s, had fallen with a crash that resounded throughout the 
world. What was the meaning of such a world event? And what mean- 
ing or direction could there be in such a life as his own, so much at the 
mercy of events? 

He came to Italy, or rather "escaped/’ as we say nowadays, in order 
to win time to think and to live. He was by disposition and conviction 
a sensualist, questing systematically for happiness. And in Italy he had 
found more physical well-being than anywhere else. Each escapist — 
and Stendhal was one of the earliest and most conscious of modern 
escapists — must find his own earthly paradise; Stendhal’s was Italy, 
as it had been Goethe’s a generation earlier, and soon afterward be- 
came Byron’s and Shelley’s. 

Increasingly he had felt irked and frustrated by French society of his 
time. He had struggled too long over his cravats and waistcoats to go 
to evening parties and sit beside old ladies or government ministers 
who bored him. In Italy, this essentially solitary man, who was forever 
escaping from something, had found a society that gave him a sense of 
ease and asked little of him. 

Soon after his arrival he wrote : 

In this century that is so vulgarly comic and hypocritical (this age of cant , 
as Lord Byron calls it) the extreme candor and good nature I have perceived 
in the circles of the noblest and richest people of Milan has impressed me so 
deeply that I have formed the idea of establishing myself permanently in this 
country. 

He flattered himself in believing that the men and women who were 
his friends in Milan, whom he saw every night at the Scala, were per- 
sons of the most distinguished society; in fact they were bohemian in 
manners and liberal in politics, which in those days meant secretly 
revolutionary. 

How often he praises the liberty and the "naturalness” of the Italians. 
Like Rousseau, who influenced him In spite of himself, he desired to 
escape from conventionalism and, in his own way, effect a return to 
nature. But Stendhal’s "noble savages” were the Italians, especially 
those of urbane Milan, much to the surprise of the Italians themselves 
when later they learned of his theories. To be sure, the Milanese were 
not in any sense primitives, as were the wild Sicilian beggars he had 
seen in Naples: rather were they the children of an overripe civiliza- 
tion, who still retained the refinement and wisdom of life of their 
golden age four centuries earlier. Nor had subsequent invasion or 
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foreign oppression changed them, he held; it had but rendered them 
all the more devoted, as if in compensation, to social amenities and 
pleasure seeking. 

Since the sixteenth century, thanks to foreign despotism or clerical 
tyranny, it had been dangerous for Italians “to think ... or to speak 
out one's mind." Hence they had learned by instinct to speak with in- 
finite grace. Nor did they live “in fear of dying of hunger/' like the 
English, or of “hellfire." Nor were they ruled by their terror of appear- 
ing ridiculous, like the vanity-ridden French. 

Perhaps it was all his romantic illusion — D ichtung rather than Wahr- 
heit — that he had rediscovered in 1814 a humanistic Italy little different 
from the cinquecento, whose “art of life was more favorable to hap- 
piness" than that of other lands. Nevertheless he believed with all his 
heart that now, as in 1500, the Italians were both more civilized and 
closer to nature than others. In their midst he felt even his wickedness 
dissolving. Hence he belonged here and not in France: “The true 
fatherland is the land where one meets people who like us and are 
pleasing to us." 

Even after an uninterrupted stay of three years he was able to write 
in 1817: “If a man have a heart and a shirt on his back, he should sell 
his shirt to see Italy." As if transported by his Italomania he continues: 

I experience a sensation of happiness at my sojourn in Italy which I have 
found nowhere. ... I feel a magic in this country that I can scarcely define 
it is like love; and yet I am not in love with anyone. . . . Often, late at night, 
returning to my house in [Milan], passing those great portals, my soul obsessed 
by the lovely eyes I have just seen, looking at those palaces in dense shadow, 
their masses outlined in the clear moonlight, it happens sometimes that I am 
choked with joy and exclaim to myself: Cf How beautiful it isi” . . . How well 
I have done to come to Italy. 

These reflections are from Rome, Naples, and Florence ( 1817 ), the 
witty and philosophical travel book written in celebration of his re- 
turn to his chosen fatherland, which, as it was a hymn to Italy, was an 
unsparing polemic against France. In one of the more significant of his 
generalizations upon Italian folk psychology, expressed almost in the 
terms of modern psychoanalysis, he sets forth the justification for his 
“escape" : “A people is only happy when there are no more conflicting 
interests dwelling in its heart than are necessary to the maintenance of 
its well-being." As with nations, he implies, so with individuals, who 
must also seek an end of conflicts in themselves. 

In more than one sense did he resolve conflict within himself (at 
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least for the time being) , for on returning to Milan he was reunited 
with his “majestic and voluptuous" Gina. 

But Italy was also the mother of the fine arts. He felt himself en- 
veloped still in the atmosphere of the Renaissance; he drank of the 
sacred fount of Europe's culture! The very palaces of the old quarter of 
Milan, at the Piazza Belgiojoso, seen in moonlight, recalled to him “the 
feudal ages, with their bloody conspiracies and gigantic passions." He 
desired now, in the repose he had so long sought, to explore as far as 
possible his own impressions of art and music. His newly won leisure 
he could use to indulge his “egotism" to his heart's content, savoring 
it, inspecting it incessantly. With relief, he opened his old notebooks 
and favorite volumes, that he had dragged with him through half the 
Napoleonic campaigns, and began to write. And as he lived in his 
reveries, eternal flaneur that he was, he could saunter about under a 
smiling blue sky, “setting off each day in search of the special category 
of beauty to which he felt responsive upon waking up." Should it be 
the Brera Galleries, where he might gaze at the Correggios? Or once 
more Leonardo's “Last Supper"? Should it be an opera of Mozart at 
the Scala, or a dinner of cutlets and wine with Italian poets and musi- 
cians? Or an assignation with Gina? To Stendhal all the conditions 
favorable to fullness of living and hence creativeness were present in 
a Milan of crooked, winding streets, ancient gray palaces and churches, 
a Milan that was the Italian capital of music and literature, and not yet 
transformed into one ,of the world's marts of commerce. He had es- 
caped from the hypocrisy and conventionalism he cursed in French so- 
ciety; sometimes he thought he had escaped from the onrushing nine- 
teenth century itself. 

Those seven years, from 1814 to 1821, in which Beyle lived in or 
near Milan, like a “ruined French gentleman," years exclusively occu- 
pied with love, and the arts, and writing, marked the flowering of his- 
original talents. The impoverished ex-soldier, ex-career-official, ex- 
dandy, was turned into the Stendhal we know. Italy helped him “to 
be himself." 

His purse was meager now: he had a rente, inherited from his 
mother's estate, of 1,800 francs, expectations of soldier's half pay 
amounting to 900 francs, and annuities of 2,000 francs or so con- 
tributed by his “miserly" father with increasing irregularity, until by 
1817 they were stopped. In short he had eight or ten francs a day to 
live on. Yet poverty was no disgrace in Italy, he reported. He could 
live in Milan at a third less than in France; and there were hundreds 
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of Italian noblemen who lived on less than he. Thus he was able to 
rent charming rooms in the Corsia del Giardino, in an old and fastidious 
quarter of Milan, rooms that gave a spacious view of gardens, trees, 
and sky, and of those adjacent late-Renaissance palaces where dwelt 
still the descendants of the mighty Sforzas and Viscontis of the Quattro- 
cento . 

Poor though he was now, compared with his position at the court 
of Napoleon, he could study or write in the morning, saunter about in 
the afternoon, visiting bookshops or churches full of art treasures, or 
sip ices at a cafe terrace in the open air, while gazing at Gothic spires 
or baroque palaces or even the snow-tipped Alps in the distance, a cool 
white thought on a burning day of July. And at seven-thirty in the 
evening to the Scala for only thirty-six centimes — the cost of admission 
to its pit — or, on festive occasions, for two francs in the parterre. 

The historic Scala, the largest theater in Europe, save for the San 
Carlo of Naples, and in its baroque way the handsomest, was always 
for Stendhal the headquarters of music. Within its lofty horseshoe of 
candle-lit loges and balconies, he sat with streaming eyes listening to 
the first act of a Cimarosa, a Paesiello, and now a Rossini opera; then 
he watched the elaborate Italian Ballet served as an entr'acte, with 
sumptuous costume and scenery and almost ritual dance; afterward 
the second act of the opera seria r followed by a short act of robust 
opera comicjue r with effects of the grotesque and salacious succeeding 
the sentimental, so that everyone who had wept out his eyes might go 
home convulsed with laughter. Night after night in the warm bath of 
this animated multitude of two or three thousand that laughed or 
groaned in unison, cried out praise or blame without restraint, between 
gulps of ices or wine or a throw of the cards, Stendhal sat entranced, 
reveling in his own emotions as they rose or fell with those true and 
suave Italian voices. 

Three times a week, issuing from the theater at midnight with his 
Italian friends, Henri Beyle would go to the home of the beautiful Mil- 
anese chanteuse, Elena Vigano, daughter of the most famous ballet 
master of the age. The “mad" Nina, as she was called, was a pupil of 
Rossini and one of the finest sopranos in Italy. And though she had 
already performed that night at the Scala, she would, merely for the 
pleasure of her friends, sing seven or eight airs, sometimes as many as 
a dozen — while Beyle reveled in delight upon a soft sofa. To be ex- 
posed to his favorite vocal music in such intimate circumstances was 
for him a joy without end. 

Musical maniac that he was, he desired now to pay tribute to this 
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art, which he would have longed to grace as a composer. Like painting 
and poetry, it was one of "the resources open to unhappy hearts/' he 
remarked. He had wandered so long in the wake of Napoleonic battles, 
with his baggage of unfinished literary projects, his unslaked thirst for 
opera, that more than almost any other man he knew the cost of revolu- 
tion and war. 

When he learned of the outcome of Waterloo, he made the reflection 
that seems so heartfelt, that "row at last young artists would no longer 
need to die for their country unheard." 

With the coming of peace, he had taken up, not his old, oft-inter- 
rupted play, nor the half-complete history of Italian painting, but an 
essay on music he had planned ever since he had witnessed the funeral 
rites for Haydn in Vienna, in 1809. His musical education was imper- 
fect; he hardly knew how to read notes, having only studied the flute 
in his boyhood for a short time. His passion for Cimarosa and Paesiello 
would scarcely be shared by modern music lovers. Yet all his life, as 
Remain Rolland has said, he lived in a sort of "musical mist." Music, 
he declared, was "the language of the aristocracy of the heart." He 
traveled about the world "in order to enjoy the sounds played upon his 
soul by strange mountains and people." To have heard Cimarosa' s 
Matrimonio Segreto was to him a greater achievement than the two 
bravest things he had done in his youth: climbing the St. Bernard 
Pass with Napoleon's army, and coming under fire for the first time. 
And from the palace of St. Cloud he had raced twenty miles in his 
carriage one evening to hear this opera again in Paris, an extravagant 
journey for those days. But in his little book on contemporary music, 
7laydn r 1 Mozart et 7ietastase r he speaks less of the frothy melodies of 
Cimarosa, and pays his respects to the more advanced orchestration 
of Haydn and Mozart. He would weep endlessly over V on Qiovanni 
and over the now comic, now tender music of Cosi 7 an 7 utte . Mozart 
he always associated with melancholy, and his tears pierced Beyle's 
soul — "like a serious and often sad mistress, whom one loves because 
of her sadness." 

In 1812, Giuseppe Carpani, an accomplished Italian musician who 
lived in Germany, had already published a book on Haydn, called the 
Tdaydini, with some notice of Mozart as well. Beyle had read this with 
relish while in Milan, and made copious notes on it; on Metastasio, 
the eighteenth-century Italian improvisatore and composer of famous 
cantatas, still regarded in his country as one of the wonders of the 
ages, he found information elsewhere. In his enthusiasm he likened 
Metastasio to Shakespeare and Virgil. Besides drawing upon Carpani's 
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book, he drew many ideas from his nightly talks with the Milan music 
lovers, whose favorite operas were soon to conquer all Europe. 

It was in Paris, from May to July 1814, that he wrote, or rather com- 
piled his book which appeared as: Letters Written in Vienna , on the 
Celebrated Composer Joseph Haydn, followed by a Life of Mozart 
and Some Considerations on Metastasio and the Present State of ‘Music 
in France and in Italy , by Louis Cesar Bombet. It was printed in Paris 
in December 1814, at the author's expense (about 3,500 francs), and 
put on sale in January 1815, a dark season in France. Notice the pen 
name. Henri Beyle never published anything under his own name, ac- 
cording to a custom that was more prevalent in the eighteenth century 
than later. During the time of Napoleon, he had formed the habit of 
signing even his letters with pseudonyms such as : L. Houx, Chapuis, 
Col. 7avier, 7 antis Saint-Bard , C. Simonelta r C. 7. Ravet, atne, Lunen- 
hourc), and scores of others. 

The Haydn, Mozart et Metastase is a slight book done in the form 
of letters and in the aphoristic style of Montesquieu, whom Beyle so 
much admired. The author pretends that by “some happy chance" he 
had made the acquaintance of Ha}^dn — a complete fiction — and de- 
termined to write letters about him to a friend, which the friend 
persuaded him to publish. He confesses : “I was tempted to become an 
author and see myself in print while living." He himself, in one 
passage, admits that his work is merely a piece of hasty compilation. 

Back in Milan, Beyle was in high spirits as his book made its ap- 
pearance in France. It would fill a void in letters ; it would introduce 
Mozart, still too little known to France, and herald the coming triumph 
of the Italian school. The discussion of musical taste in France and 
Italy was a sharp polemic aimed at the French. Many digressive pas- 
sages, moreover, were his own independent reflections upon the con- 
cept of ideal beauty, or aesthetics, upon romantic and classical art, and 
upon Shakespeare, still a subject of heated controversy In those days. 

But the book was scarcely noticed in the French press, though it was 
seriously reviewed in England. Up to the time of Stendhal's death it 
sold less than two hundred copies, a poor sale even for those days of 
relatively costly books and small publics. What was worse, he had the 
humiliation of seeing, printed in an Italian journal some six months 
later, a long letter by Carpani, the author of the JJaydini , addressed to 
“Louis Cesar Bombet" and denouncing him as a plagiarist. Later, this 
letter, with its long citations of plagiarisms and sworn testaments by 
authorities that “Bombet" had never known Haydn, was published in 
Paris also, in the newspaper Le Constitutionnel The offended author 
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wrote that he would have Ignored the plagiarism by this fledgling 
French writer who borrowed others' plumes for his first flight, were it 
not for the statement in Bombet's book that it was written as early 
as 1808, four years before his own work appeared, making out Car- 
pani himself to be the plagiarist ! 

The truth is that Be}'le had borrowed from Carpani, without ac- 
knowledgment, about two thirds of the factual material for his piece 
on Haydn, and most of the biographical facts about Mozart. To be 
sure, he had added many of his own ideas, and numerous technical 
errors as well, as Carpani enjoyed pointing out. In praising Mozart 
and even saying a good word for Beethoven he diverged from Car- 
pani. Those passages which have been marked out as purely Beyle's 
have considerable charm. Hence it is the greater pity that in his 
eagerness to “see myself in print" he gave a personal example of the 
lax literary morals of his time. Plagiarism was all too common then; 
and a legitimate authorized compilation would have been ill re- 
garded. Beyle said at the time that if he had brought out his book as a 
translation, as he first intended doing, no one in France would have 
bought it. His folly lay in trying to pose as an authority on music 
rather than admit himself a mere acolyte. It is a paradox that the 
writer who was to be esteemed above all others in his time for 
originality began his career with a piece of plagiarism. 

The exposure in the press humiliated him, though it aroused little 
interest. But as a hoax, or out of sheer brass, he addressed a letter to 
£e Constitationnel that he signed C( H. C. G. Bomhet/' pretending to be 
the brother of the accused author, and laughing off the charges of 
Carpani in a most flippant tone. Some facts, admittedly, had been bor- 
rowed, but had he not the right to do this, like Moliere, who said: “I 
take my property where I please"? Besides Carpani was dull, while 
“Bombet" was “full of grace and wit." In short Beyle, In disguise, de- 
fended and even praised his own work ! 2 Later he was a little ashamed 
of the whole affair, and pointed out that he had not signed his name to 
the book and had lost money on it. * 


3 

Milan and its great open salon at the Scala Theater meant music, 
but also, what was not less absorbing to him, friendships, and good 

introduction by Romain Roiland to Haydn, CMozart et Titetastasc (Champion ed.); also Corre- 
spondance, IV, p. 365; Sept. 26, 1816 (Divan ed.). 
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civilized society in which he- could endlessly observe, or himself enter 
into, the Italian game of “playing” with life. 

In Home, ^Naples and Florence, the book which so faithfully reflects 
his mind at this period, he relates : 

In Paris, each time you present yourself to an intimate friend, you must 
break the surface film of ice, which has formed during the last four or five 
days that you have not seen him; and when this operation is happily terminated 
and you have regained intimacy and contentment at last, at the peak of your 
friendly intercourse, midnight strikes, and the mistress of the house tells you 
it is time to go. Here, at the lege of Madame L., we would begin by staying 
in the theater until one o'clock; we continued our faro game in the well-lit 
box a long time after the hall was emptied and the spectators gone. Finally the 
porter of the theater came to warn us that one o'clock had long struck; solely 
in order not to separate, we went to sup at Battastino's, the caterer to the 
theater, and did not part from each other until daylight had come. I had no 
close friends in this circle, and yet those evenings of unaffected charm and 
happiness will never vanish from my memory. 

What he loved to watch for in human intercourse, he relates, was 
\e divin imprevu, the “divinely unexpected” in thought, or turn of 
speech, or human gesture. 

But in Paris even the company of a pretty woman might pall on him 
after he had come to know her well. 

And if as was often unfortunately the case she happened to be well bred, 
then I would be reminded at once of my family, of the upbringing of my sisters, 
and could foretell every one of the woman's gestures and the most fleeting 
nuances of her thought. It is that which has made me often prefer low com- 
pany, where one finds more of the unexpected. . . . Think of my delight at 
finding, in Italy, what none had informed me of previously, that it was precisely 
in the best company that one found the unexpected most often. 

Though a foreigner, Stendhal was most cordially received by the 
literati of Milan. Chief of these was Count Ludovico di Breme, who 
(under Napoleon) had been almoner to the King of Italy, a tall, thin 
young man with noble features and the pallor of a marble statue. Nat- 
urally Stendhal was introduced to him in someone's box at the Scala. 
Di Breme was the editor of the newly established review Jl Conciliators r 
representing the new romantic literary school. He had beautiful man- 
ners, but like his compatriots was capable of a furious eloquence, or a 
fierce, moody passion when aroused. Around him were grouped the 
already famous poets of young Italy, such as Monti, Silvio Pellico, 
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Grossi, and Manzoni, who was already likened to his gpf&t model, 
Byron. Through Di Breme, Stendhal also met Giuseppe VS^^ra, the^ 
ardent revolutionary, who became his close personal friend : a$fd 
fidant. 

Little wonder that he felt at ease in this circle of young men, as he 
entertained them with his endless “inside stories" of the court of Na- 
poleon, or tales of his youth as a soldier of the Republic. They liked 
him because, besides being romantic poets, they too were devoted 
Jacobins; they had generous passions, and dreamed of liberating their 
country from the yoke of foreign conquerors. Actually they spoke little 
of politics, for there were too many (Italian) spies of the Austrians 
listening eagerly ; yet they conspired, they schemed — up to the days of 
the abortive insurrection of 1820-21 — to bring forth a Risorgimento 
of national unity and democracy in Italy. Most of them were poor, 
but their gifts of friendship were rare. 

Grossi was a simple clerk, yet esteemed by all the town because of 
his poems in the Lombard dialect. The ill-fated Silvio Pellico (whom 
Europe would remember later for his tragic prison memoirs) lived on 
but one hundred lire a month, earned as tutor in the household of 
some rich friend ; and the worthy Count di Breme paid for the publica- 
tion of his books which were then the glory of Italian letters. Stendhal 
declares (in Rome, Naples and Florence) : 

In Italy art is ill paid, but they talked for a whole month of Pellico's Fran- 
cesca da Rimini . . . . Literature in Italy will never become a vile trade that 

a Monsieur de V [Villele, Prime Minister of France under Louis XVIII] 

rewards with places in the Academy or the censorship bureau. 

“Romanticism is all the rage here," wrote Stendhal to one of his 
friends in Paris. “I too am a wild romantic, that is to say, I am for 
Shakespeare against Racine, for Lord Byron against Boileau." 

Milan was assuredly the Mecca of many distinguished foreign 
travelers besides Beyle, for one day in the autumn of 1816, Lord 
Byron himself arrived, with his whole menagerie, including his dogs, 
horses, and monkeys, his friend Hobhouse, and his Italian secretary. 
Dr. Polidori, who, Beyle suspected, quietly carried on in Italy as his 
pimp. 

Byron, the first poet of Europe (which read him in a stream of 
translations) , the champion of liberty, the conqueror of woman ! — all 
Milan was aflutter at his coming. Beyle saw him for the first time at the 
Conte di Breme's box in the Scala. “Full of enthusiasm, forgetting the 
proper repugnance that every man of pride should feel in meeting a 
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peer of England, I asked M. di Breme to introduce me to Byron,” he 
relates. In a letter to Louis Crozet the following day, October 20, 1816, 
he writes : 

I dined with a handsome and charming young man with the face of an 
eighteen-year-old, though he is twenty-eight, the profile of an angel, and the 
gentlest manner. He is the original of Lovelace, or rather a thousand times better 
than the talkative Lovelace. When he enters an English salon, all the women 
leave on the instant. He is the greatest living poet, Lord Byron. . . . Greece 
is to him what Italy is to Dominic [Stendhal]. 

At that dinner the poet Vincenzo Monti was also present and, fol- 
lowing a discussion of modern Italian literature, was besought by 
Byron to recite some of his poems, which he did con brio. The author 
of Cbilde ! Harold listened intently, and Beyle, observing him, felt that 
'■'his habitually haughty look, such as a man wears when repelling some 
importunity, and which rather diminishes the beauty of his magnificent 
countenance . . . vanished and gave way to an expression of absolute 
joy. . . .” 

The admiration of the pudgy, side-whiskered Frenchman was obvi- 
ously not reciprocated at the outset. Beyle, who when with strangers 
was usually reserved in manner, began by committing an indiscretion. 
On one of his first evenings in Milan, Byron, leaving the Scala, re- 
marked that he intended to walk home across the city, instead of using 
a carriage, and asked Beyle (who spoke English of a sort) for direc- 
tions. At this, Beyle forgot his reserve so far as to show concern over 
Byron’s lameness, the distance to be traversed, the ever present danger 
of footpads, and urged that he take a carriage. But he regretted these 
words the moment they were uttered, for the English poet, extremely 
sensitive on the score of his lameness, drew himself up and said with 
exquisite politeness that he had not inquired whether the journey 
would be fatiguing or dangerous, or how it should be made, but had 
simply asked for directions. 

Beyle’s first feeling toward the idolized poet had been of “tenderness 
mixed with timidity.” He had felt himself “ready to kiss the hand of 
Lord Byron.” Now he swore to himself that he must avoid further re- 
buffs. When next they met, Byron had learned what all Milan knew : 
that Beyle was an ex-officer and secretary of Napoleon who had sur- 
vived the horrible retreat from Moscow. Now it was Byron whose 
curiosity was piqued; it was he who urged Beyle to narrate some of 
his remarkable experiences in Russia and his personal impressions of 
the Emperor, while Beyle, wishing to pay off the conceited aristocrat, 
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allowed himself to be pressed for a long time before he consented to 
unburden himself. 

Napoleon was a favorite subject with both men. Soon they were 
walking up and down together in the immense, deserted foyer of the 
Scala, while the music came to them from a distance, engaged in what 
Beyle termed “the finest conversation in all my life." The Frenchman 
had feared that Byron was, like most Englishmen, prejudiced against 
the French as well as their Emperor, which was partly true. At mo- 
ments Byron appeared to envy the mental brilliance or genius credited 
to the Man of Destiny. "Curiously enough," Beyle recalls, "it was not 
the despotic spirit in Napoleon's heart that offended the young Eng- 
lish lord." Yet their talk was animated, for Stendhal was always ebul- 
lient in conversation, and Byron was a “volcano" spouting ideas. 
"Whenever this strange man was strongly moved . . . and spoke with 
enthusiasm, his sentiments were large, generous, noble, in a word, on 
a level with his genius." 

Sir John Cam Hobhouse, in his memoirs of Lord Byron, records 
some of the more curious things the French traveler related. Napoleon 
is shown in the retreat on foot instead of being mounted on his white 
horse — when the ice was too slippery for riding — and bearing his 
white baton in his hand, the "white stick" which in the old French 
proverb is an omen of misfortune. Throughout the period of the Rus- 
sion invasion Beyle describes him as being distrait and apathetic, some- 
times signing orders or decrees with some strange name, instead of his 
own! But his sadistic qualities are also noted: during the Battle of Boro- 
dino, as he sat on a knoll, he received with extraordinary callousness 
the news that his commanding generals had been killed, one after an- 
other, saying only: "Very well, go away now," or: "Well, run along 
there." 

Hobhouse goes on to say: "I have every reason to think that Beyle 
is a trustworthy person, he is so reported by Breme. However, he has 
a cruel way of talking, and looks, and is, a sensualist." 

Beyle, aware no doubt of how much cant there was after all even in 
these two liberal young English lords, and offended at the pharisaical 
questions coming from Byron (of all men!) concerning French "im- 
morality," did his best to explode petards under them. He said that 
Napoleon, in his opinion, far from having been a cruel man, as Byron 
supposed, was not cruel enough. This was one of his characteristic 
jests: the pretendedly serious notion that cruelty must always be 
thoroughgoing rather than partial, if used at all. Hobhouse, with a 
touch of pious horror, quotes him as saying: " 'Napoleon had the 
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Bourbons In his hands and would not do away with them/ Beyle al- 
luded to poison/" Ah, poison! A wholly Italian fifteenth-century idea, 
worthy of the Borgias. 

Like other eyewitnesses, Beyle testifies to the great natural intelli- 
gence of Byron when he was being himself and not the pretentious 
descendant of Norman conquerors and Scottish kings. His observations 
on philosophy and literature, upon utilitarianism and logic, impressed 
even a Stendhal both by their thoughtfulness and sincerity. But on 
occasion the handsome poet would turn silent and moody; he would 
stare about him wildly, or seize his head in his hands as if he suffered 
a tremendous headache, forgetful of the company, thinking only of 
the terrible scandals about him that raged in England, of which Mi- 
lan knew nothing as yet. Puzzled by his violent changes of humor, the 
group at the Scala sometimes conspired to tease him especially on the 
subject of his rank. They were republican in their sympathies, and 
quickly noted the contradiction between Byron" s professed hatred of 
kings and his frequent references to his patrician birth. Beyle in par- 
ticular was capable of the sharpest mockery of the nobility of blood 
and on one occasion joined with the others — who were secretly Car- 
bonari — to such effect that Lord Byron suddenly rose up from his chair, 
evidently in a cold fury, yet controlling his expression, and stalked out 
of the loge. 

Beyle measured the amazing arrogance in Byron and said in later 
years that he and the author of "Don Juan"" could never have been 
close to each other. "He lacked plainly any real experience of men, 
and his pride, his rank, his fame had always prevented him from 
treating them as his equals/" Beyle judges. Too often Byron would play 
the misanthrope, convinced that "all who surrounded him were occu- 
pied with him, and sought to arouse his jealousy or deceive him/" But 
was he not also a man of energy and courage in action? Beyle con- 
tinued to admire and defend him — until Byron began to write in more 
classical style. 

Byron, on the other hand, though declaring that he detested all 
authors, undoubtedly relished the conversation of the stout and ugly 
little Frenchman as one of the "human curiosities"" he had met. After 
1818 , Beyle made no further effort to see Byron, who resided mostly 
in Venice and Leghorn, but the English bard read his books with great 
interest. Several years after they had first met, in 1 822 , he wrote Beyle 
a long and friendly letter, recalling their mutual friendships and experi- 
ences in Italy. 

Meanwhile, in visiting the picture galleries of Milan, Byron had the 
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advantage of having Beyle accompany him as his cicerone. It was on 
such an occasion that he spoke in confidence of his recent visit to Mme. 
de Stael in Switzerland, where respectable folk had snubbed him, and 
of his grief at the calumnies spreading in England. In his Home, Naples 
and Florence, Beyle came gallantly to the defense of the man who was 
being then denounced as a monster of immorality, calling him the 
"pleasantest monster I have ever met and lightly mocking at the 
"Hebraic" prudery of the English middle classes who condemned him 
for "doing what all rich young men do," that is, living with actresses 
and suchlike. 

A famous courtesan of the early nineteenth century has written in 
her memoirs of an interview with Lord Byron in which he questioned 
her concerning the "Baron" de Stendhal. Apparently he complained 
because the other criticized his aristocratic attitudes while himself 
playing at being a baron. But Beyle, he said, was "a clever man, even 
original, which is something rare among authors who are men of 
society ." 3 

But plainly Byron suffered from a delusion of persecution, as Beyle 
could judge by the way he sometimes went about grimacing and mut- 
tering to himself. His great error lay, as Beyle shrewdly remarks, in 
trying to be at one and the same time an English aristocrat and a great 
poet. When Byron made repeated complaint of the persecutions he 
suffered, his French friend gave him a quite original piece of advice 
on how he might spare himself the petty hatred of the English bourgeoi- 
sie, and yet leave himself free to follow his own great designs : namely, 
he should pretend to die, and, with the help of a few friends, stage a 
bogus funeral. After that, under some name unknown, he could go and 
live wherever he pleased, let us say, in Lima, Peru. But at the time of 
his real death he could leave a message to the public as follows : "The 
Lord Byron said to have died thirty years ago is really myself. But 
British society appeared to me so stupid that I simply left it behind." 

It was an ingenious scheme — worthy of a man who used three hun- 
dred nom de plumes and himself often felt the breath of persecution. 
But Byron, fearing that his leg was being pulled, drew back and said 
acidly : "My cousin, who will inherit my title, would owe you a warm 
letter of thanks." 

S D. Gunnell, Stendhal et V Jtngleterre, p. 58. 


209 



STENDHAL 


4 

Music, friendship, cosmopolitan conversation flourished in the 
luminous “beehive” of the Scala Theater. But above all these things in 
interest for Beyle were the women, the so luscious Italian, or rather 
Lombard, women who came every night to their loges and, while the 
music played, openly, without thought of concealment, carried on 
their love affairs under the eyes of the whole town. The women of 
Italy, he informs us authoritatively, were — and, it is said, still are — the 
most intensely feminine of all women. “In France, the women look at 
each other; in Italy, they look at the men.” Brought up in convents to 
the age of fifteen, they developed perforce “souls of fire, and loved 
madly” — not their husbands, of course, but their lovers. Nor did this 
create the least unpleasantness or scandal, for according to Beyle: 

At the Scala a woman's reputation was made or broken; it was made when 
she had her lover escort her to her box; broken when only a servant or her 
husband accompanied her. 

The happy lover would pass four or five hours thus in the most com- 
plete and tender intimacy with his mistress, discoursing upon his law- 
suits, his English garden, his horses and hunting. The husband was 
never expected to show jealousy — that is, after the first two years of 
marriage, as Beyle was informed. But why, then, should one be jealous 
if one were not in love? 

In his private letters, as distinguished from his travel book, Beyle ex- 
tolled even the native courtesans, as well as the demimondaines at the 
theater. When his good friend “Nina” Vigano, known for her mad 
escapades, went to Paris to sing, he introduced her to a friend there 
with the recommendation (written in English) : “ Contrary to all the 
women of this country she has never took a penny from her lovers *' 

Like a born novelist, he loved to listen to the endless tales of their 
adventures and intrigues; and, from some of the aged belles of Milan, 
even the enthusiastic, detailed description of the attributes of their 
famous lovers. How candid they were! — and yet so unfailingly capri- 
cious, so full of the unexpected. In his essay On £ove he declares: 

To coquette with Italian women is my supreme pleasure. It is said that a 
confirmed intriguer loves intrigue for its own sake and not in order to attain 
some definite objective. It is thus that I loved to enter into the secrets of Italian 
women; the most womanly women in the universe. 
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Those secrets, those intrigues would furnish him with a treasure 
store of dramatic and fictional material. But the best intrigue of all, 
more instructive by far than any he merely heard of, was the one he 
lived through with the stately and pneumatic Gina Pietragrua. 

Naturally upon arriving in Milan in the summer of 1814 the thought 
of Gina was foremost in his mind. To him she was ever a figure out of 
Leonardo, with great blazing orbs for eyes and a melancholy sntile 
hovering mysteriously at her mouth. 

But how would the unpredictable Gina, she who was all flame and 
pride and so quick to anger, receive her worn, far-wandering lover? 
During the year of tumult and horror that had passed since he had last 
seen her, he recollected, to his own surprise, that he had not even 
answered her two last letters. He returned, as if with passion spent, 
feeling himself "cold and dead, like a man of sixty/' But the first sight 
of her served to banish anemia. She understood what he had endured; 
she pitied him. She took him back. 

But now, it was plain for her discerning eye to see, her clever 
Frenchman no longer boasted the impressive rank and income of the 
year before. This was decidedly a problem. Soon all sorts of delays and 
obstacles were interposed between their irregular rendezvous. It was 
required that he show the most cunning discretion. For the French, 
after 1815, were in deep disfavor in Milan, Gina earnestly assured him. 
The Germans of Austria once more were in the saddle, and Beyle was 
suspect as a Bonapartist. Her husband, moreover, had grown "jealous" 
on hearing of his return, and her other admirers were no less suspi- 
cious. At length she begged him for the sake of her peace of mind, her 
honor, her reputation (which one would have thought so adjustable), 
to leave Milan for a space of two months and wait at Genoa, until 
political and domestic conditions could grow more composed. Per- 
plexed because she vowed that she "loved him better than all other 
men" and yet sent him away, also pleased that he must front so much 
danger, he submitted to her will and set off upon a leisurely tour of 
Tuscany and Parma. When he returned to Milan, as agreed, in mid- 
October 1814, he met her secretly at a little church. 

But once more she played the same tunes over. She stormed and 
wept, reproached him for having delayed writing to her, and, charging 
him with, being a man of ambition who would forget his poor Italian 
mistress the next time he returned to Paris, went so far as to propose a 
rupture of their friendship. 

"She looked very pretty in her black veil. And did not say what 
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she had to say, without great pain/' he notes in his journal, October 
16, 1814. Nevertheless she made an appointment to visit him in his 
quarters the next day. 

Henri Beyle, the indefatigable observer of the human heart, was 
baffled by the thickly tangled problems woven into his own life by this 
woman of passion. The idea that his presence was not wanted filled him 
with such despair that he asked her if another cavdliere servente was 
not hovering behind the scenes. In a stormy interview, Gina upbraided 
him for his “bloodsucker-like jealousy/' and exiled him again, com- 
manding him this time to go as far as his native city of Grenoble. It 
was midwinter, he protested; the passes of Mont Cenis were deep in 
snow. 

Gina rejoined severely: '"A man who was among the conquerors 
of Moscow should not be afraid of a little cold." 

Sadly he heeded her once more and rode northward toward France, 
which he had no wish to see again, in late December; but at Turin he 
stopped and quietly made his way back to Milan, where he remained 
in seclusion for a few days. 

How exacting was the Italian way of love ! Gina was all caprice, all 
summer lightning, and in her presence boredom, at any rate, was ban- 
ished. He felt himself “so torn by the storms of a great passion," he re- 
lates in his journal, “between December 22, 1814, and January 6, 1815, 
that I was on the point of bidding good night to the company." The 
arsenal of Logic was exhausted, his dialectics helped not. When all 
seemed lost, he who was so profound in divining the motives of others 
thought of a last expedient, and by applying what he called “the 
genius of the former Mr. Lovelace," for the moment, restored a measure 
of calm to their relations. 

By strident calls upon his family at Grenoble, and by making a par- 
tial draft against his expectancy, he was able to scrape together a 
goodly heap of gold pieces, a matter of three thousand francs, which, 
in the summer of 1815, he turned over to his adored “Countess Simon- 
etta." Gold was the saving genius of Lovelace, in the last resort, and 
warm Italian smiles lighted up the moral darkness into which he had 
been plunged. 

He announces himself happy again in the spring of 1815. His plan, 
with which she appeared to fall in, and which provided some discretion 
for their connection, was to remove to Venice, that pleasure city which 
Beyle loved next to Milan. In a rather large train, which included her 
fat brother, her son, her servant, and, oddly enough, a middle-aged 
banker who now appears on the stage, they journeyed in two car- 
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riages to Padua, then by the mail packet down the Brenta to Venice, 
which they reached in July. 

Here, Beyle found warmth, wine, good and cheap food, auburn- 
haired girls, the Grand Canal and its gondolas, the Piazza San Marco 
in moonlight — “the gayest city in all Europe" — and he was in funds 
for the moment. Moreover he had his heart's desire, which was to have 
Gina by his side without the need for concealment 

But soon — at this comble of his happiness — jealousy and strife di- 
vided them. Why did she insist, after a time, that they live in separate 
hotels? And what was that dreary old man, the banker, doing, staring 
at her mournfully while they dined together at a restaurant? “Was he 
jealous? Did he have the right to be so? Or was it but an expression 
of disappointed hope?" Bitter scenes took place between them. Gina 
might be a soul on fire, but her importunities were not of the passional 
kind, his diary shows. 

July 17, 1815: She pretends that she makes me a great sacrifice going to 
Venice . 3 was very foolish of giving her the three thousand francs which were 
to pay for this tour. 

July 19, 1815: The question of two hundred francs. Bitterness when money 
is spoken of. Dominic always seems the dupe. . . . 

Alas poor Dominic! Political economy, day by day, embittered the 
love potion he drank. For he remarks on July 27, 1815: 

3 have had her . . . but she talked of our financial arrangements. There was 
no illusion possible yesterday morning. Politics kills all voluptuousness in me, 
apparently by drawing all the nervous fluid to the brain. 

Distracted in Venice, he learned belatedly that Napoleon, who had 
landed in France from Elba, had met catastrophe at Waterloo, June 
16, 1815, news of which reached him only three weeks later. The fate 
of his country had been decided for long years, supreme humiliation 
had come to France, while he, in enchantment, tossed in the arms of 
his Italian Circe. 

“For the first time in my life I felt a wave of patriotism," he relates. 
“The cowards!" he exclaimed to himself. France had lost everything, 
even honor. He did not mourn the French of today, but “what they 
might have become fifty years hence." But then, what had he done to 
aid his admired Emperor in his supreme gamble? He did not act or 
fight; nothing mattered to him now. He said: “I am merely a passen- 
ger on the boat." The truth was that Gina did not let him leave for 
France. 
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In the autumn they were back in Milan, but once more their move- 
ments were cloaked in utmost secrecy, so that he alternated between 
explosions of sheer joy and tormenting periods of melancholy solitude, 
sometimes illuminated by sudden and terrible suspicions that made 
him burst into savage laughter at himself. 

In Milan he was required by her to take rooms in an obscure suburb 
of the city and see her only under circumstances freighted with mys- 
tery. When she would accord him an assignation (as he told the story 
to Prosper Merimee, years later in Paris) , he would put on a disguise, 
envelop himself in a long dark cloak, and depart in the dead of night, 
changing carriages several times in order to throw presumed spies off 
his trail. Arriving at the house of his mistress, he would be admitted 
by a chambermaid who had long enjoyed their confidence. 

All went well for a time, until the chambermaid, quarreling with her mistress, 
or won over by the money of Beyle, made a startling revelation: Madame's 
husband was not jealous at all; she demanded all this mystery in order to 
prevent M. Beyle from encountering a rival, or more properly speaking, one 
of his rivals, for there were numerous ones, and the maid offered to prove it 
to him. 

Somberly he agreed. The next day he arrived in town at an hour 
when he was not at all expected, and hidden by the chambermaid in 
a small closet adjoining his lady's boudoir, “he saw with his own eyes, 
through a keyhole, the treachery that was being done to him, only 
three feet from his hiding place ." 4 It is a memorable picture that the 
malicious Merimee leaves us in a privately printed memoir of his cor- 
pulent friend Beyle, the calculating Lovelace and the eternal observer 
of the human passions, wedged in a cabinet and with an eye frozen 
to its keyhole, staring and staring. It is a picture of a sorrowful experi- 
ment by a natural genius of psychology upon his own illusions and 
vanities, commemorated also in a scabrous portrait by Felicien Rops 
for connoisseurs of scatology. What a price to pay for the truth! 

“You may think perhaps," said Beyle, “that I rushed out of that closet in 
order to poniard the two of them? Nothing of the sort. It seemed to me that 
I was present at a scene of the most terrible buffoonery, and my sole pre- 
occupation was to restrain myself from bursting into laughter, in order not to 
spoil the mystery. I left my dark closet as quietly as I came in, thinking only 
of the ridiculous side of the adventure, laughing to myself, and also full of 
scorn for the lady, and quite happy, after all, to have regained my liberty. I 


*P. H. B.: Notes et souvenirs. 
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went to a cafe to take some ices, and there met some acquaintances, who were 
struck by my gaiety and my distracted air: they told me that I had the ap- 
pearance of a man who had suddenly come into an inheritance. Even while 
talking with them, the irresistible desire to burst out laughing came over me 
repeatedly, and the image of the marionettes I had just seen kept dancing before 
my eyes. Returning to my room, I slept as usual. Tire next day the spectacle 
seen from the dark closet had ceased to appear to me under its comic aspect. 
It seemed to me sordid, vile, and sad. Each day the image became more and 
more sad and odious. And each day thereafter a new weight was added to 
my unhappiness. During eighteen months I remained stupefied, unable to write, 
think, or speak. ... I felt myself oppressed by an unbearable sense of evil, 
without being able to explain to myself what I was feeling. There is no greater 
unhappiness, for it robs one of all energy. After that, recovering a little from 
that crushing depression, I felt a strange curiosity in ferreting out all the in- 
fidelities committed against me. It hurt me fearfully to know of them; but, at 
the same time, I took almost a physical pleasure in imagining all the details of 
her numerous betrayals. I avenged myself by persiflage directed at her. 33 

Despite his jests about his cuckoldry, the shock of the affair did per- 
manent damage to his amour-propre . Eternal dupe that he was, he had 
finally discovered what all Milan knew. Though Gina, as he remarks, 
seemed greatly affected by the rupture of their relations, and came to 
him to beesech his pardon with streaming eyes, he would not relent. 
“A man can never pardon an infidelity in a woman/' he always in- 
sisted, faithless though he was. 

But he consoled himself by saying 'That La Pietragrua was a strum- 
pet, but a sublime strumpet, like Cucrezia Borgia! ” That she strove to 
win him back is evidenced by a note he scrawled under the date of 
October 10, 1815, on the margin of a volume of Moliere he often car- 
ried with him : 

Reconciliation and 7 believe last time . The visit at the Brera Museum together 

with General disgusted me once and for all. . . . I did not see her for 

six months afterward. Then I regretted that I was no longer in love with her. 
She has treated me like Turenne [whom she deceived earlier in favor of Sten- 
dhal]. She has five or six lovers. 5 

She must have come to see him one day in October at one of his 
regular haunts, in a gallery of the Brera Museum, where he used to 
stand for hours, gazing in anguish at the celestial pictures of Correggio, 
his favorite painter. In his sorrow art and music were his solace. 

Gina knelt before him and wept and implored his forgiveness. 

5 Henri Cordier, Stendhal et ses amis, p. 51. 


215 



STENDHAL 


"I had the ridiculous pride/’ he related to Merimee, "to repulse her 
with disdain. It seems to me that I can still see her clinging to my gar- 
ments, and dragging herself after me on her knees all the length of a 
great gallery. I was a fool not to pardon her, for assuredly she never 
loved me more than on that very day.” 
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7he Italian years: 
TJappiness Jhrougb Art 


Dear unknown friend, surrender yourself freely to the arts. 

Their study . . . will bring you, out of the depths of your 
miseries, a most splendid consolation. 

— Stendhal, Ttistoire de la peinture en Italic. 

I T WAS not quite true that Henri Beyle, after his own amorous 
Waterloo in 1 81 5, spent eighteen months in a stupor of grief. Slowly 
the broken pieces of his self-esteem were mended. But that his 
‘march toward happiness,” for which he had felt himself armed with 
the most complete set of rational maxims any man ever set off with, 
should have ended in such a signal defeat inevitably had a cautionary 
effect. Like a brave scientist he swallowed his humiliation, charging his 
losses to his fund of experience. For several years thereafter he showed 
enough prudence to avoid the exposure of his too susceptible heart. He 
became more solitary than before : that is to say, even when in the com- 
pany of friends or social acquaintances whom he enjoyed, he exhibited 
his true feelings rarely, and wore a somewhat mocking smile, a character- 
istic expression that became a fixed habit and part of his physiognomy. 
In short the man of superior quality and sensibility defended himself 
against the world and the wounds it might inflict upon his pride. He 
tended to use a certain deception, a certain hypocrisy toward society, 
concealing his true motives, and even his originality, under pleasantries 
and commonplaces, or sometimes even silence. 

In the absence of love, there was always the resource of the arts. 
“No happiness without work,” he would tell himself. Hence he read 
much and wrote five or six hours a day. “Lacking any serious occupa- 
tion, after 1814,” he reported, to a friend in Paris, “I write, but as one 
smokes a cigar, to pass the time.” In his introduction to 7he History of 
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Painting in Italy , he states that after taking up the study of painting, 
solely out of boredom, and in a highly methodical way, he found to 
his surprise "that it brought a balm for the cruelest disappointments/' 
In writing of the great painters of the past, he was '"amusing himself 
by threading pearls." 

Thus Beylism, like Grecian stoicism, which, after all, it greatly re- 
sembled, abounded in recipes against melancholy or loneliness and in 
compensations against life's misfortunes. For example, one could turn 
to books — "a storehouse of happiness, always safe, and which man's 
ill will can never steal from us." Confronting poverty, Stendhal wrote: 
"People think they have done all the harm possible to a man by reduc- 
ing his income, let us say, by six thousand francs a year. But if the 
man love books and have a good stomach, he can be happier than ever 
for all that. . . 

In June 1810, he had written some advice to his sister Pauline, who 
declared herself unhappy, advice which he followed for himself: 

One may find happiness in one's stomach, in love, or in the head; with a 
little good sense, one may take something from each of those three kinds of 
happiness and make oneself a pleasant lot that is immune to the cruelties of 
men. . . . Here is the picture : in the morning read a book which brings some 
sentiment into play; by three o'clock make some necessary visits; dine volup- 
tuously, carefully, tranquilly; in the evening, spend some time with women 
who are amiable, and avoid like the pest the conversation of men full of bitter- 
ness, vanity, and the dark side of life, etc. 

Assuredly this is not the program of a pessimist, hut of a man who 
rebounds after the buffets of fate, and loves life with every fiber. 

Ever since his vacation in Italy in 1811, he had planned writing a 
sort of manual of the history of Italian painting which was to serve as 
a vade mecum for himself, heightening his own enjoyment of the great 
works that, lying on every hand, made the pleasure of living in this 
golden land all the richer. He was- methodical, always the “ideologue/' 
as when he had learned by heart the doctrines of Cabanis and Tracy; 
but such a methodical attack, he found, far from spoiling his pleasure, 
increased it. Where he had once enjoyed pictures painted on fans, or 
really liked only one or two Raphaels seen in the Louvre, reading of the 
life and thought of the painters opened up for him a knowledge of the 
many different schools of art, discovered for him painters he had not 
enjoyed before, gave him a thousand fruitful subjects for reflection. He 
read of course Vasari's Lives of the Painters ,• but the Abbe Lanzi, an 
eighteenth-century historian of Italian art, was more complete and, 
partly in order to improve his own Italian (which he found still defi- 
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dent) , partly for his own education, he had begun to translate Lanzi, 
as early as 1811 and 1812. Within three or four months he had done 
Lanzi into French, in abridged form, and also filled a dozen large 
manuscript books with outline notes on the leading figures of Italian 
painting since the Middle Ages. Part of his notes he took with him to 
Moscow in 1812 and lost in the great retreat. But after working at the 
project in a desultory way during the next two years he took it up in 
earnest in the autumn of 1815. 

It was not only that he sought forgetfulness of present ills, but that 
he was spurred on by the hope of completing a modern work on Italian 
Renaissance art that would both fill a real need and help ease his 
straitened circumstances. Throughout 1816 he toiled steadily at his 
history until he had finished the equivalent of two volumes on the 
Florentine School. This manuscript he sent off to Paris to be printed 
early the following year. (There were to have been four more volumes 
on the other Italian Renaissance painters according to his original plan, 
later abandoned.) 

In his youth he had studied drawing; and in Paris he had attended 
art classes. But though he drew hundreds of little sketches on his manu- 
scripts while he wrote, he showed no particular gifts for the plastic 
arts. The clue to his deepening interest in the arts seems to lie in his 
growing disposition to solitude at the time when he became a wanderer. 
For painting is best enjoyed alone. 

At first he enjoyed travel to hear the "sounds” of strange lands and 
peoples, mountains and valleys. He preferred so much to enjoy his 
sight-seeing alone that he said even the company of the friend he most 
admired, Louis Crozet, would have spoiled things for him. "My hap- 
piness consists in being solitary in the midst of a great city, and passing 
every evening with a mistress,” he writes in Venice on July 17, 1815. 
"Venice perfectly fills these conditions.” But it was not often his luck 
to be with a mistress every night, and his extremely modest budget 
would not have permitted it. More usually he was alone, or among 
strangers with whom his relations were perfunctory, but, as happened 
in Italy, genial enough. When the terrible news of the capitulation of 
France after Waterloo reached him he relates in his diary: "In order 
to console myself for this great misfortune that has befallen human 
civilization, I went out and made a tour of Venice.” And earlier, after 
the Moscow campaign, in 1813, when he was melancholy and sick, he 
went to Dresden and its Royal Galleries there to enjoy "the arts and 
solitude.” 

Soon the enjoyment of these solitary promenades was augmented 
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by his growing interest in history, his sense of the past, whose great 
monuments everywhere surrounded him. In Florence he had been 
"moved to tears" at finding himself at the tombs of Machiavelli and 
Michelangelo. The Leonardos in Milan, and the Correggios, recalled to 
him the golden age of Renaissance Italy, the fifteenth century. This led 
In turn to his absorption in historical and aesthetic speculations. What 
constituted the beautiful? What were the conditions that made for 
beauty? What brought about the Renaissance in Italy? If he found a 
great picture in the street would he pay attention to it? A well-known 
Milanese painter kindly gave him a long list of artists whose works he 
must study. Very docilely he copied down the man's recommendations 
that began with Raphael and Correggio and went on to the Carracci. 
For he was but a novice then and followed the judgment of others. Like 
most students of art in his time he passed over the pre-Raphaelites, 
Cimabue, Fra Angelico, Botticelli, and Mantegna. 

The History of Painting in Italy , in the restricted form Stendhal gave 
it, is mainly an adaptation of the long history in five volumes and 1,900 
pages by the Abbe Lanzi whose work was issued between 1788 and 
1790. Approximately two thirds of Beyle's book follows the old Italian 
scholar, even slavishly imitating his deficiencies of taste, as they appear 
to modern students of art. Beyle's "compilation" involves liberal bor- 
rowings from other, older sources such as Vasari and Mengs (on 
Leonardo), as well as the recent lectures of Sir Joshua Reynolds, and 
the studies of Giuseppe Bossi (a contemporary painter and 
student of art history) of Leonardo's "Last Supper." The book is skill- 
fully fused of borrowings from all these earlier biographical and critical 
studies, to which are added his own highly personal reflections and 
digressions amounting to a third or perhaps only a fourth of the two 
volumes. Beyle's original contribution consists of most of his intro- 
ductory discussion of Italian history in relation to its arts, his much ad- 
mired 100-page study of Leonardo — Lanzi contained only twenty 
pages on this theme — and most of the reflections in his second volume 
upon the concepts of ideal beauty, and of antique and modern canons 
of taste. But even the study of Leonardo, who held such great attrac- 
tion for him, owed much to the writing of Bossi, who died in 1815, 
five years after Lanzi. And so, once more, playing the dilettante, he 
opened himself to charges of plagiarism. 1 

Moreover, he invited suspicion when he incorporated in his book 
eyewitness descriptions and comments upon pictures he could never 
have seen, since they were in the Hermitage of St. Petersburg, wh ich 

1 P. Arbalet, L'lHistoire de la peinture en Italie, et les plagiats de Stendhal, p. 193. 
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he had never visited. The speed with which he wrote also renders him 
suspect. Though he had lost a great part of his manuscript in the re- 
treat from Moscow, he was able to complete most of his two-volume 
work in five months, since the major part of it was translation. 

Yet after weighing carefully the exposure of his plagiarisms by Pro- 
fessor Paul Arbalet, one tends to conclude that the modern scholar has 
stated the case too severely. This lifelong Stendhalian, like Taine him- 
self, does homage to the originality compounded here with more or less 
uncalculated literary felonies. In those early years as a would-be author, 
when he was fired with the ambition to launch himself quickly in the 
republic of letters, Beyle had had no literary apprenticeship, no 
scholar's discipline. For almost a decade of his young manhood his only 
school had been the Napoleonic war front. The drudgery of historical 
research — as when in 1817 he contemplated writing a twelve-volume 
study of Napoleon — always frightened him. Though he was only 
a brilliant dilettante in fields such as music and painting, he loved to 
wear the garments of learning, as he loved clothing of the latest mode. 
Bookish man that he was, his happiest definitions and phrases often 
(though not always) came to him as embellishments of others' words. 
Even as late as 1 820, he could write in a letter to a friend in Paris, in 
admiration of some newspaper article he had read: ‘It is pure Sten- 
dhal!" and add that he would gladly “steal" it if need be. “For, if my 
own books become known in 1890, who will care about the grain of 
gold I had found in the mud?" 

But if he had lived in our own age of compilers, the readers of his 
two first books would have been able to distinguish promptly what was 
his, would not have needed to learn from literary detectives what 
was borrowed. It would be more fully evident that, despite its incom- 
pleteness and its borrowings, his JJistory of Painting in Italy, which 
was substantially the first expression of his true personality — most of 
it written in 1811 and 1812 — contained ideas that were almost too 
original or too “revolutionary" for his time. 


2 

Confining ourselves to that which was “pure Stendhal," the first 
thing that strikes us in the Plistory of Painting in Italy is his rational- 
istic approach to the subject of aesthetics, in which so much vagueness 
had ruled. A follower of eighteenth-century positivism, he remained 
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outside of the currents of thought in France and Germany at a time 
when Catholic mysticism dominated one country and transcendental- 
ism the other. His favorite philosophers, Montesquieu, Condillac, Hel- 
vetius, and the "last of the Encyclopedists/' Cabanis and Tracy, had 
attempted to apply scientific criticism to social institutions: law, gov- 
ernment, and education. It was Beyle's intention to complement their 
work by using their methods of observation and analysis in the field of 
the arts — later even in that of love ! Here, as in other fields, it was the 
destiny of this obscure exile to hand on the torch of the Enlightenment 
at a time when the rationalistic tradition was in danger of dying out. 

As always before and after, he was ideological. That is to say, like 
Condillac and his followers, he considered human ideas as merely so 
many different types of original or transformed sensations . And it is be- 
cause he clings to this sensualist philosophy that he appears so close to 
modern theorists of aesthetics. In setting off for Italy in 1811 he re- 
minded himself that he must observe the following points: (1) The 
state of the land and the climate; (T) the character of the inhabitants; 
(3) its painting, sculpture, and architecture; (4) its music. Here, of 
course, we have the inception of Taine's theory of the determining in- 
fluence of climate, race, and milieu (in the sense of historical-social 
environment) upon man and his civilization. 

"I wanted to do a history of Italian energy Beyle said after he had 
written his book. In her art was the key to the understanding of Italy. 
The production of monuments of art was to him the highest form of 
energy, rivaling, but also linked with, the achievements of the Napo- 
leons, past and present. "Stendhal was the first man," according to a 
thoughtful German commentator, Weigand, "who conceived of art as 
the flower of an entire culture and who pointed to the climate and the 
moral customs of society as the source of origin of artists." 3 

It Is in this deterministic spirit that Beyle begins his study of the 
Italian painters by an introductory discourse on the geographical, his- 
torical, and social conditions under which the great schools of painting 
were born. The city-states of medieval times, he points out, acquired 
a wealth and leisure unequaled in those days. In feudal Italy, the 
Church as an institution was predominant, and the arts were captured 

:2 WIIheIm Weigand, Stendhal , p. 12S; concluding volume of the Georg Muller edition of Stendhal’s 
Qesammelte Werke, Munich, 1925. The idea of treating cycles of culture as an ensemble, an organic 
unity of climatic, racial, and social-institutional forces was to gain ■'.vide support, after Taine dis- 
covered Stendhal. Taine applied this idea in his History oj English Literature (1863), in which the 
record of literature is used to demonstrate the true folk character of the English people, and the 
"meaning” of their history. Stendhal’s methods were also used in Taine’s Origines de la France 
cotitemporaine. 
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first of all by religion — or "by the priests/' The great painters therefore 
expressed reality as they saw it through their religious faith. But the 
Italians of that era, "full of energy and passion/' lived in a smiling 
climate that contributed to their love of pleasure. After the end of the 
wars between Guelphs and Ghibellines, their cities began to fill up with 
art treasures. The despots themselves enjoyed embellishing their tyr- 
anny with a glory that derived from the encouragement of the arts. 

The artists, then, freely expressed the "virtues" of their society, as 
exemplified in its religious-political institutions and the individuals 
who headed them. Ardent creatures that they were, the Renaissance 
Italians loved and hated greatly; they risked their lives> sated their pas- 
sions, killed with ferocity, and afterward prayed like superstitious 
fanatics, "freely delivering themselves to their highest exaltations." To 
understand their Ghirlandaios and Leonardos you must understand 
Machiavelli and Benvenuto Cellini; you must admit, as Beyle declares, 
that "Caesar Borgia was the representative man of the fifteenth cen- 
tury." 

For Beyle there is chiefly erotic appeal in the Madonnas of 
Raphael ( !) ; in the frescoes of Michelangelo he sees principally the ef- 
fect of veritable terror, the genuine fear of hell ; in the others, super- 
stitution and fantasy, violence and voluptuousness. 

But if it is the complex of the geographical, racial and social milieu 
that determines the character of a cultural development, such as the 
cinquecento in painting — if the art of Leonardo, Raphael, and Michel- 
angelo stems from the turbulent historical period in which they lived, 
with its particular religious concepts and way of life — then how idle 
and wrong it is merely to copy or imitate their works, or for that matter 
those of the classic Greeks. The widely accepted notion that either the 
Greek sculptors or the Italian painters after them had discovered abso- 
lute models of "ideal beauty" that must be imitated forever, as Winck- 
elmann stated, was an absurdity. Beauty and the taste for it were not 
immutable, but eternally changing and relative, depending on race, 
geography, and human institutions. Stendhal thus prepared the way 
for the romantic revolt against the pseudoclassical academicians of his 
time, the school of David. Like Mme. de Stael and other proponents of 
romanticism, he held that in each age and society artists must strive to 
discover and represent the "genius" of the civilization in which they 
live. 

The real value of Beyle's fragmentary History of Painting in Italy 
resides in its long introduction, which contributes so much to our un- 
derstanding of the origin of nineteenth-century ideas. Where he copies 
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the older Italian historians of art, incorporating their prejudices and 
errors, his "history” brings us little that is new. But in those digressions 
and general reflections that are everywhere interlarded in this ill- 
ordered work he often writes with the insight of critical genius. As if 
he were a man of the twentieth century, he gropes for a social-historical 
approach to culture. And despite his posing, and his evident ignorance 
of the painter’s craft, the sum of his reflections is an audacious polemic 
against the reigning schoolmen of art. His tribute to Michelangelo, for 
example, does him great honor still, for the painter of "The Last Judg- 
ment” was still in disfavor among authorities upon art when he wrote 
it. Certainly he was one of the first to liken Michelangelo to Dante, 
saying: “The proud and masculine genius of these two men is abso- 
lutely the same.” To the young Eugene Delacroix, who was beginning 
his rebellion against the tyranny of neoclassicism, Stendhal on Michel- 
angelo offered "a fragment of genius, one of the most striking and 
poetic I have ever read.” 

What he asks — and his thought has become so widely accepted as 
to seem commonplace now — is that artists must strive to be as modern, 
as contemporary, as were the great Greek and Italian masters. In op- 
posing Winckelmann and his later followers who held that the clas- 
sical Apollo of Belvedere, image of harmony, ideality, and "calm seren- 
ity,” was the supreme model, Stendhal argues that the ancient Greeks 
were simply expressing their vision of reality in accordance with their 
religious superstitions and social customs. "Their gods had . . . the par- 
ticular virtues in credit among their people and age: to wit, strength 
and prudence.” "But they were in no sense,” he remarks shrewdly 
enough, “like the idea of the ancient Greeks entertained by professors 
who sit in a library thinking about the 'Grecian ideal’ ”; in their savage 
way of life, they must rather have resembled “the North American 
Indians hunting in the forests along the Wabash.” He adds: “I would 
like to see the veritable Achilles of the Trojan Wars appear suddenly in 
the midst of [those professors’] lectures ; I am sure he would give them 
quite a scare.” He was to return to the charge against the classicists 
later on, in another field, that of literature. 

It is notable that, like a faithful materialist, he throws off rich sug- 
gestions for the analysis of aesthetic experience, a labor that was to 
occupy the psychologists of the century that followed his. The enjoy- 
ment of beauty, he holds, is not "in the mind,” as Kant believed, but is 
pure emotion. And in the closing section of his book there are daring 
aperpus that seem to forecast clearly what the direction of the new 
nineteenth-century art and literature must be if it were to respond to 
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the profound changes in society that “our glorious French Revolution” 
had wrought : 

The enjoyments of modem man demand of the arts that they . . . speak 
to us again with the power they had under our belligerent ancestors. ... It 
is difficult not to see what the nineteenth century seeks: a growing thirst for 
strong emotions is its true character. ... It is passion itself that we seek. It 
is therefore by a painting, exact, and yet inspired, of the human heart that 
the new century will distinguish itself from that which preceded it. 

Some fifteen or twenty years before romanticism belatedly con- 
quered France, this was accurate prophecy of the direction Delacroix, 
Gericault, and Courbet would take, as well as Balzac, Hugo, and Sten- 
dhal himself. 


3 

The manuscript, completed at the end of 1816, was published after 
long delay, in July 1817, by the bookseller Pierre Didot, in an edition 
of 1,000 copies. The delay was caused by the fact that Stendhal sent 
the book chapter by chapter to his friend Louis Crozet, who emended 
its “imprudences.” For numerous passages showed too plainly the 
cloven hoof of the freethinker and Jacobin. Yet after Crozet’s revision 
Stendhal added still more indiscretions, in which he referred to the con- 
veniences of clerical corruption in Italy, and treated religious art with 
high irreverence. The title page named the author of the work simply 
as “Monsieur B.A.A.” — which some have construed as meaning ‘“Beyle, 
ancien auditeur.” 

Soon the novice author was excitedly urging his friends in Paris to 
see to it that his book was reviewed. Louis Crozet, the engineer and 
man of letters, though having no large influence over the public, finally 
did write a review for the small CMoniteur universel, in September 1817, 
in which he managed to be both friendly and reasonable. Following 
this there was no further comment in Paris until early the following 
year, on March 9, 1818, when the powerful, conservative Journal des 
debats published a long and enthusiastic commentary upon the book 
as filling an important need and being both original and “complete.” 
This review was written also by a friend of Beyle’s, Joseph Lingay, a 
journalist of shifty, yet amusing character, who worked for many years 
as a ghost writer for the cabinet ministers of opposing parties in France. 

But three days later disaster befell the new author. On March 12. the 
editors of the Journal des debats executed an about-face — certainly 
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an extreme measure — by publishing a , second article reviewing 
CHistoire de la pewture, while repudiating the previous one by Lingay, 
as "an abuse of confidence/' Now they denounced the book in the most 
scathing terms; it was called extravagant and absurd, "teeming with 
irreligious statements and immoral insinuations/' The sad thing was 
that Stendhal had taken the trouble to insert a number of "pass- 
ports," as he called them, sentences intended to ingratiate the censors. 
He had assured his readers that he himself "earnestly respected the 
Holy Book"; and that, having been "much buffeted by revolutions," 
he was no longer a "republican rascal." But these rather jesuitical ef- 
forts to appear right-thinking helped not. It was as if his identity were 
known. This castigation, coming to a hopeful young author at an early 
phase of his career, greatly embittered him. 

What was worse, only 284 copies of his book were sold in the next 
seven years. Though he tried various expedients to spur the sales of 
his books — even, sometimes, reviewing them himself in obscure liter- 
ary journals, such as Qalignants , issued by the old English bookseller 
of the same name in Paris — he was ignored. He sent copies of his book 
to Sir Walter Scott, Goethe, and Premier Decazes. It would have made 
him happy to know that the aging Goethe read his books with enjoy- 
ment and said in the Conversations with Eckermann: "This man knows 
how to use others with skill and make their ideas his own. ... He at- 
tracts, he repels, he interests, he vexes us ; and so ... I read him, put 
him down, and take him up again, unable to let go." Yet no sound, no 
cheering word came to him. And so he abandoned the plan of writing 
four more volumes, though he carried his projected dissertations on 
Raphael; Correggio, and Guido in his head. Perhaps also he shrank, as 
he hints, from the rigors of "that cruel discipline without which one 
cannot penetrate so vast a subject." The French, he complained, were 
"monsters of vanity and gossip" who could never be made to under- 
stand art. Besides, he reflected : "It is trivial to pass one's life in describ- 
ing how others were great." 

The History of Painting in Italy had been a labor of love; no other 
book, he has related, cost him such agonies in composition, augmented 
toward the end by "forty or fifty days and nights of coffee drinking." 
It had been so long delayed in the printing that his next work, Pome, 
"Naples and Tlorence, followed it on the stalls of Paris by only two 
months, in September 1817. This travel book was a quite different af- 
fair, a wholly informal potpourri of Stendhal's memoirs, reflections, 
and travel notes, as® well as notes on the architecture, painting, music 
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and moral customs he had studied in Italy. Though intended as a travel 
guide, it was more nearly the travel diary of a philosopher, filled with 
miscellaneous gleanings from his own journals of earlier years and even 
with his notes on crime stories reported in the press. Its informality gave 
ample scope to Stendhal's wit, his undisciplined talents, and his inex- 
haustible intellectual curiosity. Here we have the true Stendhal, the 
raconteur . and aphorist, no longer constrained by his duties as a histo- 
rian. It is significant that this book is the first to be signed by his Ger- 
manic or Viking-sounding nom de plume of “2t. de Stendhal , former 
cavalry officer." It was his third pseudonym (undoubtedly inspired by 
the memory of the great German art. critic, Winckelmann) and was 
retained because of the relative success won by this unpretentious 
book. 3 The “Baron de Stendhal" — for so he was called by courtesy — 
was foreign-sounding, resonant, and mystifying; it suited the cosmo- 
politanism of a Frenchman who lived in Italy by choice and used a Teu- 
tonic nom de plume. 

I have cited freely from Rome, TJaples and Florence in the preceding 
chapter, in describing Stendhal's sentiments toward an Italy as yet 
scarcely touched by the movements of the industrial revolution. Even 
today the book has a flavor as distinctive as Sterne's Sentimental Jour- 
ney. One travels with the irrepressible Stendhal through city after city, 
stopping at dusty inns, visiting all sorts of ruins and monuments, meet- 
ing uninhibited travel companions, going to the opera, and listening, 
so to speak, to his conversations upon nature, man, and the mutations 
of history. 

His mode of travel and investigation is highly original too: 

When I arrive in some city, I ask a friend (as soon as I have made his 
acquaintance), who are the dozen richest men in town; who are the twelve 
most beautiful women; and who is the man most disliked (who can have me 
hung if he wishes) ; then I associate myself with the man who is most decried, 
then with the pretty women, finally with the millionaires. 

One of his favorite devices in a strange town was to go to a book- 
shop, buy some books, and solicit information about the town. From 
his early days he also had a way with him when dealing with wild- 
looking coachmen or ragged peasants, and learned something of their 
dialect. 

Despite the book's discursiveness, it pursues a number of dominant 
themes: (1) life in Italy is “closer to nature," a Rousseauist valuation; 

following a French edition Of five hundred copies issued in London in 1817 by Colburn, there 
appeared an English translation, in 1818, entitled Rome, Naples & Florence, Sketches of the Present 
State of Society, planners. Arts, Literature, etc. in those Celebrated Cities, by the Count de Stendhal. 
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(2) the quest of happiness, which is increasingly lost sight of in the 
countries to the north, is still possible here; (3) these observations lead 
him to a sustained polemic against the society of his own country, in 
which, he holds, “character'' has declined since the days of the French 
Revolution; (4) in the Italy of 1817 he insists upon seeing the persist- 
ent traits (or their residues) of the people who brought about the 
Renaissance five centuries earlier, though on this point the Italians 
themselves strongly disagreed with him. He saw them still as creatures 
of impulse, brimming with undiluted love and hate; even their cities 
still were jealous of each other as in no other country. It was his theory 
that though the Italians had long languished under foreign despots, and 
suffered the oppression of the corrupt clerical police, they had learned 
how to make all sorts of subtle moral adjustments pennitting them to 
survive essentially unspoilt : whether by paying bribes to the bishop's 
mistress, or pretending to serve the foreign rulers. They remained es- 
sentially children of pleasure. Though they might profess Christianity, 
and serve Mother Church, the people of the Papal States especially, 
Stendhal insisted, were pagans under the skin. 

Studying the great Cathedral of Milan, he recalls that Gian Galeazzo 
Visconti began building It in 1386, after he had poisoned his uncle 
Bernabo, the former ruler, and taken power. “Doubtless he built the 
cathedral in order to appease the Virgin Mary," Stendhal observes. 
The present relations of the subject Italians to the Austrian despots and 
their spies and censors remind him of the moral finesse of Machiavelli. 
For he quotes the Italians as saying: “To serve the King (Austrian or 
Spanish) is pardoned, because he pays. But to serve him zealously is 
considered infamous , because he is our enemy." 

Italians had felt deeply and spoken freely in the fifteenth and six- 
teenth centuries; and they were really no different today. “All of 
present-day Italy," he said, “is an outgrowth of the Middle Ages." It 
was a judgment dictated by his convictions concerning the material 
force of climate and historical environment; one worth pondering still 
in the atavistic decades of the twentieth century that produce a Mus- 
solini modeled after the condotUeri of old times. 

And outside of Italy, he asked, did anyone know what politics really 
was? “Politics," he said, “is the art of getting people to do what you 
want without money or violence." 

This is not to say that the spirit of criticism flagged in Stendhal. At 
times his notes become an essay in folk psychology that appears well 
in advance of its age. The Italians are lacking in wit, because instead 
of conversation being an art with them, as in France, it is a means to 
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an end: the satisfaction of passion. Unlike the German/ the Italian is 
Indifferent to metaphysics; and as against the Englishman, he is accus- 
tomed to leaving questions of Individual conscience to his priest — for 
"personal examination leads to reasoning/” which is frowned upon. 
Jests offend the amour-propre of the Italian, who is serious when in 
love; for six months the vengeful Italian will remember a slighting 
word. Nor is he without vanity of a naive sort, for once, when Stendhal 
mocked at a recently installed public monument in Milan, he saw that 
his friends were made angry; he had offended the "patriotism of the 
anteroom/' and perceiving this, feigned a headache and hurried away. 

Finally he moans over the appalling ignorance, decreed by the "Jes- 
uits/' who had condemned Rome and all the region south of the Tiber 
to "three centuries of childhood," and forced the workingman to live 
on alms. "To think is dangerous," he said. "One may make love in any 
way he pleases; but to jest about religion is dangerous." Stendhal's 
analysis of the character of the various Italian cities, so different from 
each other, is still illuminating, though much of his description has value 
chiefly as a historical document. 

Yet, as the infatuated lover attributes every perfection to his inamo- 
rata, so Stendhal in his enchantment with Italy clung to the convic- 
tion that he had rediscovered the Italy of the ruthless, magnificent, 
and voluptuous Medicis and Sforzas. Were not the young Italians, 
whom he saw every night in Milan, alreadj' busily plotting an insur- 
rection that would liberate and unify their country? The love of liberty 
smoldered in their breasts, though every means was taken by the 
authorities to discourage it. Napoleon, when told by the citizens of 
Brescia that their people loved liberty more than other Italians, had 
said mockingly: "Yes, they speak of it to their mistresses." But many 
young Italians repeated the phrase of the patriot, Pietro Massirili : "The 
more unhappy Italy is, the more faithful to her I shall remain." In his 
revised edition of Rome, Naples and Florence, (1816), speaking much 
more openly, Stendhal prophesied a national insurrection whose date 
accurately enough he named as circa 1845. 

Italy appeared at first blush to be unhappy and stagnant; but though 
repressed by their police, the common people repeatedly burst forth in 
acts of individual passion; for a scudo, or a crown or two, their hr am 
could kill without remorse; for bread or love the peasant of Sicily would 
commit a "beautiful crime." Under this head Stendhal collected a store 
of nerve-tingling anecdotes, and, in his admiration for the unexpected 
or unpremeditated act, went so far as to utter praise of those who com- 
mitted des beaux crimes . 
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"When I am waylaid by highway robbers who fire at me, I always 
feel a great anger at the government, and at the local cure. As for the 
bandit, I like him because he is energetic and amusing/" The bandit, 
too, embodied a variant of the Napoleonic ruthlessness and energy he 
extolled. He said also: "Only the common people possess the energy 
to obey their passions/" After clipping stories of recent crimes from 
the French newspapers, he remarked further: "The best characters in 
France are to be found in the galleys/" These were strong words, in- 
tended to shock and infuriate, openly hinting at a cult of violence. 

But Stendhal had a good deal of blague in him; and in what we now 
consider the Shavian manner, loved to set off petards to startle his 
readers. At any rate, he himself indulged in no crimes; few men ob- 
served the peace more scrupulously than did this retired veteran of 
Napoleon"s campaign in Russia. Nor was he the man to follow his own 
realistic prescriptions for the seizure of power, or of its modern equiva- 
lent, money. On the contrary, his wisdom bade him be content with 
living in a provincial city on a budget of five or six francs a day. 

On beginning his self-chosen retirement as a scholar and impover- 
ished gentleman, he had written to a friend in Paris*. 

Well, Italy pleases me. I pass each day from seven to midnight hearing music 
and seeing two ballets; the climate does the rest. ... You find me mad; but 
what would you have me do? All that is worth the trouble, in this world, 
is the self. The good side of a character like mine is that I take a retreat from 
Russia like a glass of lemonade. Blame yourself, my amiable friend, if I have 
spoken so long of the 7. 

This forerunner of the Good Europeans has grasped some of the 
great secrets of history and power; yet, modern neurotic and intellec- 
tual though he is, he prefers to live alone with his ego in a furnished 
room, and speculate upon them in his head. His spirit of discrimination 
and self-criticism forbids him to use his own doctrines as dogmatically 
as his later admirers of the most diverse schools, determinist, socialist, 
individualist, and fascist, would use them. Taine, the liberal, Nietzsche, 
the iconoclast, Zola and Leon Blum, the socialists, and Count Gobineau 
and Charles Maurras, the philosophers of fascism, all were to find 
nourishment in his writings and claim him for their own. Yet, in truth, 
he does not belong to them or their systems, but is himself. 

Besides, he had a healthy fear of the police. As he himself admits, 
he deliberately interlarded in his text all sorts of transparent pieties 
and bromides which were designed to appease the censors. He claimed 
that he was "no dog of a liberal/" and with respectful doffings of the 
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hat to Louis XVIII allowed that constitutional monarchy was the best 
of possible governments. Jestingly he remarked: “To have a republic 
we must begin by making our country an island/' 

These were the "passports" by which he hoped to escape censure or 
suppression, always a likely possibility in the days after Waterloo. 
From Paris, his printer had written warningly that he must be careful 
to "cut out anything that may bring us into trouble with the law and 
goes beyond the bounds of liberalism. I want no difficulty of any kind 
with the authorities." Thus the pretended pieties jostled strangely with 
provocative or subversive reflections, a condition that rendered his 
manner of writing all the more intriguing to the initiated who under- 
stood the secret. Moreover his "Beylisms" were wrapped up with many 
pages of practical travel information, hastily culled from old Italian 
guidebooks, sometimes none too accurate, which lent the book a mod- 
est and useful air. 


4 

To his delight the travel book sold well enough to bring him a few 
hundred francs in royalties. Though it was barely mentioned in France, 
it enjoyed the honor of a long and favorable notice in the Edinburgh 
Quarterly Review, the most influential literary and political journal of 
the age. Perhaps Stendhal's searching criticisms of French national 
character commended him to the English, for his earlier books were 
more hospitably treated by them than by his compatriots. Also, his ill- 
concealed anti-clericalism and liberalism was much relished in the great 
English reform quarterly. As if to repay the compliment, Stendhal with 
his first royalties purchased all the back numbers of the Edinburgh , 
dating from 1 802, a considerable expenditure. It was in a sense also a 
tribute to the nation of freedom, whose advanced system of govern- 
ment had been celebrated by Voltaire and Montesquieu. 4 

Through a young English friend named Edward Edwards, the rather 
rakish brother of the scientist. Dr. Edwards, who resided in Paris, 
Stendhal was able to arrange for publication of both his book on music 
and his travel book in London. It was in order to conclude these ar- 
rangements that he set off in the company of young Edwards, in August 


The Edinburgh Quarterly Review's commentator on French books apparently recognized the author 
of Rome, Naples and Florence, the “Count de Stendhal/* as the “B.A.A.** of the History of Paint- 
ing in Italy and did not neglect to twit him upon his obvious plagiarisms from the Edinburgh itself 
in the earlier book, while praising him for his verve in the later one. 
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1817, on his first journey to the land of Shakespeare, Locke, and 
Byron. 

England, and especially London, made a deep impression upon him. 
But as much of the time of his visit was spent in drinking brandy and 
roistering with Edwards, his ideas of the country were less distinct 
than on subsequent, longer visits, during which the cosmopolitan Sten- 
dhal acquired a more intimate knowledge of English literary and politi- 
cal movements. 

On his return he spent but a few days in Paris and as little time in 
Grenoble, before hurrying back to Milan, which, after his brief look 
at the world outside, he felt more than ever to be his true home. With 
him he brought back his sister Pauline to spend a few months in his 
company in Milan. She was in mourning, owing to the recent death of 
her husband, and Stendhal, who loved her alone among the remaining 
members of his family, his grandfather and great-aunt having died, 
thought to distract her from her grief. At Grenoble, however, he had 
received bad news : his avaricious father was in debt to the extent of 
250,000 francs; most of the Beyle patrimony was hypothecated, and 
Beyle, pere, was all but ruined by his frenzied speculations in land. 
From now on, Stendhal understood, he could look to his “bastard” 
for but little financial help, and must live on his meager 2,400 francs a 
year and what he could earn in addition by writing. Thus far he had 
lost rather than gained money by his books. 

He was more determined than ever to remain in self-willed exile. 
Some two years earlier, in January 1815, word had come to him that 
Mme. Alexandrine Daru, his “Countess Palfy,” had died of a sudden 
illness at only thirty-three. “What terrible news the press brings me,” 
he wrote his sister. “She was, after you, the best friend I had in this 
world.” With Alexandrine dead, he had less reason than ever to return 
to Paris. He always disliked thinking or speaking of death, and he 
mourned her silently, like a stoic. A little later, after the Battle of Water- 
loo, he wrote in his journal: “I will not return for a long time to a 
country that is without liberty and without glory.” 

The Great Revolution was being undone; for cowards and hypocrites 
were in the saddle. Napoleon languished in St. Helena — -he who despite 
his evil “personal rule” had wished "to cure all of us of eighteen cen- 
turies of Christianity and feudalism.” Under the Empire, though too 
many citizens had thought only of honors and baronies, the social gains 
of the Revolution were consolidated ; the freed peasants and new mid- 
dle classes were secure in their title to land and property, while the 
nobility was dispossessed and no one thought of the priests. But now, 
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he feared, the lights were being extinguished all over Europe, or as he 
phrased it: "The party of the candle-snuffers triumphs/ 3 Everything 
that would be done in France for years to come would be in the line of 
candle-snuffing. He watched while dull-witted aristocrats and super- 
stitious priests, in the name of a Charter that enfranchised only 200,000 
Frenchmen, ruled France, "with their sole legislation the fear of hell/ 5. 
From all that he heard, he felt himself fortunate in having missed the 
White Terror of 1815. 

But if reaction triumphed in France, its rule was relatively enlight- 
ened when compared with that authoritarian darkness in which the 
rest of Europe was engulfed after the Congress of Vienna. For Prince 
Metternich's obsessive dread was of a "new 1793/ 5 with the people 
coming out into the streets again. In Austria, most of Germany, and the 
Italian states, thousands of police spies watched over everyone and 
gathered immense dossiers for Vienna, noting what men read, wrote, 
or said to each other. Under Napoleon's "Cisalpine Republic/ 5 Italians 
had known a decade of relative progress and personal liberty. But by 
1819 they seemed thoroughly cowed, as did the Germans, by censor- 
ship of university and press, which, Stendhal was convinced, the Jesuits 
mainly directed. Indeed, all Europe lived in a nightmare of fear. Liberals 
and reactionaries both lived in fear, the former dreading unjust im- 
prisonment, the latter a return of popular revolutions and "Men of 
Destiny/ 5 These developments the exiled Stendhal pondered in soli- 
tude; they were the subject also of much of his private correspondence^ 
for throughout his life he showed the liveliest interest in the questions 
of politics and power, in the movements of world history, such as he 
himself had witnessed, whose broad currents sweep through his books. 

At this period, after Waterloo, one might say that Stendhal went 
"underground 55 in Italy, as men would take to the "underground 55 more 
than a century later in the odious times of Hitler, Mussolini, and Mar- 
shal Petain. Indeed the parallel between the generation after 1815 and. 
the dark epoch of France 5 s defeat in 1940 is so salient that it is not sur- 
prising to find young French writers and leaders of the underground 
Resistance movement in the 1940s reading Stendhal again with almost 
religious fervor; for countless pages of his novels, essays, and particu- 
larly of his autobiographical and epistolary writings breathed an intel- 
lectual revolt that was subtle and resourceful as well as stubborn. By 
reading him one became schooled in the art, the technique of secret 
resistance as practiced in an earlier time, under the authoritarianism 
of Catholic royalists. He was libertine and skeptical — often to the limits- 
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of cynicism — -but in the end he showed a rare courage: that of being 
honest with himself. 

This extreme intellectual honesty — the most admirable trait among 
the mixed elements of his nature — led him to oppose, with the utmost 
tenacity, the moral tendencies that were officially in favor and more or 
less de rigueur in his time. Thus he was like a lonely and lost figure 
who had lived on beyond the eighteenth century whence he came, a 
century that had believed in Reason. Indeed if ever there was a symbol 
of a "lost generation" it was the ex-commissary Beyle, who had sur- 
vived the retreat from Russia with Napoleon, now, as a secret Jacobin, 
hiding himself in Italy during Metternich's Age of Darkness, and wait- 
ing for the world to return to the beliefs that others termed "out- 
moded." 

Could he, should he have yielded to the spirit of the times? The 
arrogant Chateaubriand, champion of legitimism and Christianity, 
dominated letters in France. Joseph de Maistre, the ardent Catholic 
polemicist, filled men's minds with hatred of the Revolution and of the 
evils it had wrought. France was given over to "the men in black"; for 
the Congregation, that mysterious and powerful secret order, directed 
by the Jesuits, watched over education, the press, and literature. Mean- 
while, in Italy also, men who loved liberty, such as the Carbonari, were 
forced to meet together secretly in the depths of the forests — hence 
their name of "Charcoal Burners." Society lived in fear, fear even of 
ideas. Men intrigued and denounced each other to gain favor; con- 
spiracy and counterespionage created a world of cape-and-sword that 
would have been comic if it were not so depressing. 

All this Stendhal watched with a heart full of scorn. He loved liberty 
and, he declared in letters to his friends, could not live without it in a 
degraded France where he would be made "to tremble every morning 
in fear of being suppressed by some new decree." As he had written 
in an unguarded page of his History of Painting in Italy in 1817, "mon- 
archical government crushed the souls of artists" in former times; and 
now "ideas were the bogey of the party in power." Moreover society 
in France was plainly decaying, for the energy unloosed by the Revolu- 
tion and Bonaparte was sacrificed by the aristocrats, those men of 
"cold, dignified, and polished emptiness," who were trying to return 
to the ways of Louis XIV, "the king of fools." 

What would he be doing in Paris, where conformity and cant spread 
like a leprosy, and false dignity frowned upon wit or merriment? "To 
succeed in Paris, one needed above all to be like the others A One 
•would have to be as dull as they and bend the knee, and his knee was 
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not “supple enough/' The condition was precisely that described later 
in his first novel, Armance, in which the hero, repeatedly warned to 
be silent when he attempts to speak his mind on divers public questions, 
exclaims in despair: “Alas, do not reproach me for the greatest 
of my misfortunes, that of being obliged to lie every dayf’ 

At the thought of returning to Paris, Stendhal said : “The enormous 
hypocrisy that will be necessary is what fills me with despair." 

His friend, Joseph Lingay, who as a political journalist earned the 
large sum of twenty thousand francs a year by selling his talents to 
both sides, laughed at all of it, and spent his money in royal dissipa- 
tion. But though Stendhal is often termed a cynic, he wrote protesting 
against the cynicism of Lingay, the ghost writer, to still another friend 
who had also accepted a high place under the Bourbons and whom, by 
indirection, he also reproached. Should one be content “so long as he 
was paid? Was itto be each for himself ... the reasoning of a Tal- 
leyrand?" No, Stendhal was convinced that such moral hypocrisy 
would end by depriving a man of his capacity even to reason cor- 
rectly. His reasoning, he believed, was founded upon the long-run truth 
of the principle of solus populi . “In this century, to combine the hon- 
ors of virtue with the pleasures of vice is impossible." 

To be an author, a professional author, in the dubious manner of 
many of his contemporaries was not possible. “Now, I have always 
fulfilled my mission, which is not to speak as an author," he wrote in a 
letter of December 1, 1817. “The trade of author seemed to me de- 
grading, or rather degraded. ... In my fall from greatness, I had my 
pride, a stubborn pride which neither prayer nor fasting could ban- 
ish." He must remain, then, an amateur, writing for his own pleasure. 
“I write in order to drive away boredom in the mornings. I write what 
3 myself think , and not what is thought .” 

Stendhal's intellectual life during the long years In Italy after 1815 
is mirrored in a series of “underground" letters, among the best that 
he wrote, to his old friend Louis Crozet, and particularly to a new 
friend, the Baron de Mareste, a very clever man who shared both his 
passion for Italian music and his interest in politics. These letters are 
a full and brilliant commentary upon popular movements in Italy, Ger- 
many, and France, and have the interest of a singularly vivid histori- 
cal document. What is more, they are letters written in great secrecy, 
and in a secret lingo or code of his own, devised with the evident 
purpose of throwing spies and censors off the track. Not only do they 
give a rich and intimate record of his mind, but they reveal the little 
daily shifts and stratagems by which he survived his Dark Age. 
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In his Rome , Naples and Florence, he describes a certain Milanese 
lady, and relates how before a mixed company she spoke freely of her 
love affairs, though in remarkably indirect or veiled terms. And this 
leads him to exclaim : "Oh, if there could but be a secret language of 
the hearth Now, with infinite precautions, he himself fabricated a 
secret language in which he could give and receive intelligence of politi- 
cal affairs. By inverting words, twisting them into strange anagrams, 
mixing them with English and Italian terms (also anagrammatized), 
he arrived at one of the weirdest jargons there ever was, the jargon of 
resistance , which, curiously enough, French writers would use again 
under Papa Petain a century later. For example, when he wished to 
speak of kings in French he would use, instead of rois , an abbreviation 

of the English "kings/' "K s," depending upon it that his clever 

friends would puzzle such things out. Names were always given in 
anagram: Zotgui, for Guizot, Riepre, for Perier, Bertlu, for Lubert 
Some of his typical cipher code follows : 

Zejes = Jesuiies 

Prs, or Jrepres = ( JPrelres } i.e., priests) 
g ionreli = religion 
Xainesrepubtis = republicans 
votdes = devots 

Other terms such as noblesse , or aristocrates , he translated into Eng- 
lish as "the blood." He dated and postmarked his letters falsely; he 
signed himself with a thousand different pseudonyms. This secret 
jargon became a mania that clung to him all his life. Feeling himself 
insecure, watched by spies continually, he used even the trick of in- 
serting pious and Ultra-Royalist phrases into his letters in order to 
baffle those who might open his mail, and urged his correspondents 
to do the same. His handwriting itself became impenetrable. And 
what is both comic and pathetic about the whole business is that his 
"secret" writing could not but arouse suspicion, which would lead to 
the deciphering of his facile code by the use of a little English. This 
rigmarole of secrecy — the sport of Stendhalian scholars today — was 
in truth no protection, but the sign of a state of mind that never left 
him, a sense of danger and alienation and persecution. That it was no 
protection is shown by the fact that the secret police both in Italy and 
France had complete dossiers on Henri Beyle and "Stendhal" also, and 
were quite aware of his true opinions. 

In this acrostic of pieties and misspelled words there were clear 
enough allusions to the fact that he trusted neither the lying press of 
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France or Italy, but often depended for information upon English 
tourists arriving in Italy, or on the news in a small newspaper from 
Lausanne, Switzerland, “a hole where a little freedom vegetated/' 
Italy, he declared, was being rendered treacherous and knavish by 
papal oppression; “I dare not speak of the intrigues/' German stu- 
dents were rioting in 1818, because no constitution such as was prom- 
ised them was forthcoming. And, quoting Gray's ""Elegy," he relates 
that the "village Hampdens" were at work all over Europe; that he has 
been reading the unpublished manuscript copy of a new book by 
Destutt de Tracy on representative government, which is to be pub- 
lished in English by Tracy's friend Jefferson. There he hinted was his 
own democratic credo, and he signed himself ""Th. Jefferson" by way 
of disguise ! 

Imbedded here and there in these letters were some truculent state- 
ments : 

A collection of bayonets or of guillotines can no more stop the movement of 
public opinion than a collection of gold pieces can stop the gout. 

The shepherd . . . can never convince his flock of sheep that his interests 
and theirs are identical. 

Also some prophecies: that ""curious things will happen in France 
. . . probably toward 1830" — this in a letter of December 21, 1819. 

""Liberty for all Europe by 1850," he ventured boldly. (The ""Red" 
revolutions were to arrive in 1848.) Meanwhile, he vowed to himself 
that, come what might, he would be faithful to the party of progress. 
""Writers are the hussars of liberty," he wrote bravely in 1817. ""And 
always in action. Sometimes they retreat, but only to advance again/' 

Even in Italy, he notes, those who hold power ""are forced to avert 
their eyes as they walk the streets, to avoid looks of scorn from the 
common folk at every step." Most men nowadays only feigned obedi- 
ence to regimes that none believed would last long. If the friends of 
liberty could only hold out, all would be well ; time was on their side. 

Hope rises in the heart of Stendhal, and also a subdued fear. In 
Milan, in 1818, he could hear the young men of the Carbonari buzzing 
everywhere with their conspiracies, their plots for an insurrection. 
Stendhal himself, though full of misgivings lest his cherished creature 
comforts, his music, his women friends — all that made for happiness 
— might be forfeited in the event of disaster, was drawn, nevertheless, 
ever closer to the circle of the revolutionaries. What drew him help- 
lessly into this net was, once more, love: the love of a noble and, 
courageous Italian woman, perhaps the deepest he ever felt 
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Afetilda: Or the Anatomy of Love 


Love is a precious flower; but one must have the desire to 
pluck it from the edge of a precipice. 

— Stendhal, T>e l 'amour. 


S INCE 1814, Stendhal's literary and musical friends had never 
ceased their highly vocal plotting for Italian insurrection against 
foreign rule, under the leadership of Count Frederico Confalio- 
nieri, one of Milan's leading nobles and a ringleader of the secret 
society of the Carbonari. In the north, Lombardy and Tuscany were 
to be induced to rise against the Austrians and join with independent 
Piedmont; in the south, Sicily was to take up arms at the same time, 
so that the peninsula would be aflame from one end to the other. 
Though disappointments were piled upon disappointments, and be- 
trayals as well, the ranks of the conspiring patriots steadily swelled. 
By 1818 and 1819 the polite circles of Milan were alive with intrigue, 
and there was hardly an evening at the loges of the Scala Theater, 
Stendhal declares, when the conversation did not turn upon the great 
event all awaited, or when it was not repeatedly hushed at the entrance 
of a spy known to be in the pay of Austria. 

It was the time of the romantic revolution in literature also. When 
Stendhal's literary friends, who were of the circle of Ludovico di 
Breme, launched a new review in 1818, they announced that its pur- 
pose was to “liberate” literature from the tyranny of classicism. But 
sotto voce they always added that it was no less their purpose to liber- 
ate Italy of its Austrian garrisons. And as they were romantic in 
poetry, so in their politics. For it was chiefly the young nobles and the 
educated middle class who rallied to the red, blue, and black banner 
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of the ritualistic Carbonari, while, plainly enough, the impoverished 
masses ignored the call to rebellion. For these reasons, it has been re- 
marked, Lord Byron, who was still living in or near Venice, distinctly 
preferred the charming Italian variety of revolution to movements of 
the English radicals at home; whereas Stendhal, though swept along 
by his intimate friends among the Carbonari, such as the immensely 
enthusiastic Giuseppe Vismara and the poet, Silvio Pellico, gave them 
his sympathy with marked reservations. 

“I dare not tell you of the plotting that goes on here/' wrote Sten- 
dhal in his “underground” letters to his friend Mareste in Paris. What 
he had seen of men who wielded power ruthlessly in republican and 
Napoleonic days convinced him that the Italian enthusiasts were too 
“vague” in their plans and too given to verbal indiscretion. Quite con- 
ceivably their design might miscarry and he, the foreigner in their midst, 
would be blamed. “The police can do anything with me here,” he said, 
for he was suspect as a godless Frenchman who had served the “anti- 
christ” Napoleon. Besides, Lombardy enjoyed an honest if vexatious 
rule by the Germans, in comparison with neighboring Modena or 
‘ Venetia, and far better than the Papal States In the bonds of the Vati- 
can's crooked police. 

The men of Milan, like those of sedate Florence, he thought, were 
prosperous, comfortable, and paunchy fellows, addicted to music and 
to pleasure, and would never fight seriously. “Their tongues are lib- 
eral, but the heart wants a little Stendhal remarked after learning a 
little more of insurrectionary strategy. 

These prophecies of gloom were to prove accurate enough, but 
when, in the spring of 1818, his friend Vismara brought him to see the 
beautiful Countess Metilda, at whose apartment in a battered old 
palace of the Piazza Belgiojoso some of the principal conspirators regu- 
larly foregathered, he was ready to champion Italian liberty with all 
his soul and without reservations of any kind. 

Despite his claims to the contrary, he had up to now met only a few 
representatives of good society in Milan. The Countess Metilda, a 
young woman of twenty-six, was a descendant of an old and wealthy 
family named Viscontini, and was married to the Polish General and 
Count Jan Dembowski, formerly in the service of France. While the 
others present talked politics, Stendhal had eyes only for her, for she 
seemed to him one of those" Lombard beauties whom Leonardo had 
painted in his charming Herodiades. She was tall, dark-haired, with a 
delicate aquiline nose whose curve harmonized most gracefully with 
her finely shaped head. Grave and proud in manner, her smile, though 
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decidedly melancholy, had great finesse. "It was with a deliberate slow- 
ness” that she turned to look at one with her large, dark eyes, the en- 
chanted Stendhal said, "as if she knew in advance that nothing she re- 
garded would render her happy again.” Yet there would also be mo- 
ments when she seemed on fire with enthusiasm for some ideal or 
cause. 1 That she ran some danger in associating herself with the revo- 
lutionary plotters, and that Milan gossip censured her for her indiffer- 
ence to convention in some regards, but added to her perfection in his 
eyes and set him dreaming of a happiness lately lost to him. For his 
heart had been arid ; he had suffered from loneliness since the break 
with Gina. 

Metilda Viscontini had been given in marriage to Count Dembow- 
ski, along with a dot of 150,000 lire, when she was barely sixteen. Her 
husband, twenty years older than she, soon showed himself not only 
brutal but faithless. After several years of suffering at his hands, the 
young woman displayed enough spirit to leave Milan of her own ac- 
cord and go abroad with her two young children, residing for several 
years at Berne, Switzerland. Since the most celebrated of Italian poets, 
Ugo Foscolo — Italy's "Young Werther” — also was exiled then in Berne 
and paid her court, Milan society said that Metilda had left, not to 
escape the cruelties of her husband, but to live with Foscolo. "Though 
she had had but one lover, she was publicly dishonored,” Stendhal re- 
lates — not because she stood accused of having been someone's mistress, 
for that was common enough in Milan, but because she had left home 
and husband and lived alone abroad. 

Certainly Foscolo had the reputation of a Don Juan; he was also a 
patriot leader and had suffered greatly for his political beliefs. It was 
in this guise that Metilda admired him, as his biographers have shown; 
for both his private papers and poems alluding to her tell the story of 
an unrequited suit. Yet sympathy for the exiled revolutionary, then 
living in great poverty, led Metilda to aid him and to devote herself 
thenceforth to the cause for which he fought. 

It was only late in 1816, after having gained a separation agreement 
from her husband, that she returned to Milan to live in an apartment 
of the old family palace on the Piazza Belgiojoso, only two minutes' 
walk from Stendhal's quarters then in the Via Andegari. She lived 
apart and went out little, aware of society's scandalmongering. As she 
had known how to resist the tyranny of her husband, and wrest her 
children from him, so now she resolved to help resist the oppressors 
of Italy, whose plight was as unhappy as her own. Soon the Austrian 

Stendhal: Melanges Utteraires, Vol. I, p. 19 (Le Roman de Metttde). ' 
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espionage system reported this independent and cultivated young 
woman to be one of the souls of the insurgent movement in Milan* 

Stendhal, in a passage of one of his later travel books, describes her 
(under *a disguised name) as having a "noble candor" and an eloquence 
of expression on the score of her sentiment for Italy, so great as to 
rf cast a spell over all those who surrounded her." Since the time of 
Alexandrine Dam's ascendancy, he had known no woman as in- 
nately refined and high-minded as the impetuous Metilda. This idea 
of her was to be borne out subsequently by the firmness of her behavior 
in the hour of crisis; the Italian women, Stendhal insists, often ex- 
ceeded their men in courage. Oh, if something of this warmth of devo- 
tion could be turned toward himself! 

After meeting her for the first time in April 1818, he was absent 
from Milan on a journey lasting three weeks, but thought of her con- 
stantly. On his return he haunted her door, in the company of other 
admirers or fellow plotters. In imagination he magnified every virtue 
and every feature of her beauty; and, constantly occupied with the 
memory of her glance, her gestures, her tone of voice, he would feel, 
when waiting to see her again, something akin to a "frenzy of nervous 
agitation." Every moment he would look at his watch, and feel de- 
lighted if ten minutes had passed since he had last looked at it. Then, 
at length, the hour approached when he could see her again. But once 
in her presence he would be so shaken and full of dread lest he make 
some wrong move “in the great combat that was beginning, in which 
every word or gesture counted in the balance," that -he would fall 
silent, and appear embarrassed or timid. His inward tumult was so vio- 
lent that it seemed to him "the eyes of all who were there must read 
the love in his eyes." Then out of fear of being silent, he would some- 
times burst out in a spate of words that he did not even believe in, 
and could even less defend or explain. "The number of foolish things 
that I said during two years ... in order not to be silent, throws me 
into despair when I think of them. . . . For when the too ardent in- 
terests of his passion are at stake, the tender and proud soul cannot 
be eloquent in the presence of the being he loves; the thought of possi- 
ble failure appears too terrible an evil to bear." 3 

In other words, his emotions had "crystallized" about Metilda Vis- 
contini, to use the terms of that curious, methodological treatise, or 
anatomy of love, T>e V amour, which Stendhal, inspired by her, wrote 
in 1819. 

Once more he became a man of action, trusting to the poetic im- 

! Ve I' amour, Ch. XXIV ("Lisio Visconti”). 
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mediacy of the deed, advancing, skirmishing, and chattering all the 
while. Since his diary stops at this period (perhaps out of political 
caution), we must reconstruct the grand lines of the "combat” for 
Metilda from those specimens of "sensitive passion” given in his 
treatise on love, which so unmistakably illustrate his problem and his 
drama. 

It was always his conviction that the language of love has many 
tongues, first of all the eyes. While he discoursed or was silent, his 
eyes spoke to her incessantly. Even in a gesture of salutation, not only, 
his warm glance but the pressure of his uncommonly small and deli- 
cate hands could communicate artfully with a woman whose heart was 
on the alert. Yet Metilda, in response to his compliments, maintained 
only a melancholy reserve. 

Stendhal himself was in his thirty-sixth year when he met Metilda, 
though you would scarcely believe it from the eternal buoyancy of his 
feelings. Just as you would scarcely believe that this red-faced, thick- 
shouldered, round-bellied dandy, looking like a stout shopkeeper, was 
constantly absorbed by "ideal love” and by "passional love.” 

On one of their first meetings, he spoke about the different atti- 
tudes that people held toward love at various stages of life: as in 
youth, in ripe age, and in old age. In response to these demarches , she 
explained to him in her grave manner that since some years ago, "de- 
spairing of society and, almost, of human nature . . . she had re- 
nounced the hope of finding what was needed for her heart.” Age and 
experience since then had but fortified these views. 

But he replied by advancing the opinion that the first love of youth 
was not the stronger but the weaker form of love, whereas passion felt 
in the years of ripeness could be more desperate, more absolute than 
all that had gone before. 

Metilda: But it is when the imagination of a young girl has 
not been crushed by some unhappy experience in the fire of first 
youth, that she may associate the most ravishing images with 
some man. . . . Later, deceived by her lover and disillusioned in 
all men . . . mistrust clips the wings of her imagination. No mat- 
ter who it is, though it be some prodigy, she will never form so 
entrancing a picture of him as in the first instance. 

Stendhal : No, madame, the presence of mistrust, which did not 
exist at sixteen, but gives a deeper color to this second, this later 
love. In the first flush of youth, love may be like a torrent that 
sweeps all before it. But at twenty-eight, if a woman be an un- 
derstanding soul, she knows that if there is any happiness left 
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for her, it must be sought in love. Hence there arises in her poor; 
tom heart a terrible combat between love and disillusionment. 
The process ... is slow, but the love that is the outgrowth of 
this cruel ordeal is a thousand times stronger than that of six- 
teen . . . much less a thing of pleasure and far more passion- 
ate . 3 


Thus they fenced with each other, though his mood was earnest 
enough, and he constantly asked himself: “How can I please her? 
How can I make her love me? JJ While it seemed to him that she, mis- 
trustfully, thought: “Is he not merely playing a game in telling me he 
loves me? What sort of character is he? How can he guarantee 'the 
loyalty of his sentiments ?"" 

But the veteran of Moscow was ever a man of courage. Much as he 
feared the outcome, he told himself that he must “attack/" Or as 
Merimee quoted his advice to young men: 

cf Wheii alone with a woman, take five minutes to prepare yourself for the 
prodigious effort of saying: T love you/ Tell yourself that you are the lowest 
coward if you do not say it. . . . One must always attack. One succeeds once 
out of ten times. Let us say once out of twenty times. Is not the chance of being 
happy worth the risk of nineteen affronts and nineteen humiliations?^ 

Yet this was no routine engagement of a hardened campaigner. 
Sometimes when he thought he spied her white satin hat approaching 
at the end of a street, “his heart stopped heating and he was obliged to 
lean against a wall in order to sustain himself/" The day came, after 
he had been seeing her for five months — not five minutes — -when, 
despite his terrible apprehensions, he brought himself to make the 
avowal of his feelings. Afterward he could never remember whether 
he was too ardent, or too reasonable, or spoke foolishly. The gist of 
what he said was that they were each superior souls of the same stamp, 
made to understand and love each other in the face of the world and 
its opinion. As a man of honor he declared .that he loved her with the 
most selfless passion, and was ready to sacrifice his very life for her. 
On this occasion again, he tried to banish timidity by “playing the 
bold dragoon/" seizing her hand, implanting burning kisses upon it. 

But the net effect on her was one of revulsion and anger. How 
absurd was this talk of “ideal passion"" in this fat Frenchman whom . 
local scandal associated only with the Ninas and Ginas of the Scala 
Theater! Instead of giving the impression of one penetrated by ideal- 

s Z>e V amour, Ch. VIII. " ~~ 
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ism, he seemed rather to be wanting in delicacy, a man who, by his 
brusque approaches, showed expectation of an easy conquest. And 
she, who was now, as it seemed, concerned about her social position, 
had no wish to be compromised by this homely roue. With cold wrath 
she forbade him to speak to her of Hove” again, and showed him the 
door. 

Autumn had come to Milan. Stendhal, a broken man, crept from the 
old Viscontini palazzo in a cold, driving rain: 

1 went out in the rain, not knowing what would become of me. My apart- 
ment, the one I inhabited in the early days of our acquaintance when I used 
to see her every evening, became unbearable to me. Each picture, each piece of 
furniture reproached me for the happiness I had dreamed in their presence, and 
which I had lost forever. 

He walked the streets for hours, being unable to sleep. f Tn despair 
at the unhappiness to which love reduced me, I cursed my existence.” 
He trudged through the town until chance, if one could call it that, 
brought him beneath her window, and then stood 

with eyes full of tears fixed upon that window. Suddenly the curtains were 
parted slightly, as if someone were trying to glance out at the street, then 
closed an instant later. My heart underwent the wildest commotion and, scarcely 
able to stand up, I took refuge under the portico of a neighboring house. , . . 
Could it have been her hand that moved the curtain? 4 


2 

After this stinging rebuff, that would have meant complete rupture 
for a man of weaker kidney, Stendhal went on a lonely journey to the 
beautiful mountain town of Varese, and from there, on November 16, 
1818, wrote Metilda a letter asking her forgiveness and declaring that 
he could not bear the pain of absence from her. Nor could listening to 
music or gazing at Alpine scenery console him, but only the thought 
of returning to Milan and finding a letter from her : 

For 1 count enough upon your mercy to believe that you would not refuse 
me a few lines, to you a matter of such indifference — to a heart in despair, 
so precious and consoling. You should be too certain of your absolute power 
over me to permit yourself for a moment to be withheld from replying by the 
fear of appearing to encourage my passion. I know myself; I love you for the 

4 De I'amour, Ch. XXXI, “Extrait da journal de Salviati.” 
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rest of my life; whatever you may do will not change the idea that has seized 
me, the idea that I have conceived of the happiness of being loved by you and 
the scorn I feel for all other forms of happiness! In short I need, I thirst to 
see you. I believe I would give the rest of my life only to speak with you for 
a few moments of things that are utterly indifferent to me. 

Adieu, I leave you, in order to be near you, closer to you, to dare to speak 
to you, with all the abandonment, with all the force of the passion that de- 
vours me. 

Henri 

Closely besieged by such appeals, Metilda relented and permit- 
ted him to see her at intervals spaced regularly two weeks apart;, 
and usually in the presence of others. In De X amour , Stendhal 
sets forth as a "scientific" document the journal of a "young Italian 
gentleman of 'Bologna' named 'Salviati/ who has recently perished of 
unrequited love for a lady named 'Leonore.' " In the memoir of Sal- 
viati, which tells us how, at one period, his lady restricted his visits to 
her to but once a fortnight, it is not hard to discern the masochistic 
emotions which Beyle, in Milan, endured under similar severities: 

Those visits so rare and so much desired brought an access of folly. . . . 

To begin with, the thought of the hour that would end the visit was too 
much present for me to derive pleasure from it. One talked a great deal with- 
out remembering what one was saying, often seeming to contradict oneself. . . . 
The effort at self-possession is so arbitrary that sometimes I seemed to speak 
with an air of coldness. Love hides itself by its excessiveness. 

Away from her the imagination had conceived the most delightful conversa- 
tions. . . . But, as one approached the terrible moment the fever began and 
redoubled. 

As soon as he enters her parlor. He is tormented by the fear of com- 
mitting some breach of taste and bringing new punishment upon him- 
self. Desiring to speak to her, he is forced to be silent; longing to look 
at her, he averts his eyes. And if another is present, some dull fellow 
telling an interminable story, "the poor lover as if in fear of losing the 
least of such rare moments becomes all ears. This hour that he had 
visioned as promising so much delight, passes like a streak of light- 
ning." No slightest detail of \\(hat goes on is lost to him, and yet though 
the others are making only a casual visit, he feels how much he alone is 
unaware of the ordinary facts of her daily existence, and has become 
as a stranger to her he loves. "Finally he leaves and, as he coldly bids 
her adieu, suffers the frightful thought that he will not see her again 
for two whole weeks , and wonders if he would not suffer less for nevpr 
seeing again the woman he adores." 
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Such was Stendhal's way of love, the masochistic way, and he has 
commemorated it not only in his treatise, but in his novels, especially 
the great unfinished romance of Lucien Leuwen, in which the hero is 
also reduced to seeing his lady every two weeks. In his conscious mind, 
he would like to be a Don Juan, or at least a Valmont, equal to attack- 
ing systematically and conquering swiftly. Subconsciously, however, 
as in his childhood, fear and masochism always possess him; and like 
the heroes of his fictions, his spirit yields weakly before high-willed 
women, and all sorts of castration complexes afflict it. In Be V amour , 
Salviati is described as telling Leonore that self-denial and sorrow over 
her severity only make his love grow stronger; and she shrewdly com- 
ments that that is “a feminine sort of love" in a man. 

But Salviati reflects : 

Even the asperities of the woman one loves have an infinite grace not to be 
found in the most pleasing moments with other women. [!] 

In the same essay occurs that beautiful, reverberant epigram of 
Stendhal's that so perfectly summarizes his fear-haunted attraction to 
Metilda Viscontini: 

Love is a costly flower , but one must have the desire to pluck it from the 
edge of a precipice . 

This, as the Freudians say, is an exact erotization of fear . 5 But 
though fear often disturbed his potency, love was no less deep and 
powerful in Stendhal than in the still more timid Jean-Jacques Rous- 
seau whom charming women also adored with a maternal passion. On 
the contrary, like Rousseau, Stendhal believed that his melancholy 
“and sensitive" way, (e.g., effeminate-masochistic) was the higher, the 
more refined way of love, the love of modern man, burdened by his 
knowledge, his doubt, his imagination, his neurosis. Thus no athletic 
Hercules, nor mechanical Casanova, ever wrote of love with such elo- 
quence as these two weak reeds, Rousseau and Stendhal. 

But to relieve or escape from the pain and fear that always accom- 
panies love in his case, Stendhal writes down the memory of his feel- 
ings and experiences, and the analysis of those experiences. He suf- 
fers, but also reflects and observes; he is passionate, but also cerebral. 
He tells us in Be X amour that such confession is a device for 

gaining wisdom by being one’s own confidant. Write this very evening, under 
concealed names, but with all characteristic details, the dialogue that you have 

s Cf. Edmond Bergler / ‘Jalleyrand, ^Napoleon und Stendhal, (Vienna, 1935), a somewhat “specula- 
tive 5 ' study by an extremist follower of Freud. 
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just had with your beloved and the difficulty in which you find yourself. In a 
week, if you are still in love, you will be another man; and then, reading 
your own consultation, you may give yourself some good advice. 

He had no thought of abandoning the chase. After a time it dawned 
upon him that Metilda had been given a bad character report of him. 
As her companion she had always with her an older cousin named 
Mme. Traversi, a woman of wealth and social position, whom he 
thought "horribly devout" and narrow. Mme. Traversi, he was con- 
vinced, who strove to protect Metilda in society, disliked him and 
warned her cousin to shun the immoral Frenchman who, it was ru- 
mored, on leaving her house each night repaired to taverns with har- 
lots. 

Once at a great ball in Milan he had stood in a window recess 
watching Metilda as she danced with another man. Gazing at her 
silently, his eyes had grown moist with tears. Then he suddenly be- 
came aware that Mme. Traversi, standing near by, was staring a £ him 
and at Metilda, watching them both with a curious smile. At length she 
came to him and spoke some words, but he was so confused that he 
continued to look only at Metilda and ignored the older woman. 
Whereupon she suddenly seemed to blaze up with anger, and turned 
from him with an expression of intense hatred, as if resolved to pun- 
ish his presumption at staring so longingly at Metilda. From that day 
when he had offended her, it was his fixed idea that she was his sworn 
enemy. 

To convince Metilda of his good faith, he fed an exemplary life,, 
lived alone much of the time, even took a vaw of chastity ! One day 
the saucy "Nina" Vigano, descending the grand stairway of the Scala 
with a queue of admirers at her heels, hailed him as he leaned against 
the balustrade. "They say that you are in love with me, Beyle," she 
sang out gaily. "Is it true?" 

"They are mistaken, madame," he answered coolly and without 
kissing her hand. He knew the news of this hold action would reach 
Metilda. But he never could come again to the house of the merry 
Elena Vigano. 

Hearing such reports of him, Metilda, he hoped, would change her 
tone, soften a little, and his life would become radiant, the sky would’ 
take on a new color. He felt himself even filled with a spirit of charity 
toward all men, made better, more tolerant, more "the virtuous Ro- 
man" by her smile. But two weeks later, on his next visit, she might, 
be indifferent and cold and the sky would darken once more. 
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He had only two or three confidants in Milan, of whom he loved the 
warm-natured Vismara best; and this friend would say to him: 

<c Ah, my dear comrade, I see that you are busy again with your follies. I 
urge you once more to drop the affair. Cease to love a woman who cannot love, 
who is nothing but selfishness, who with her ideas of constancy will never care 
for a man who is one day in Milan, tomorrow at Naples. Besides it has been 
reported for some days that she is interested in G. . . 

Stendhal would burst into a rage, but his friend tried to console him: 

fC My poor madman, why do you not make some other choice? You have 
the ‘Countess 5 Kfassera] who offers you and everybody else her heart. You have 
Ninetta who treats you with distinction. ... Do you think this is some or- 
dinary woman? . . . Mere gallantry has no power over her. I tell you she is 
the haughtiest little soul in all M[ilan ]/ 5 

He waited, hoping against hope. Often he drew little pictures of 
pistols on the pages of his manuscripts. He said: cc If some assassin 
had shot me in the head with a pistol, I would have thanked him before 
I expired/ 5 


3 

In April 1819, the thrilling North Italian spring returned once more; 
the great Lombard chestnut trees blossomed and scented the air; hope 
rose again in the heart of our melancholy Lovelace who, though ap- 
proaching his middle years, miraculously preserved himself from the 
chilling reason of age. 

A year had passed, a year punctuated by fortnightly ordeals of an- 
ticipation and regret, and his principal affair in life had not advanced 
perceptibly. He was not finally dismissed and he was not accepted, 
though he began to suspect that only Metilda 5 s stubborn pride steeled 
her to hold him off. But perhaps this pride could be worn down slowly 
if he showed the patience of an angel. 

And yet, wonderful to relate, great love made Stendhal more angelic, 
as he himself now admits. Only the year before he had felt sympathy 
and affectionate friendship becoming more rare, life being passed in 
cold relationships, f in which one proceeded with yardstick always in 
hand, measuring ideas of interest and vanity/ 5 When still in his thirties 
life had seemed bleak, and the tender parts of his soul sterile, petrified. 

Yet in the midst of this arid desert, love caused a fountain of emo- 
tion to gush forth, fresher and more abundant than that of first youth/ 5 
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This love of his ripe years revivified him. “Like some social eruption 
such as periodically shakes society from top to bottom, renewing and 
reconstituting the world upon a more reasonable basis, so love renews 
and retempers a generous character / 3 

Had he not shown during long months how selfless was his devo- 
tion? In a note found on the flyleaf of a book he was reading at this 
time he wrote wistfully: “She has the pleasure of feeling that there is 
a man, not odious to her, who takes the most passionate interest in the 
slightest things that happen to her / 3 Love, in short, had made him a 
good man, and he felt her esteem for him rising, for she spoke more 
kindly to him nowadays. “She addressed me precious words. ... I 
left her drunk with joy / 3 

Yet at the next bimonthly meeting her humor would be altered; she 
would, as he sadly complained, even watch for the hour when he must 
go, as if its approach gave her relief. Once she even said: “I did not 
know you would be so hard to discourage / 3 

Never had he assailed so difficult a woman, and the more difficult 
she made herself, the more he loved her. The process held him en- 
chanted. On the margin of one of his books he wrote: “Always a little 
doubt to calm; this is what gives life to passionate love / 3 

After visiting her he would write her letters steeped in humility and 
exposing the man he was, true to nature. Metilda had left Milan for a 
journey of five weeks, and recommended that he pass the time by re- 
turning to France for a visit. He answered: 

No, I could never consent to place mountains between you and myself. But 
can I hope, by force of love, to reanimate a heart that cannot be dead to this 
feeling? Yes, I fear I am ridiculous in your eyes; my timidity and my silence 
have bored you, and you take my arrival at your house as a calamity. . . . 

When you said with the accent of a truth profoundly felt: “Ah, so much 
the better that it is midnight , at last!‘’ should I not have realized that you 
would be pleased to be rid of my importunities . . . and sworn never to see 
you again? But I have courage only when I am far away from you. In your 
presence, I am timid as a child, the words die upon my lips, I can only gaze 
at you and admire you. Must it be that I should feel so inferior to myself and 
so dull? 

Yet, though she had given him no sign of relenting, one of his 
Italian friends, doubtless Vismara, reported that she now spoke very 
pleasantly of him before others. “ She is yours,” the other man had 
whispered, “now are you going to do your part ? 336 

“Letter of Jane 24, 1819, Correspandance, Vol. V. 
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But what would he do during the forty days of her absence? He 
sat for hours “ thinking ripely and profoundly to !M.,” one of his auto- 
biographical notes informs us in English. The countess had left Milan 
on May 1 % 1819, to visit her two sons at a seminary in Volterra, a 
goodly distance away. In her absence he felt the desperate courage to 
follow her there. It was a most perilous thing to do. Yet in love one 
must be brave: "Attack! Attack! Attack !" 

Two weeks after she had gone, he suddenly took the coach to 
Genoa, then boarded the coastal boat that ran down to Leghorn, and 
from there climbed to the desolate sun-baked hill town of Volterra, 
after a hard journey of over two hundred miles. 

On June 3, a stout stranger was seen sauntering about the ancient 
Etruscan city, a man wearing green glasses. Metilda saw him in the 
main street, but thought nothing of the matter. But at dusk, strolling 
with an acquaintance he had made in the little close at the edge of the 
town, he removed his colored glasses. At that moment Metilda, in the 
company of two other persons, passed by, gave him a startled look, 
and continued on her way without saluting him. That evening she sent 
him a note, addressing him as "Monsieur" and berating him for hav- 
ing followed her to Volterra and compromised her by hanging about 
the park where she walked every day. 

He hastened to place a letter in her hands, begging her forgiveness 
and giving his oath that he had taken no premeditated step in follow- 
ing her, but only obeyed his fantasy, since passion made him no longer 
a reasonable being. He had come to be near her, incognito; hence the 
green glasses. And he had removed them at nightfall only to avoid sus- 
picion. In this letter of June 8, 1819, he earnestly defends his character, 
saying that his Italian friends who have seen him every day for five 
years in Milan will vouch for his sense of honor. He concludes : 

I have had only three passions in my life: ambition, from 1800 to 1811 ; the 
love of a woman who deceived me, from 1811 to 1818 , and for a year this 
one. . . . Love me if you can, divine Metilda, but in the name of God do not 
scorn me! 

He did not preserve his incognito long, for he was not unknown in 
these parts to various persons who had met him in Florence or Milan. 
Thus it happened that after three days had passed he was invited by 
the rector of the seminary of Volterra to a little reception which Me- 
tilda also attended. It was a most uncomfortable evening, whose un- 
pleasantness he tried to banish by posing as an antiquarian and talking 
at great length on the Etruscan ruins of the region, so that he ended 
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as usual by falling into vehement arguments with everybody and in- 
curring the displeasure of Metilda. 

What was worse,, there was present a Signor Giorgi, a handsome 
and noble Italian, upon whose arm Metilda leaned, as he remarked 
to himself, with an air of great intimacy. "Alas, virtuous women are as 
much cheats as the other kind," he reflected bitterly. 

On the following day he paid Metilda a visit in the garden adjacent 
to the school, was coldly received and as coolly dismissed. Hastening 
off to Florence, he sent her more despairing letters, making the humblest 
apologies for his behavior. Her reply, after more than a week's delay, 
indicated a complete rupture: 

Sir, I do not wish to receive any more letters from you and I will not write 
to you. I am with perfect esteem, etc. 

With this note she returned two of his letters unopened. His renewed 
appeals were moving: "Though I hope no more, the only part of the 
earth where I can be least unhappy is near you/' She answered by 
citing a line of verse that he himself had previously quoted as illus- 
trating the distance separating Italian and French character: 4 * * * * * * li 7rop 
d’e space separe Jndromacjue et Pyrrhus 

But if they could not be united, neither could they be long separated. 
By stubborn petitions Stendhal won a pardon, and restoration of the 
limited privileges he had enjoyed before. 


4 

Returning to Milan at the end of July, he found that nine letters had 

come notifying him of the death of his father, Joseph-Cherubin Beyle. 

He felt a wave of emotion, unmixed with filial tenderness, but more 
like deliverance. 

In August he was In Grenoble, on the other side of Metilda's moun- 

tains, busy straightening, out the tangled affairs his father had left. The 
long years of absence had frozen hatred in Henri's heart for his parent, 
whose letters to his son in themselves give evidence of his unloving and 
hypocritical personality. "All that the most profound and most im- 
placable hatred could devise against a son was attempted by this 
father," he wrote to Metilda at this time. He inherited, not 100,000 
francs as he had hoped, but chiefly debts and litigation. The wealth 

of the Beyles in land and houses was gone, and the discovery that he. 
was left comparatively poor came with a great shock. Cherubin, the 

avaricious speculator, had lost on every side, in land, in sheep, in vines, 
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and so had betrayed him. After legal suits that lasted for years, Sten- 
dhal raised enough to pay his considerable debts, and in addition real- 
ized a sum of about thirty thousand francs, paid him in several allot- 
ments. This capital he drew upon year by year to augment his small 
annuities of 2,400 francs — until one day he found it all gone. But in the 
meantime he was able to visit Paris for a month to see the latest plays 
and operas; then he hurried southward again to Milan, at the end of 
October 1819, to place himself once more at the feet of the reluctant 
Metilda. 

After having chastised him enough, so that he threatened to end his 
life, she always readmitted him to her presence in the status of an un- 
happy friend. Although she made plain that she was not in love with 
him, he perceived that she obviously delighted in hurting him. He 
would never forget how, in the course of a quarrel, she once, "red 
with anger,” confronted him and cried out at "those letters you dared 
to write me/' To such a measure did he associate the image of her with 
asperity and cruelty that, in later years, when journeying through the 
Jura Mountains and gazing at their frowning horizons, he would be 
reminded of the visage of Metilda in anger, and tremble anew. 

Only in Italy, Stendhal claims, could love be pursued with such 
prolonged fidelity, for three, five, or twenty years. Night after night, 
when this was permitted him, they would sit together like old friends 
in the parlor of the gloomy Viscontini mansion, feeling a profound 
intimacy yet also a terrible barrier. 

Metilda — like the character of Mme. de Chasteller in Laden Ceuwen 
— was proud and intensely religious. Stendhal himself tells us that she 
felt herself "highly dishonored" by her misfortune in marriage, and 
that "the women of good society in Milan avenged themselves upon 
her for her superiority over them/' With the aid of the Baroness Tra- 
verse, she was now gradually winning her way back into the society 
which had cast her out. 

She acted as one wounded by life and believed she could depend 
on a man like Beyle only to injure her again. He had the esprit raison- 
neur of the French; he was faithless, and made mock of many things; 
even of the patriots and their schemes for insurrection. His extreme 
self-consciousness, his want of Italian sweep and emphasis suggested 
an insincerity of sentiment against which he often vainly defended him- 
self. 

One day Metilda told him the story of an affair between two well- 
known persons in Milan, and commented, in conclusion: "Tbmfe of 

252 



METILD A : OR THE ANATOMY OF LOVE 


her situation: every night, her lover, leaving her house, went off to see 
some street girl ! J> He realized afterward that this little moral sermon 
was intended for his own benefit. For in effect, every evening after 
depositing Metilda at the door of her cousin Mme. Traversi, he went 
to spend the rest of the evening in the company of the “Countess" 
Kassera, Milan's light-o'-love. “And out of stupidity ... I refused, 
on one occasion, to become the lover of this young amiable woman, in 
order to merit, in the eyes of the Lord, the love of Metilda." This was 
a second sacrifice for Metilda, counting the chanteuse, Elena Vigano. 5 * 7 

Sometimes he suspected that her intense social prudery and coldness 
was but a trick to raise the price of the treasure he sought. But the 
problem of her health, which began to fail toward the end of 1820, 
also played its part. Her chest pained her and, like all tubercular per- 
sons, she feared the early death that was to be her lot, and this also 
strengthened her resolve not to yield to him. When spring returned he 
would note, in his mixed jargon (now on the margin of some book he 
read) : “ Very in love , February 5, 1820. . . . March 14, the first fine 
day of the year, 7 see her before my window!’ And whenever she 
melted and smiled upon him, he would be transported with hope. But 
later, he would have occasion to admit: “This cruel woman is, enraged 
at me, that is the word her friends use." It was his “one enemy/' that 
“fury/' Mme. Traversi, wanting in youth and love, who had wrought 
this mischief. 

Stendhal's long, stern pursuit of happiness in the shape of Metilda 
reached what he picturesquely termed “2e dead-blank" at the end of 
1 820, although it had often touched a low-water mark during the pre- 
ceding year. After long delay, since 1816, he turned again to his writ- 
ing, that solace he'had used before to repel dull care and the “vapors" 
of melancholia; his mind, his memory, and his pen were to him as a 
laterna magica with which to light up the darkest hours. 


5 

One evening in November 1819, he had the idea of writing the story 
of his love for Metilda and sending it to her. But after a dozen pages 
were done he threw this aside. Seven weeks later, he marked Decem- 
ber 28, 1819, as “D ay of Qenius." It was the day when the idea came 
to him, not of going on with the romance of a Polish officer exiled in 
Bologna, a tale too revealing by far, and perhaps offensive to Metilda, 

7 $o uvenirs d’egotisme, pp. 35-6, Divan ed. 
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but of writing a philosophical discourse on love that centered upon a 
new idea , a significant psychological discovery that had come to him 
during the recent years of trial. 

"All my life has been spent in considering five or six ruling ideas/* 
he was to conclude in the "Henri Brutard. In 1803, when he was twenty, 
he had written a fragment called the "Catechism of a Roue/* In 1816, 
writing one of his numerous Last Testaments, he had offered to pro- 
vide money at his death for an international prize for the best essay on 
the nature of "love, ambition, hate, laughter, tears, friendship, terror, 
happiness/* By disposition he was a moralist and psychologist; that 
was why, in earlier years, he had always abandoned experiments with 
plays or prose romances in favor of the essay of ideas. What he planned 
now was to be a "scientific** study, such as had never been undertaken 
before, analyzing the "disease** called love. 

Everyone had written of love, from the classicists to Rousseau and 
Benjamin Constant. But what was it? In those earlier romances a per- 
son was either "in love** or not. Yet no one had deliberately set about 
analyzing love as reasonably as men dissected a specimen case of yel- 
low fever. 

Stendhal's favorite philosophers of the sensualist school, Condillac 
and Helvetius, had stopped their investigations short of a rational 
analysis of this passion. To Helvetius it was but sensuality refined; to 
Tracy, who came after him, it was "friendship embellished by 
pleasure**; but aside from some brief utilitarian reflections on marriage 
and domestic life, the late eighteenth-century materialists, such as Dr. 
Cabanis, held that what was called love "does not enter into the plan 
of nature/* and was only a product of a complex and artificial civiliza- 
tion. 

But Stendhal for years had been obsessed by the concept of an all- 
pervading, "passionate love/* that made him, of all men, temporarily 
chaste. Helvetius and the other positivists, he concluded, were "cold** 
men who had never understood the "ardent soul/* which he now 
proposed to dissect, and thereby create a new ethics of the passions. 
The originality of Stendhal as a thinker had long consisted in his at- 
tempt (exemplified in his life) to use the strategy of the eighteenth- 
century rationalists in that uncharted, instinctual region called "hap- 
piness/* Now he would bring the methods of the rationalists to bear 
upon the passion of love. But in attempting this, as Leon Blum has said, 
he was Inspired, not by the materialistic phitosophes, but by their great 
intellectual opponent, Jean-Jacques Rousseau. 

Was not Rousseau, whom Stendhal read devotedly in boyhood, un- 
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der the lime trees of Dauphine, the great expounder of passion and 
enthusiasm? Stendhal, perhaps unwittingly, returns to the influence of 
the man of intuition as he analyzes the psychology of the passions. His 
terms are mechanistic, being borrowed from Helvetius and the physi- 
ologist Cabanis, but his perspective is, as we would now say, natural- 
istic. Thus he combines in himself, in his method and his writing, “the 
two opposing currents of thought of the eighteenth century: that of 
rationalism and of intuitive-romanticism. . . . This contradiction is 
the real key to Beylism." 8 One might add that this apparent contradic- 
tion is what makes Stendhal so curiously contemporary. 

In Stendhal's somewhat incomplete system of philosophic hedonism, 
the passion of love is seen as the supreme source of happiness; it be- 
comes the highest form of energy, an elan vital . “To love is to feel 
alive, to have strong sensations/' he wrote in his treatise. 

It was on that “day of genius" in December 1819, that he thought 
of the idea of the “ crystallized branch of Salzburg This was the 
parable of the rotten bough of a tree that had fallen into the depths of 
a salt mine near Salzburg and which in time had become entirely cov- 
ered with beautiful sparkling crystals, and remained so forever. Such, 
he said to himself, was the process of love! Crystallization. It was a 
process by which the imagination of the lover attached all sorts of illu- 
sions of every perfection to the personality of the beloved, while his 
own self-interest became purified, his ego itself identified “incurably" 
with the person loved. Stendhal then analyzes the gradual steps of this 
crystallization , or falling-in-love process, in an orderly way; and the 
opening section of his book, as we now have it, contains the core of 
his thought. Rediscovered, after long neglect, by modern readers, the 
term crystallization became part of the French language. 

His definition of the process of love has endured as a contribution 
both to psychology and to aesthetic theory: 

Near the salt mines of Salzburg, a leafless branch falls into the depths of 
one of the mines; two or three months later it is found with its tiniest twigs, 
no bigger than a titmouse, entirely covered with an infinity of sparkling dia- 
monds. One can no longer recognize the original branch. 

What I call crystallization is the operation of the mind that draws from: 
everything around it the discovery that the beloved object has new perfec- 
tion. . . . 

Stendhal's idea has the added value of epitomizing romantic aesthetic 
doctrine in his time: just as there is, for the romanticist, no absolute. 

%lum: Stendhal et U 8 ejlisme, pp. 177-79. 


255 



STENDHAL 


artistic or literary canon of beauty, so there is none in the case of 
feminine beauty. Beauty is relative, it is the illusion produced by time 
and circumstance, “the collection of all the satisfactions and of all the 
desires that have been formed successively with regard to the object 
of love,” Stendhal wrote. He adds : “in love one no longer sees things 
as they are,” and the statement is still valid. One may fall in love with 
a homely or even a blind woman, one may love without physical satis- 
faction and gain happiness nevertheless. 

Belated ideologist that he was, Stendhal believed in a mechanistic 
science of human ideas that were so many transformed sensations. 
The rigid categories in which, like Cabanis, he classifies human love 
as falling into four different types, and the process of falling in love 
into seven emotional stages, have an amusingly antiquated and arbi- 
trary character. 

Quite solemnly he postulates his four ways of love: 

(1) physical love 

(2) love through taste 

(3) vanity -love 

(4) passional love 

The first is the simplest: “meeting a fresh young peasant maid while 
hunting in the woods”; the second represents a higher 1 stage of affinity 
among civilized persons through the appeal of taste; the third, he 
charges, is primarily the French manner of love, embraced for the sake 
of social pretension; the fourth type, passional love, is to Stendhal by 
all odds the highest and strongest form (that which he feels for Me- 
tilda Viscontini as he writes) . 9 

His seven stages of love are divided as follows: (1) admiration; (2) 
the beginning of desire; (3) hope; (4) inception of love; (5) the first 
crystallization, (6) doubt (and/or jealousy); (7) the second, or final 
crystallization , the confirmation of love. These divisions are certainly 
suggestive, though they seem rather pedantic. 'Stendhal himself later 

®Since De V amour is also an exposition of ideology, Stendhal adopts Dr. P. J. Cabanis’s theories, 
in Du Pbysicjue et du moral de Vbomme, of six different types of physiological temperament, classi- 
fied as: the sanguine, the bilious, the melancholy, the phlegmatic, the nervous, the athletic. Thus 
his own four types of love may be multiplied by six types of temperament, making twenty-four varie- 
ties. These may vary materially in different types of society — of which there are six: Asiatic des- 
potism, absolute monarchy, constitutional monarchy, aristocracy, republic, and revolutionary state- 
making in all 144 different types of lovel Such are the mathematical fantasies to which the ideology 
of the 1790s might lead one. It is only fair to say that Stendhal himself drops his pretensions to a 
logical treatise, and soon proceeds to the real matter of discursive reflections and observations on 
human nature. 
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demonstrated in his novels other varieties of love, such as the love that 
comes of long friendship, or love from need of consolation, or the 
coldly cerebral love (of Mathilde de la Mole in Volume II of The Tied 
and the Black). 

But after discouraging his readers for a few pages, at the beginning 
of the first book, by his "mathematical” categories of passion, Sten- 
dhal plunges into a series of sparkling observations and aphorisms upon 
the only love that matters to him, the love of great passion. For, be- 
sides being a work of ideology, De X amour is a piece of confession, 
somewhat generalized to be sure, but none the less searching and pro- 
found, in which Metilda might easily have recognized the heart of her 
French admirer laid bare. 

Irreligious man though he was, he seemed to understand full well 
the value of the confessional therapy sixty or seventy years before 
Freud. His confessions are neatly inserted into his philosophical dis- 
course as the "Journal of Salviati,” and the "Journal of Lisio Visconti” 
(both representing himself) , but offered blandly as "scientific” docu- 
ments, or specimens, taken from cases of superhuman passion. As 
scientific evidence they give promise of the master of romantic and 
psychological fiction that is to come. They sing also of Italy and its 
passional customs as Stendhal sees them. Finally, In honor of the man 
of sensibility, they celebrate that timid and tremulously masochistic 
love of which Stendhal, in particular, was an adept. But what is even 
more significant is that the author ends by exhorting us to seek the 
highest, the most "spiritual” forms of love and — in contradiction to the 
materialism he seems to embrace elsewhere — condemns love that is 
dictated by vanity or mere physical pleasure. 

Vanity-love is epitomized, in his opinion, in the court life of the 
1760s in France. The stage settings for its games of gallantry are by 
the soft-tinted Watteau and Fragonard. But its true character is repre- 
sented, in the words of Chamfort, as "The contact of two epidermises 
and the exchange of two fantasies.” Thus Stendhal, in Illustration, gives 
the anecdote of an old nobleman who tells an aged marquise that he 
has long adored" her in vain. To which she laughingly replies: "Ah, 
mon dieu , why didn't you tell me before? You would have had me like 
all the others!” 

Physical love, dictated by vanity, he declares, is the tradition of the 
French eighteenth century handed down from generation to generation. 
Thus, even in the nineteenth century, he says mockingly: "To a bour- 
geois a duchess is never more than thirty years old.” 

Similarly he condemns the physical love of Don Juan, with whom 
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he always had not a few secret ties. Such love, he holds, is based on an 
overweening interest in strategy and tactics, as in military campaigns 
or in the hunt, or at the gaming table. Don Juan accepts no obligations; 
<c he takes and pays nothing/' To him woman is but “a machine for 
joy"; her desire for equality he spurns, seeking only to dominate and 
deceive, enjoying even her misfortunes. In youth this may do well 
enough, but by the age of thirty Don Juan (with whom Stendhal 
holds an imaginary dialogue) confesses that he feels himself an old 
man, remarking : “There are not twenty different types of women, and 
when one has had two or three of each . . . then satiety begins/' 
Even the melancholy sorrowing Werthers, novices who see life only 
through illusion, are happier, Stendhal judges, for “the misery of in- 
constancy Is boredom." 

It is passionate love, profoundly interwoven with the sense of beauty 
— “the promise of happiness" — and the best music, painting, and litera- 
ture, that Stendhal establishes in the center of his moral-aesthetic sys- 
tem. For he refuses to consider love as part of the system of nature, or 
purely as nature's scheme of reproduction as so many other philoso- 
phers have done. Great love is, to him, the fullest realization of the 
ego, “the wonder of civilization /' The attainment of complete self-sur- 
render in passional love is then his higher law of human happiness, 
which “great souls" — Stendhal's Happy Few — may alone fulfill. 
Though of course not the first French moralist to hold such a view, 
Stendhal certainly approaches more closely to the conception of 
Freud's imperative libido than any of the other older writers. Love as 
pure “act," as the highest expression of man's energy, to which the 
arts and the beauties of nature contribute their harmonies, seems to 
transcend all other forms of action. It is well to consider this point in 
weighing Stendhal's resemblances or differences from the later 
Nietzsche. It provides also a key to the meaning of the surprising de- 
nouements of his novels. 

With such convictions, reinforced by the ideologic-utilitarian dogma 
that “man is not free to avoid doing that which gives him most 
pleasure out of a number of alternate actions," Stendhal proceeds to 
a vigorous polemic against the social prudes and the church. These are 
the liveliest and most amusing parts of his book. It was a time when 
cant and respectability were being revived in France under the restored 
Bourbons and when a forbidding religious piety was being imposed 
upon the continent under the powerful Metternich. Queen Victoria, 
born this very year, 1819, was still in the offing. How much moral 
suffocation the nineteenth century might have escaped if men had 
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listened to the counsel of the too obscure Stendhal upon sex and mar- 
riage ! 

He inveighs against that Christian morality now being restored to 
favor which sets up "the fear of hell" in order to constrain people to 
a "prosaic virtue." Thus a good woman might resist a devoted lover 
"solely in order to avoid being fried in a caldron of boiling oil in the 
next world/" an absurd situation in which a vat of boiling oil becomes 
the “rival" of true love. "Prudery is a form of avarice, the worst of 
all/" is one of his telling sentences. Paraphrasing Chamfort,' Stendhal 
declares: "No true union is forever legitimate save that which is or- 
dained by a true passion. A woman belongs by right to the man who 
loves her and whom she loves more than life itself/' (Some of these 
shafts are certainly directed at Stendhal's reluctant belle.) In this vein, 
this early feminist goes on to propose complete moral liberty for 
women, as well as a fully masculine education for them. If women 
studied mathematics and the sciences, he argues — somewhat selfishly 
— -they would not prefer a handsome fop in a uniform to a man of in- 
telligence who had a plain face ( !) . Marriage he decries, saying, "It is 
the priest who is the fertile source of all vice and misfortune afflicting 
our modern marriages/' since he renders liberty impossible for young 
women before marriage and excludes divorce afterward. Then, not too 
jestingly he adds : 

It is a much greater violation of modesty for [a young girl] to go to bed 
with a man whom she has only seen twice in her life, after three Latin words 
uttered in a church, than to yield herself to a lover she has adored for two 
years. But I am speaking an absurd language here. 

Though De X amour is in no sense an orderly treatise, its seminal 
qualities appeal to us on every page, especially in the first short book, 
written in Milan in 1819-20. (Later, after holding the little manuscript 
by his side for two years, he casually added Book II, a compilation of 
historical material on customs of marriage and love in various periods 
and climates, and divers reflections on social morals, intended to make 
his small book more vendible.) Stendhal's analysis of the emotions of 
modesty or shame, or of pride, or of the various emotional states 
through which lovers pass, seems as pertinent as anything that 
appears today in our learned quarterlies of psychology. It is impressive 
also that Stendhal showed his deep interest in the science of man, be- 
fore anthropology was officially bom, under the aegis of Darwin, by 
1 throwing off the proposal that "we ought to establish an academy at 
Philadelphia (under republican freedom) devoted solely to gathering 
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materials for the study of man in his savage state, and not delay until 
those curious tribes are extinct/' 5 What is most important is his under- 
lying thought (" naturalistic 55 or "pragmatic 55 ) that we should pursue 
the examination of the passions of man, i.e., his psychology, in sys- 
tematic form, and that we are capable of arriving at some exact and at 
least workable knowledge in this field. A "logic 55 or rationale of hap- 
piness, he asserts, is discoverable and we must seek it. 


6 

The best of his little book On Cove, part philosophy, part auto- 
biography, at once pedantic and paradoxical, was completed in the 
spring of 1820, when the growing popular unrest and rumors of an 
impending revolution in Italy interrupted him, and he was forced to 
put it aside. (In any case he showed it only to his friends and feared 
that he would be forced to publish it privately.) 

There was no question of where Stendhal's sympathies lay. The 
police in Milan, who were carrying out widespread arrests, knew well 
who he was and what he thought. For on July 12, 1820, in one of his 
"code 55 letters to a friend in Paris he reported that the pro-royalist 
French consul had spoken ill of him to the authorities : 

Je suis incjuiet because the Con[sul] of Mi[lan] has said that I am a pernicious 
liberal et Von a su cjue Dominique avait made the P[eint]ure. £e prince has 
spoken of Stendhal. 

Spies shadowed spies; everyone feared being denounced by his neigh- 
bor; and Stendhal feared most of all being clapped into a dungeon, 
which was what happened to some of his friends. 

Whatever his sympathies, he had grave doubts about the serious- 
ness of the young Italian revolutionists, whom he described as full of 
talk and "vague aspirations/ 5 In his letters during the autumn of 1820, 
time of the "terror, 55 he reports accurately that the masses were not 
following the nobles and bourgeois who led the Carbonari. Somewhat 
earlier he had promised himself: "On the eve of the assassinations I 
shall skip the camp/ 5 The philosopher of energy, the admirer of Dan- 
ton, Napoleon, and Lord Byron (who was at the moment engaged in 
a comic conspiracy of arms smuggling for the Carbonari at Ravenna), 
would lend no support to the revolution that was at hand because he 
was convinced that it would be squelched, and would merely disar- 
range his earthly paradise. 
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His Italian friends were familiar with his spirit of contradiction and 
persiflage. The Milanese conspirators, he would argue, knew nothing 
of the rigors of national or civil war. And even if they succeeded in 
constituting a republic, would it help make them happier? The Ameri- 
cans had a republic, he would say, but because of their climate, doubt- 
less, were unhappy and thought only of “dollars/' Did Philadelphia 
possess the music, culture, and good society of Milan under its German 
tyrants? 

Yet on the next occasion the roguish Stendhal would exclaim at the 
vexations he suffered from the police, and cry that he longed “to have 
eight thousand francs a year" so that he could “go and live in Phila- 
delphia for six months under political freedom." But as life became 
grimmer his paradoxical sallies, which the slower-witted Italians never 
relished, brought him under suspicion by both sides. 

On July 23, 1820, he reported to his friend the Baron de Mareste 
in Paris: 

My dear friend, the worst misfortune possible has befallen me. Jealous people 
have circulated the rumor that I am here as an agent of the French Government. 

For six months now this is what has been going on. I noticed that several 
persons avoided greeting me in the street. 

For what would this Frenchman be doing here? The Milanese bonsbommes 
will never understand my philosophic life, and that I live here on five thousand 
francs better than I could live in Paris for twelve thousand. 

Word had come that he was spoken of as a “spy" in the service of 
the French Government. He found himself excluded from certain 
houses. 

On March 10, 1821, there was an uprising in Turin, and the next 
day Victor Emmanuel, King of Sardinia, abdicated, to be replaced by 
the presumed liberal and nationalist, Charles Albert. Fighting also 
broke out in Naples where the Carbonari, resisted at first only by 
troops whose commanders were secretly allied to them, opened what 
seemed a successful struggle for a constitution. Similar, though much 
weaker, manifestations of unrest in Milan were met by the Austrians 
with vigorous measures of repression. Count Confalioneri and the 
poet, Silvio Pellico, were arrested, tried secretly, and sentenced to 
death — though this was later commuted to imprisonment for a long 
term in the dreaded Spielberg fortress, the usual fate of conspiring 
liberals caught in Metternich's net. Stendhal's friend and confidant, 
Giuseppe Vismara, condemned to death in absentia , fled abroad. Finally 
his beloved Metilda was called before the secret tribunal sitting in 
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Milan. The leader, Confalioneri, under the relentless examination of 
his military judges, broke down, confessed, and compromised his com- 
rades. But Metilda Dembowski, under examination, bore herself with 
heroic firmness and betrayed no one. 

Meanwhile Stendhal, who had been closely associated with the con- 
demned lawyer Vismara, and Pellico, secretary of the Carbonari's 
Milan “executive," had been given quiet but clear hints by the authori- 
ties that he would do well to depart from Italy. 

On April 1, 1821, he wrote his friend Mareste in Paris (more or less 
in English) : 

I believe, my dear friend, that I have took la plus penible resolution in all my 
life, that of coming back to Bruxeile’s Hotel [Paris], ... I will have only 
three thousand for the remain of my life after this year. ... I shall make 
my enter in Lutece, somewhat in May. 

He had cleared himself of all suspicion before Metilda who, what- 
ever she thought of him, knew he was no spy; but time had brought no 
solution of the “dead-blank.” Her appearance in his life and his passion 
for her had indeed been “a great misfortune” for him, as one of his 
Italian friends said. But now he could not even play with the hope of 
winning her. 

He had waited in Milan with the sense that future happiness existed 
but a few steps from his house — if she would utter the word and giv.e 
the smile she denied him. (He did not know that she was ailing and 
would be carried away suddenly only two years later.) But now Milan 
was sad; the opposition was crushed, his friends imprisoned or fled, 
and it was time for him to go. 

We see him always in the posture he has described, in De V amour, 
of one of those devoted Italian lovers, standing in a street of Milan 
at night in the rain, silent, rigid, watching her window, then mad with 
excitement seeing the curtain stir — was it her hand, or only the wind? 
Returning to his melancholy quarters, he would be unable to sleep, 
sitting in long reverie, sometimes thinking of death. At length, unlike 
any lover, Italian or otherwise, that ever was on land or sea, he takes 
his notebooks, or some scrap of paper, and describes his emotions, 
precisely, coldly, setting down some “true fact” after nature ! 10 For his 
task of self-observation is never done. 

Despite his follies and ecstasies, Stendhal is never far removed from 
the discipline of the true scientist when his mind turns from passion 
and begins to reason. 

“Etienne Rey, preface to De V amour, p. xcix (Champion ed.). 
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He refused to believe that she did not love him. 

“After three years of intimacy, I left a woman whom I loved and 
who loved me, and yet who never gave herself to me." Years later, in 
the salons of Paris, where he shone as a wit, he would feel moments 
of attendrissement and think of “my poor, sad, and lonely lady in the 
depths of Romagna, who loved me and would not admit it, and whom 
I was never to see again/' These three years of combat between pride 
and hope were nevertheless precious memories to a man whose imagi- 
nation always cherished the poignant hours of his life. 

“When will you come back to Milan?" she asked him when he 
came to bid her good-by. 

“Never, I hope," was his reply. These were the last words spoken 
between them. She was silent, and gave him only the inscrutable, finely 
melancholy smile of her dark eyes and the corners of her mouth, such 
as one sees in the women of Leonardo. 
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Jleturn to France 


I EAVING Milan early in June 1821, he went by carriage to Como, 
with many a backward glance, wondering if he had the strength 
m to go forward over the mountains, and how long it would be be- 
fore he retraced his steps. It seemed to him that he "died many deaths” 
with every mile he journeyed away from that city where he had de- 
sired to end his days. Like Mr. Shelley (whom he had met in 1818), 
he breathed only in sighs. "Ah, in that last hour ... a single word of 
hers might have changed my life.” 

When, a few days later, he was proceeding on horseback, in the 
company of a courier, over the barren St. Gothard to Switzerland, he 
still hoped that some misstep would carry him over a precipice. ,At 
night, when he wrote in his notebook, he would again draw little 
pistols on the margins of its pages. Often he thought of blowing out his 
brains, but feared that he might merely wound himself and not die. 
"It also seems to me that it was political curiosity that prevented me 
from finishing things.” Persistently he awaited a new revolution that 
would sweep the stage. Perhaps in 1830, he told himself, perhaps even 
sooner, liberty would come, and even a man like himself with a 
mortally wounded heart might find some ground for hope again. 

That politics was always important in Stendhal's life is shown even 
in this crisis. As with heavy heart he crossed the border to Switzer- 
land and reached Altdorf, near Lake Lucerne, he asked for the statue 
of William Tell, the rebel leader of the Swiss patriots. "Although 
people who write under the ministerial censorship in all lands pretend 
there never was such a person, I am a great admirer of William Tell,” 
he says. But all he found was a hideous stone monument with the figure 
having a skirt that was very poorly draped. "There, I said to myself, 
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with a soft melancholy, overcoming for the first time my dull despair, 
there is what becomes of the most beautiful things in the eyes of gross 
creatures. Such thou art too, Metilda, in the midst of the salon of Mme. 
Traversi.” 

On June 21, 1821, he arrived in Paris and stopped at the little Hotel 
de Bruxelles, at 47 Rue de Richelieu, which he had frequented on pre- 
vious visits. To its proprietor, a former valet at the court of Louis 
XVI, named Petit, and a most excellent and discreet character, Sten- 
dhal turned over the last sum of money he would have for a long time, 
some three thousand francs. He got a receipt for it — which he promptly 
lost — and then walked over to the nearby Tuileries Gardens, where in 
youth he had been wont to parade like a coxcomb. There he sat alone 
plunged in long reveries. 

What would he do in Paris now? How would he amuse himself? So- 
ciety here lived under false lights; it was without energy or naturalness. 
Besides, he had little money now and at first desired to avoid his former 
friends, who, he was sure, would snub him. Time, which he had spent 
gracefully in Italy, now weighed him down. In his brief, casual 
memoir of this stay in Paris, from 1821 to 1830, Souvenirs d’egotisme r 
he recalls: 

In Paris, in 1821, Sundays were really dreadful for me. Lost among the great 
chestnut trees of the Tuileries Gardens, so majestic at that season of the year, 

I thought of Metilda, who ordinarily spent the summer days at the country villa 
of the opulent Traversi, that sinister friend who . . . persuaded her that she 
would be completely dishonored if she took me for her lever. 

He was nigh on forty — yet there he was still wondering what he 
was to do with his life. Incessantly he asked himself: was he a failure, 
a success? Happy or unfortunate? His life, in fact, was a prolonged 
youth, it has been remarked. Long after other men grew rigid in 
habits, established in their homes, firmly set upon the middle course of 
a middle-class existence, he was still adrift, without roots, without 
career, without a fixed circle of friends, without even a permanent ad- 
dress, only a hotel or a furnished room. “I am but a passenger on this 
boat/* he would say repeatedly. 

He lived only to realize the dreams he had conceived in youth, and 
yet perceived more than anyone else the lapsus between dream and 
reality. To realize, in the ripe years of manhood, the dreams of youth, 
is how a poet has defined happiness. These dreams in Stendhal, with 
all that they imply in disillusionment and frustrated ambition, were 
prolonged during his entire life without ever being realized. His private 
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life is a long-continued youth, which he has described, or rather con- 
fessed, in his work with a devotion scarcely diminished by experi- 
ence or age. Neither he nor his heroes could ever adjust themselves to 
a society that had once more become temperate and orderly, and 
where one advanced oneself only through the hierarchy, whose political 
intrigues themselves had grown tedious. 1 No, the bourgeois careers 
and fortunes were not for him ! The days of revolutionary or military 
exaltation were gone — yet hope and imagination still pursued them. 

He had dreaded the return to France. There were perhaps only two 
or three other periods of his life when his spirits sank so low as at the 
time of his involuntary departure from Italy, in 1821. Then, like the 
stoical fellow he was, he came to himself by degrees; Paris caught him 
up again; divers adventures and friendships distracted him; and re- 
newed activity, literary, social, and amatory, that was in accord with 
his own canons of success in life, helped to repair some of the ravages 
done to his self-esteem. 

Though at first he had heartily wished to be alone, by dint of much 
walking the streets he met his old friends one by one and was per- 
suaded to visit and dine with them. His boyhood friend, Louis Crozet, 
whom he admired as a man of superior character, was no longer in 
Paris, separated from him by a wife who seemed jealous of their affec- 
tion. But he saw the Baron Louis Adolphe de Mareste, who shared his 
love of Italian music, literature, and liberal ideas ; Lingay, the cynical 
journalist who had so many amusing stories to tell of the cabinet 
ministers he subserved; Romain Colomb, that wise and temperate 
counselor; Poitevin, a gambler and Beau Brummell, who advised 
Stendhal upon fashions in dress ; Di Fiore, a tall, handsome Neapolitan 
nobleman, who had once been condemned to death as a revolutionary 
conspirator by the King of Naples, but escaping to France, and chang- 
ing his citizenship, served as an official in the French Foreign Ministry. 
Finally he saw again Count Beugnot, whose wife presided over one 
of the most entertaining salons in Paris. The Beugnots had treated him 
In former years as their protege. Kindly they took him back to their 
hospitable hearth, which he noticed was now also graced by their 
charming daughter, the Countess Clementine de Curial, whom he had 
known since she was a girl of fourteen. 

Stendhal, with his fringe of black side whiskers, was an outlandish 
figure to the ladies of the Beugnot circle: ex-soldier, official of Na- 
poleon's court, wanderer in Italy, author of anonymous books. These 
women who, save for Mme. de Curial, were middle-aged, retained some 

^Blnm. Stendhal et le Heylisme, pp. 19-20. 
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of the license and frivolity of the eighteenth century and evidently 
made efforts to divert him from the mysterious sorrow that haunted 
him. They spoke with worldly insouciance of their love affairs. One, 
for example, told of how she entertained two lovers, one in town and 
the other in the country, in the summertime. When her young nieces 
asked her to explain what love was, she said: “It is a vile and evil 
thing, of which chambermaids are sometimes accused, and when 
found guilty of it, are dismissed/'* 

But Stendhal no longer enjoyed even such free talk, so dark was his 
mood; and he would retreat to the garden of Mme. Beugnot*s ‘chateau 
at Corbeil, to sit alone, turning over the pages of his book, T)e V amour, 
which he was now preparing for the press. 

Although he was animated as ever in conversation, he behaved with 
reserve. His intimate friend Mareste saw him twice a day for seven 
years; they discussed every subject under the sun with the utmost 
fervor and agreed about almost nothing — though Mareste, who gained 
some reputation as a wit, was known to have plagiarized the bons mots 
of his “Mephistopheles’,** Stendhal. Yet for all their intimacy, Stendhal 
told little of himself and was firmly convinced that even old friends 
like Mareste and the “bourgeois** Colomb could never possibly un- 
derstand him. Each day he went through the same routine with them : 

Rising at ten, I repaired at half past ten to the Cafe de Rouen, where I met 
the Baron de Mareste and my cousin Colomb. The trouble was that these two 
persons understood absolutely nothing of the theory of the human heart, or of 
the portrayal of the heart in literature and music . . . which for long years 
had been the most interesting subject for me. . . . 

After having partaken, at the Cafe de Rouen, of its excellent coffee with two 
brioches, I accompanied Mareste to his office. We strolled through the Tuileries 
and down the quays, stopping at every stall that had engravings. On leaving 
Mareste, the dreadful part of the day began for me. In the heat of that year I 
would go and sit under the great chestnuts of the Tuileries. I would reflect; 
“Since I cannot forget her, would it not be better to kill myself?” 

He would read a volume of Shakespeare, and often find himself in- 
terrupted by an apparition hideous to him : 

Again and again, the fat King Louis XVI II, with his eyes like those of an ox, 
his carriage slowly drawn by six stout hotses, would pass by, a sight that par- 
ticularly filled me with horror. 

Then at five o*clock, still avoiding his lonely hotel room, he would 
hasten to the restaurant of the Hotel de Bruxelles, where Mareste, re- 
turning from his office at the Prefecture of Police, somber, weary, and 
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bored,, and one or two bachelor friends of Mareste, such as the jovial 
manufacturer, Lolot, would join him for a meal. Often they dined at 
the epicurean restaurant of the Freres Provenqaux; then afterward 
again went to a cafe. 

But though he passed his days for years and years with these friends, 
he hid his heart from them and spoke gaily or with a debonair indif- 
ference of all things. The friends he made were vastly amused and 
intrigued by him, and most loyal, yet the man of wounded sensibilities 
writes in his Souvenirs d’egotisme: “The worst of misfortunes, I cried 
to myself, would be that these men who were my friends, who were so 
cold, amongst whom I was going to live, might divine my passion, and 
for a woman whom I had not even possessed !” Whatever circle he 
appeared in, he felt himself alienated. Consequently he assumed every 
possible mask that might serve to conceal or protect him. He posed as 
dandy, roue, and fine talker : “I returned to Paris, which I found ugly, 
and insulting to my grief, with the one idea, not to be divined . ... It 
was thus that I became a wit , something I would have scorned in 
1818 , in the days when I loved Metilda.” 

2 

Stendhal's bachelor friends were fun-loving men whose vulgar 
habits and vices suited his desperate humor. This was so gloomy, he 
recalls, that in 1821 it gave him “a rather comic virtue; that of chas- 
tity.” Sensing that he was unhappy, his friends strove to distract him; 
and one day, against his own wishes, he was induced to attend a “de- 
lightful dinner party with girls that Lolot arranged in his honor.” 

This rich manufacturer of pottery had talent and experience of 
such things; for part of his wealth had been invested in the establish- 
ment of a certain Madame P. in the Rue de Montmartre — which Sten- 
dhal himself in after years earnestly recommended to visitors arriving in 
Paris for its reasonable fees and services. It was here, in a private 
room at Madame P/s, that Stendhal and his three middle-aged friends 
came one night for an ample dinner with many bottles of champagne. 
When they had finished and sat back at their ease, the duenna sud- 
denly ushered in a remarkably young, pretty, auburn-haired girl, clad 
In the simplified costume of Lady Godiva, whom she presented to them 
as Mile. Alexandrine. This was helot's great surprise for his friends. 
(The girl, Stendhal assures us, was the toast of the boulevards for a 
year, after which she began to look a little hard.) 

Stendhal's spirit, like that of the other men, had been one of ribald 
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merriment up to this point. But when he retired with Alexandrine, he 
found, to his own great surprise, that the beauty and modesty of this 
young hetaera touched him deeply, and that he had no heart for the 
adventure. What followed was a “complete fiasco ” much like the fa- 
mous episode of Rousseau's visit to a Venetian harlot described in his 
Confessions. But Stendhal relates that he was haunted by the thought 
of Metilda, and overwhelmed by a feeling of sadness. Soon after he re- 
turned to his friends his contretemps was known and commemorated 
with shouts of laughter that continued for long minutes. “Those 
gentlemen tried to make me believe that I was dying of shame, and 
that it was the unhappiest moment of my life. I was simply surprised 
and nothing more/' It was thus that he acquired the reputation of a 
babillan, as the French term for an impotent male then was; this fine 
reputation, he relates, was mischievously spread by his three friends, 
and clung to him until some years later when quite different reports of 
his “deeds and gestures*' circulated in Paris. 

It was perhaps in honor of this misadventure with Mile. Alexandrine 
that Stendhal, who was still occupied in 1821 with his treatise on love, 
added, in the way of an appendix, a now celebrated chapter on fiascos. 
His candid examination of this vexing problem, based as it was on 
firsthand observation, still seems a most useful analysis of false shame, 
the sense of inferiority and of the sexual inadequacy accompanying 
mental stress. He writes : 

If the soul is occupied in feeling false shame and in overcoming it, it cannot 
have pleasure. Pleasure is a luxury; to enjoy it, it is necessary that one's sense 
of security should not feel itself running any risks. 

He also reports that he once catechized five handsome and apparently 
virile young men, of whom four admitted that at some point, especially 
in the first opportunity with the “most desired mistress," they had 
experienced some trouble of this sort. The fifth man, by his answers, 
seemed to Stendhal either wanting in sensibility or a blower. Citing 
Montaigne, who devoted a most charming and discerning essay to this 
same subject, Stendhal observes sagely that: “The idea that this mis- 
fortune is extremely common ought to reduce the danger of it." 2 


because of his own unflinching honesty on all such questions Stendhal has been subjected to some 
unwarranted suspicions on the part of literary scholars who, upon superficial evidence, have made 
reflections upon his potency. This old canard, also stimulated by the subject of his first novel, 
Armance (1827), has been revived recently in an essay by William Troy, in the Partisan Review, 
January 1942. The clinical study of the Austrian psychoanalyst, Edmond Bergler, is obviously much 
nearer the truth in characterizing Stendhal as a man both obsessed by sexual passion and ridden by 
his anxieties on this score, hence periodically depressed or “disturbed” — but no more than this. Care- 

169 



STENDHAL 


Still low in spirits, and seeking distraction, Stendhal, in August 1821, 
set off on a second voyage to England. What he hoped for was to place 
the English Channel and the acting of Kean in Shakespeare between 
himself and thoughts of Italy. 

His first journey to London, in 1817, in the company of that in- 
toxicated young English soldier and journalist, Edward Edwards, had 
provided him both with some striking impressions of England and some 
curious adventures which in the afterthought of his Souvenirs d’ego- 
tisme are confusingly merged with the impressions of his second 
journey, in 182-1. 

It was probably on the first occasion, in 1817, that he met Edwards 
at Calais and while waiting for the Dover packet spent two wild days 
guzzling ale with him In all the low taverns of the port. At the beginning 
of this nightmare interval Stendhal found himself eating and drinking 
in some pothouse with Edwards and several other men, including an 
English sea captain. In high spirits, Stendhal, with much fervor and 
emphasis, told some of his favorite stories, presumably of adventures 
with women, to which th£ English sea dog began to take exception, in 
surly fashion, as so much boasting. “I replied to him quite merrily and 
amiably/' Stendhal says. 

But on the next morning, when his head still ached with the effects 
of the heavy English ale, young Edwards in a serious vein proceeded 
to give him some lessons in British etiquette, which, he pointed out, had 
been gravely violated. The captain had been insulting, and Stendhal, 
far from laughing the matter off, should have called him to account, 
like a gentleman. 

Always meticulous about his “Castilian" sense of honor, Stendhal 
felt mortified at his error, and, though suffering from a fearful hang- 
over, set off with Edwards to find his man and challenge him. They 
searched all the bars of Calais, and meanwhile imbibed brandy instead 
of ale. Edwards, overcome with compassion for his French friend, now 
disputed with him over the right to deal with the offending stranger. 
Did Stendhal think he could use pistols or the epee in such a case? Im- 
possible. “Each nation," he stated, “had its own manner of fighting. Ad- 
mittedly our English way is baroque," but since his corpulent friend 

ful study of the twenty volumes of his correspondence, diaries, and memoirs shows voluminous and 
precise evidence opposing Professor Troy's thesis; some testimonial letters from his mistresses are 
also to be found among the Stendhal Papers,' at the Library of Grenoble, which permit no doubt on 
this score. Dr. Bergler, although fully recognizing the powerful, occasionally moody, attachments 
Stendhal felt for certain women, goes on to characterize him in extreme Freudian fashion as “un- 
consciously masochistic” and a “suppressed homosexual” — the last a rather gratuitous and too loosely 
used diagnosis that adds little to our understanding. 
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knew absolutely nothing of the manly art of pugilism, Edwards de- 
manded the privilege of knocking the enemy down for him. 

This new problem led to such high wrangling, continued from bar 
to bar, that they almost flew at each other's throats. Stendhal roared 
that he must deal with his man himself, with pistols or fists. Then they 
resumed the long chase. “Two or three times, I felt my hair rise/' 
Stendhal recalls, “for I believed I had recognized the captain. After- 
ward, I realized that the affair would have been difficult for me without 
Edwards." But fortunately the captain had disappeared forever. 

On first arriving at Brighton, in 1817, this England seemed nothing 
extraordinary after the Bay of Naples, yet Stendhal had felt over- 
whelmed by a wave of tender emotion at touching the soil of liberty 
for the first time. Here, he remarked, one could not. be arrested merely 
for reading a book, and even a workingman (though often hungry) 
had the right to a fair trial. The manners of Londoners seemed rude 
after Paris, but though he shrewdly observed their shortcomings and 
national vices, their air of being free men living under a constitution 
and a free press was beautiful in itself to him. 

Stopping at the Tavistock Hotel fronting on Covent Gardens (dur- 
ing both visits), Stendhal immediately plunged, as if with relief, into 
the immense gray anonymity of the London streets, and walked for 
hours on end, pushing as far as Chelsea, whose old rose-bowered cot- 
tages charmed him, and Richmond Park, from whose heights he viewed 
the expanse of London on one hand, the green fields and ancient trees 
of the suburbs on the other. 

The spread of heretical and Whiggish ideas at this period, the hey- 
day of Jeremy Bentham, appealed to him strongly after the years of 
living on the continent in Metternich's authoritarian darkness. Through 
Edwards, one of the Happy Few who had read and admired Stendhal's 
writings, he was able to meet the publisher Colborn and arrange to 
contribute articles regularly thereafter, from Paris, on letters, music, and 
art to Colborn's !A few ^Monthly 1 Magazine . Later he also contributed 
to the London Review , the Westminster Review and the Athenaeum f 
an activity that not only kept him in closer contact with English literary 
movements than almost any other French writer, but also gave him a 
small living amounting to one hundred pounds or so a year. 

But while he noted that the English had less vanity and more energy 
than the French, he remarked acidly that “democracy did not work 
effectively for two thirds of the English people." The full sweep of 
the revolution of steam power already made England more modern 
and grimier than France. Wages were low, and a slump in trade after 
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the great war made thousands ragged and hungry. Driven by hunger, 
he said, the English worked too hard, had no leisure, and always hur- 
ried through the streets as if they were unhappy and worried. A born 
mimic, Stendhal imitated their manner and felt that this gained him 
consideration. The weather, moreover, was so damp and foggy that it 
made men “bilious'"; Stendhal insisted he once saw a man in London, 
perhaps in a drunken rage, smash a shop window with his fist for no 
reason at all — something that could only happen in the English climate. 
On the other hand, he felt compensated by the vast steaks and the 
“thirty-pound sides of roast beef"" that were set at his table, and with 
which “one drank hot tea, so that those raw viands were cooked in 
one's stomach!"' 

He did not call on Lord Brougham, the great Liberal orator whose 
acquaintance he had chanced to make in Milan, nor upon that much- 
traveled celebrity Lady Jersey, nor Sir John Cam Hobhouse, Byron"s 
friend, also known to him in Italy. T o one who asked him why he did 
not go to them, he remarked that he had known them too little, and had 
heard that “English travelers were subject to loss of memory after re- 
crossing the Channel." 

Class feeling, he perceived, despite the democratic constitution in 
force, was if anything stronger than in Bourbon France; the whole so- 
ciety was “stratified like the rings of a bamboo cane/" and each in- 
dividual examined his fellow to see if he was trying to climb into the 
class just above his own. He remembered always the envious air with 
which a bank official, through whom he ordered a ticket one day to 
Almack's Ball, remarked to him: “I have been trying, sir, for twenty- 
two years to get into that ball which you will see in an hour from 
now!" 

But seeing Kean in Otbello at the old Covent Gardens Theater was 
worth the whole journey to him. Night after night he haunted the 
theater or the opera (to hear Mozart) , usually in the company of his 
friends Lolot and Mareste, who, shortly after his second visit to Lon- 
don, joined him for a summer's vacation. However, when there was 
no play or opera to be seen, things were terribly dull for the three 
French tourists. The few middle-class English persons to whose homes 
Stendhal was invited seemed to him usurious and narrow-minded; their 
women were ugly and drank hard. 

On arriving in London, Lolot had engaged a little valet to attend to 
their personal wants at the Hotel Tavistock; and Stendhal, who was 
always sensitive to the caste feeling of the English, even in the servant 
class, found the man a trial because he had a sour face and looked 
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down his nose at the queer Frenchmen he served so submissively. One 
day, in a temper at this valet, Stendhal delivered a vigorous harangue 
upon the starvation of the British working class, the long hours they 
labored, and the grimness of their life even compared with the lot of 
ignorant Italian peasants. These, he held, toiled in leisurely fashion, 
knew how to be happy in their rags, drank good wine, made love, and 
had some religion, at least, that gave them the fear of God, etc., etc. 
Whereupon the little cockney showed signs of mental distress and 
protested that his national honor was insulted. 

As if to mollify him, Stendhal then explained that he and his com- 
rades were accustomed to enjoying pleasant company and were pro- 
foundly bored in London, especially when the theaters were closed. At 
once the valet, perhaps misunderstanding things, assured them that he 
would attend to their wants himself, and warned them to trust no one 
else, lest they be robbed. He left the room and soon afterwards re- 
turned to report that they were to go the following night to an ad- 
dress on Westminster Road, where they would be certain of cheerful 
entertainment. 

Sensing that a gallant expedition of some sort was in prospect, Sten- 
dhal made some inquiries and was informed that Westminster Road 
was lost in the distant, poverty-stricken suburbs of London. “Do not 
go there/' his informant warned him, “it is a snare." Surely some ruf- 
fianly pander would murder these ignorant Frenchmen. The enter- 
prise gave promise of being either dreary or costly. 

But the next evening the theater was closed again, and Stendhal said 
to Lolot: “We are strong men, we have arms." He and Lolot, who was 
a big man, set off in a cab, armed to the teeth, while the little Baron de 
Mareste, in terror, stayed at home. Soon they were riding in the out- 
skirts; it was nightfall; there were no more houses, only an unpaved 
country lane. After what seemed hours their coachman stopped at a 
tiny cottage. Stendhal thought he had never seen anything so small and 
poor. He had expected to see some horrid old wenches welcome them, 
but instead three timid and very pale young working girls came out 
and politely invited the strangers in. 

The drawing room had some worn old furniture that looked so 
diminutive, so much like that of a doll's house, that the big Lolot and 
the fat Stendhal feared to sit down. Everyone looked embarrassed. 
Finally, Lolot asked to see the garden, a tiny plot ornamented with a 
washtub, a brewing vat, and other domestic objects. Discouraged, Lo- 
lot whispered in French: “Let's pay them and clear out." But Stendhal 
felt the poor lasses would be humiliated. “Their poverty, all their little 
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pieces of furniture, very old, but quite clean, had touched my heart/" 
he says. 

They sat down to tea, and in his poor English Stendhal began con- 
fiding to the young ladies their absurd fears of being robbed and mur- 
dered. After a while Lolot marched upstairs with one of the girls, while 
he retired with another, a chestnut-haired Miss Appleby, whom he 
already regarded “as a sweet, long-lost friend, refound after a long 
absence/' She was startled when she saw the stout, black-whiskered 
Frenchman calmly discard a dagger and brace of pistols from his belt 
and lay them upon the dressing table; but soon recovered from her 
fright. 

The next morning they felt so pleased with everything that they 
sent their valet, who had called, to fetch Mareste, and also some cham- 
pagne and cold meats. The young ladies had never seen such fine 
things, and went into quiet transports of delight. Thereafter, shunning 
the sad strumpets who patrolled the Covent Gardens foyer, Stendhal 
and his friends spent every evening, when there was no other enter- 
tainment in London, in the tiny cottage on Westminster Road. He be- 
gan to cheer up decidedly, and confesses : “It was the first real and inti- 
mate consolation for the misfortunes that poisoned all my moments of 
solitude/' 

But, in December, the time came at length for him to return to Paris 
— -his friends Lolot and Mareste had gone back many weeks before. 
As he said good-by to his humble little mistress of Westminster Road, 
Stendhal was touched almost to tears by her pleas that he take her 
with him to France. She would work for him, eat only potatoes, and 
cost him little, she urged. For a moment he was sorely tempted to heed 
her. But all his life he had felt an aversion to fixed attachments. Even 
having his sister Pauline with him in Milan for a season had proved to 
be a trial, and he had soon parted company with her. It was in observ- 
ance of the needs of his “egotism/' which imposed solitude, as well as 
unshackled personal freedom, that he left behind him his poor Eng- 
lish girl who, he admitted, might have brightened many a dark hour. 

He never saw her again, though he sought her on later visits; and 
the pages in the Souvenirs d’egotisme that speak of her have the strange 
melancholy of De Quincey's story of his search for the poor street girl, 
Ann, whom he loved and lost in the teeming labyrinth of London. It 
was over ten years later, in 1832 (while living again in Italy) /that he 
wrote down his recollections of this journey in fullest detail. This un- 
revised fragment of his memoirs is at once artless in its candor and 
extremely rich in that self-observation that accompanied his most 
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commonplace adventures. To know himself and thus to know man 
was after all his principal business in life. It was his justification for 
living as a truthful and free egotisie — a word that Stendhal helped to 
fix, in his own sense, in the French language. '"Egotism that is sincere 
is a way of painting the human heart, in the knowledge of which we 
have made giant strides since 1721/' he remarks in his Souvenirs. "One 
may know all except himself. . . To be sure, his great experiments 
in "egotism JJ did not prevent him from using people whom he met 
with an exquisite and old-fashioned courtesy. 

It is with a generous compassion that he recalls the lost Miss 
Appleby, fixing her as a symbol of the starving masses in London in 
one of the blackest periods of human exploitation. The French, he 
said, had at least buried their dead after Waterloo and in some wise 
sought happiness again. But the English who had conquered them 
were being conquered themselves by giant industry, which degraded 
their lower classes and already extended its squalid blight throughout 
their green land. 

One day, just before his departure from London, he read that a 
mass hanging of eight criminals was to be performed in public early 
the next morning. Feeling it his duty to witness such an affair, he asked 
to be awakened in time by the hotel clerk, but then, out of tender- 
heartedness, canceled his order. The incident, however, gave him cause 
to write some lines of strong denunciation of England's ruling hierarchy 
of land and property owners : 

In my eyes when they hang a robber or murderer in England, it is the aris- 
tocracy that sacrifices a victim to its need for security, for it is the aristocracy 
that has forced these people to be criminals. This truth, so paradoxical today, 
will doubtless seem but a commonplace in the days to come when my babblings 
may perhaps be read. 


3 

In the early 1 820s, no artist of the theater enjoyed a greater interna- 
tional fame than the Italian chanteuse, Mme. Giuditta Pasta. A native 
of Como, trained at the Scala Theater in Milan, this small, plump 
Lombard woman had reigned in Paris for some ten years, thanks to her 
authentic singing and acting of the new Italian operas, whose great 
popular vogue she fostered. Having met her in Milan, Stendhal at once 
went to call on her in Paris, and to his delight found her established in 
the midst of a whole colony of Milanese music lovers. He asked for 
news of his friends, and though he dared not mention Metilda, some- 
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times heard them speak her name. To come to Mme. Pasta's was for 
him the next thing to being in his beloved Milan. Though they played 
the same game of faro all night, he enjoyed sitting with them in a 
happy reverie, while winning or losing his thirty francs. 

Soon he came every night, for his admiration of the dark-eyed La 
Pasta was intense. He considered her to have a greater talent for 
tragic acting than Talma himself, the favorite artist of Napoleon. And 
she, in turn, showed a fondness for the Italophile Frenchman who knew 
all the repertory of the opera bouffe and spoke in Milanese dialect. 

Out of habit formed in youth ... I would have liked her to fall in love with 
me, for I felt the highest admiration for her. I see now that she was too cool, 
too reasonable, and not caressing enough for our liaison, if it had come to the 
state of love, to have continued. It would have been but a passade on my part; 
she, rightly indignant, would have broken with me. 

As usual he outlined, in imagination, the end of the romance before 
it began. 

But though he did not win her love himself, he was able, by chance, 
to direct it, benevolently enough, to another man. One day in 1822, 
at the table d'hote of his hotel, he met an interesting stranger who, like 
him, was an exile from Italy. He was a tall, elegantly dressed Belgian 
officer, named Micheroux, who had been for a brief time Minister of 
War to the King of Sicily. Now, as he told Stendhal, he was utterly 
ruined and considered shooting himself. To cheer up the unhappy 
stranger, Stendhal brought him one evening to his Milanese friends. 
Soon afterward, to his surprise, he found Micheroux a fixture in the 
jovial circle of La Pasta, indeed he quickly became her cavalier e 
servente . Presumably, Stendhal reflected, Micheroux's taste in^ music 
had won greater approval than his own. Noted for her charities. La 
Pasta had a husband, a mother, children, relatives, all living with her; 
but in the generous manner of the Italian theater folk, she now added 
the ruined Belgian to her large retinue, and installed him in a room 
above her apartment, on the third floor of the Hotel Lillois. 

Stendhal, also longing to take shelter under all this Italian joviality 
and warmth, then moved from his own hotel to the Hotel Lillois and 
took a room next door to Micheroux's on the floor above the chanteuse. 
For years he held the status of a friend of the family, an equivocal but 
assiduous fourth member of this triple household, whose paterfamilias 
interested himself only in saving the money earned by his wife. Sten- 
dhal joined happily in their talk of music and Italy, or their games of 
faro; he paid his court in the debonair Milanese way to La Pasta. The 
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official lover ended by being vexed at him, but Stendhal chose to be 
patient and hold his ground. 

“Things cannot go on like this — it makes no sense!” Mme. Pasta 
must have thought often. Yet it went on. Night after night, for years, 
he frequented this music-loving circle, to which many French 
celebrities also came, until gossip spread about Beyle's peculiar relations 
with La Pasta. They were in truth harmless, and those of a “liaison of 
friendship” — as Stendhal has gone to great pains to testify — friendship 
grounded on his admiration for the simplicity, naturalness, and great 
art of Mme. Pasta. Poor and unhappy, often obliged to sign notes for 
his card debts, he felt himself truly at home in this salon, especially 
late at night, after quitting some respectable soiree whose hostess would 
never have come to the home of the actress. 

At this period, he also came regularly, once a week, to the salon of 
the Countess de Tracy, whose learned husband he so fervently ad- 
mired. On one occasion, happening to arrive there in a new and ele- 
gant suit, he overheard someone say.- “Oh, Monsieur Beyle has a new 
suit; I suppose La Pasta has come into an inheritance.” 

That was a remark that wounded him to the heart, made by some 
gossip who had spied upon him. It was in order to clear La Pasta and 
himself before posterity that he later gave his account of her singular 
household in his Souvenirs d'egotisme. 

In truth his outward constancy to La Pasta during five or six years 
served but to shield from the world the secret affair he carried on,' from 
1823 to 1826, with another and very different lady. After his return 
from England, when visiting his old patroness Mme. Beugnot, he fre- 
quently met her vivacious daughter Clementine de Curial. More and 
more often, as he relates, “I enjoyed looking into the fine eyes of the 
Countess de Curial; but in my stupidity I went no further. I did not 
ask myself : why does this young woman look at me so?” Once, in 1823, 
he overheard her mother teasing her: “Your eyes fix themselves upon 
Beyle; if he had a taller figure he would have ventured to tell you long 
ago that he loves you.” 

Clementine de Curial, then a comely woman of about thirty-five, 
had been married, rather unhappily, to an aristocrat. Count de Curial. 
She was grief-stricken by the death of one of her two daughters in 
1823, when Stendhal first began to look at her with admiration. But 
in addition, her husband had had the cruelty not only to beat her when 
he was in a temper, but to prefer her servant maids to herself. In re- 
venge she took a lover, of whom Stendhal knew nothing at the time; 
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Her husband, though he lived apart from her, continued his persecu- 
tions, sometimes threatening to kill her and her lover. 

Meanwhile she had shown increasing attention to Stendhal; ruddy 
and rotund though he was, and bewhiskered, she appreciated his 
nimble wit and “comprehensive” soul It was she who pursued him. 
When, in the autumn of 1 823, he went off on another journey to Italy 
(avoiding Milan and its sad memories) , he wrote Clementine a letter 
from Rome, December 3, 1823, declaring that for her sake he “almost 
regretted the mists of Paris.” His letter was full of charm, but its tone 
was still formal. 

That Clementine was shapely and attractive is reported by that con- 
noisseur of woman flesh, Merimee, who met Stendhal at this time. He 

describes “the charming Mme. de C. ” as being “in the prime of 

her beauty” when his older friend became wildly infatuated with her. 
However, Napoleon, according to legend, had other views. Seeing her 
one day at his court, he asked her for her name and, on learning it, ob- 
served maliciously: “I should have recognized you by your nose which 
is so much like your father's!” The prefect, Count Beugnot, had be- 
queathed his daughter a nose that was nothing if not prominent. Yet 
how little this mattered to the man who, according to young Merimee, 
“was never seen save in the state of being in love or about to fall in 
love.” Beauty, as he wrote in his treatise on love, was relative, the 
product of illusion, “the promise of happiness.” 

On returning to Paris in the spring of 1 824, he besieged her stoutly. 
She invited him to the dinner parties she liked to give for numerous 
guests, and he, who could be so spirituel, pretended to be impassive or 
indifferent to the company, presumably because he was overcome by 
his passion for her. On one occasion he went out and walked alone in 
the garden of her mansion, counting the moments and the leaves of the 
trees. Then, when she came to him, he “attacked,” that is, made his 
declaration. To his delight, his proposal was received with pride and 
joy. She had loved him for two years, she confessed. A letter of his, 
dated May 18, 1824, shows him prowling about Clementine's home, 
pretending to be prudent, but writing her of the “extreme emotion in 
his heart” felt merely at approaching her house. And in his habitual 
romantic style he begins again with the business of secret signals : 

A little sign at the window of the boudoir where you stood this morning, for 
instance, the persienne half closed, or the jalousie lowered, would indicate to 
me that I could enter freely. 

If I do not see this sign that you are alone I shall not knock, but shall return 
a quarter of an hour later. 
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In a fragment among his papers the note has been found: 

22, 1824, cured/’ He was cured of Metilda, but the passion 
for Clementine, or “Menti," as he called her familiarly, was a fever vio- 
lent enough for any taste. 


4 

They were no longer young, he over forty, she thirty-six, but flung 
themselves into each other's arms with all the more ardor. He was 
made happy at discovering again the gusty passion he craved and which 
alone made life worth living. Menti, for her part, found M. Beyle a 
strange and fascinating man, for she was intelligent and high-spirited 
too. In the voluminous letters she wrote him she protested that she was 
a good woman who never pursued any man but always fought against 
temptation as long as she could. She had taken her first lover in a spirit 
of vengeance against her husband, but later, disappointed in him, suf- 
fered from deep remorse. So with Stendhal: once she had yielded to 
him, she desired to surrender, to sacrifice, to submit herself to him in 
every sense. He had exacted the promise that she would be “sincere" 
with him, and she was. But once having “fallen," she suffered remorse 
once more; she repented and wept stormily; then, recovering her spirits, 
strove to show her lover still greater devotion. 

And he would write to her: “I love you so much, I am so devoted to 
you, that I feel I must write, since I can tell no one else of my love." It 
was in the early phase that he wrote also : 

When I see you three days together, my angel, it seems that I love you more 
and more. . . . j\ton D ieu! How happy I was yesterday! ... If we passed 
a week together, I do believe we would end by never separating from each 
other. 

She loved him exuberantly and wrote him 215 letters, in two years, 
or one every three days. “Tell me, sir, how we can arrange to see each 
other before Monday, if only for ten minutes; because, if I were to 
leave for the country without hearing you say 1 love you it would be a 
sacrifice beyond my power." It was important for him that unlike other 
women she thoroughly enjoyed his “originality," as she termed it, his 
humor, his fantasy. After her husband and lover number one, she found 
a sensitiveness in Beyle that delighted and surprised her. Outwardly he 
might look the ruddy-faced butcher, but how fine and delicate were his 
hands, for example. 
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Clementine's education had been interrupted during the Revolution 
by years of exile and her orthography was turbulent, her epistolary 
style sometimes too robust. On August 10, 1824, she wrote: “Your 
little note of Saturday made me tremble with pleasure just like that 
which I feel when your pretty hands go wandering over my old hide." 
Sometimes it seemed that he taxed her very health, which she thought 
failing, and she said she would like to pass entire months by his side 
merely listening to him, talking to him and “without according you any- 
thing at all. It is only then that I would consider myself truly loved." 

He pleased her, she added in a note in July 1824, 

not because it was shown to me that you are the possessor of those robust merits 
which generally accompany' broad shoulders, but because at certain moments 
you have a grace, a tenderness. ... As to tours de force of a certain kind, 
I profit by them, but do not esteem them alone. ... It seems to me, I must 
say, that I felt myself turning a little cold because you were too sublime in that 
regard; it was too vulgar a manner of proving your tenderness. 

And to this he replied apologetically: “Could it be that my cursed 
originality gave you false ideas of my [want of?] tenderness?" 3 

In the summer of 1824, their passion was at its full noon, and Menti 
herself shrank at nothing. Despite their efforts to hoodwink family and 
acquaintances, the husband was made suspicious by the assiduity of 
Beyle, whom he found too often present in his house whenever he chose 
to come there. During the hot days of summer Clementine would go to 
stay at her chateau at Mouy, near Andilly, on the Seine River. Follow- 
ing her minute instructions, Stendhal would pay her secret visits. He 
would assume a disguise, would take a carriage from Paris and, in dark- 
ness, ride full-speed to her chateau, where he would arrive after mid- 
night. And Mme. de Curial proved herself as audacious as any heroine 
of a novel by Stendhal. Once when unexpected guests arrived — per- 
haps her husband — interrupting their assignation, she hurriedly led 
him down to the cellar, removed the ladder by which he descended, 
and shut the trap door. There in a dark, romantic cavern the enraptured 
Stendhal remained for three whole days imprisoned, nay entombed, 
while the madly devoted Clementine prepared food for him, lowered 

s The letters of Clementine, in the Bibliotheque de Grenoble, dispose of the myth that Stendhal 
was inadequate, in the manner of Swift. When, after his death, his cousin and literary executive 
Colomb went over his papers, he never ceased to marvel at how the homely Beyle had gathered 
in so many ^countesses” and women of rank, as he wrote to Crozet. (A. Cordier: Comment a vicu 
Stendhal, pp. 138-48.) Beyle preserved over two hundred of her letters; his executor destroyed almost 
all of them (as she had requested), but preserved those which had notes in the hand of his friend 
and literary idol, and summarized the contents of others that marked the course of their liaison. 
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and raised the ladder so that she might come to him secretly, and even, 
in order to attend to his wants, brought down and then emptied the 
"'pierced chair." Alone in his prison, or cave, Stendhal lived only for 
the transports of love, like his imagined Julien Sorel and Fabricio. 
Menti was “sublime," he wrote afterward, when she came to the cellar 
at night. 

By August 1824, danger threatened them. To his worldly friend the 
Baron de Mareste, Stendhal wrote: “I must consult you about a bus- 
band f I fear that I may have to fight one of the Knights of St. Louis." 
But there is no further mention of this danger, and it is presumed that 
the anxieties of the spouse w y ere allayed. 4 

“There must have been great passion on both sides to make them 
take such great risks," the sober Colomb observed, as he edited the old 
letters of his friend. The Curials were both aristocrats and royalists; 
exposure of the affair at this period of extreme Catholic reaction, under 
Charles X, would have precipitated a great scandal, and a duel to the 
death. But if whipped-up passion always accompanied StendhaPs 
affairs of love, so the storms of morbid pride, jealousy, and wrath were 
never far behind. 

After but a few months of intimacy these two vehement natures 
flared up in furious quarrels. They had pledged that they would be 
candid and sincere with each other at all costs. It was thus that she 
came to confide the story of the lover who had preceded him and 
whom, she assured Henri, she had not seen In six months. But the man 
lived near her still, in the country, and Stendhal was overcome by a 
quite Shakespearean access of jealousy, insisting that she had deceived 
him and still did. Appearing at her dinner parties, he would be somber 
and rude to her guests, his eyes probing them bitterly one by one to 
see whom she favored. Finally he began to break engagements with her, 
leaving her in torment at his behavior. 

Tenderly though she loved him, she found him “bizarre," or evasive, 
and breathed the suspicion that after leaving her he frequented low 
company. There were always rumors in Paris also concerning Stendhal 
and Mme. Pasta, and Clementine would exclaim: “Go, run to her arms 
— I hate La Pasta!" 

“My dear friend," he wrote in reply to her reproaches and doubts, 
“do not have the slightest anxiety. ... I love you passionately. . . . 
This love perhaps does not resemble that which you have seen in 
society or in books. I would like it to resemble only that which is ten- 

A Cf. Stendhal, Theatre, Vol. Ill, Qloire et la bosse (Divan ed.), in which allusion to this 
episode is made in the fragment of a play. 
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derest/' He had his faults, he admitted, but he was free and "Italian/" 
he cared nothing for the opinion of his neighbors, and must remain so. 

In the autumn of 1 825, after little more than a year, there were re- 
newed quarrels; she was losing faith in his profession of love for her, 
and found him escaping from her when she needed him — perhaps to 
street girls? On October 1 1, 1825, she says.* ""Physically I have no need 
of a lover, it is even dangerous for my health, but I feel the desire and 
the need of being loved/" A month later she declares that she has suf- 
fered greatly at his hands and absorbed some rude lessons. Her Henri 
had brought ""only trouble and misfortune/" and she was determined 
to be finished with him. But soon they were together again, tormenting 
each other as before. 

Clementine complained that he used her with a ""calculated cruelty/" 
as subject of his experiments or ""systems."" Had he not written: ""When 
one has to deal with a princess, or a very rich woman, one must beat 
her often or love will become extinct/" And Clementine was, if not a 
princess, a countess and passing rich. 

The storms and stresses through which they passed in 1825 and 1826 
were so trying that Stendhal often remarked later that he knew more 
sorrow from love than pleasure. Their drama is mirrored in a long let- 
ter of uncertain date, perhaps even as early as 1824, written at a time 
when he had left her in a rage, though he was to come to dinner that 
evening. 

Almost unintelligible through grief, and her spelling and punctuation 
more turbulent than ever, she writes : 

You are frightful to me — you who have had a hundred mistresses — have you 
the right to treat me so? . . . You have used me so abominably that I am 
scarcely able to receive the company at dinner ... at a time when forty 
persons are waiting for me at table you cannot wait but must turn the knife in 
the wound. Your love is the most fearful misfortune that may befall a woman. 
If she should enjoy happiness you would take it from her. If she had health you 
would destroy it. The more she loved you the more barbarous and cruel you 
would be. When she tells you that she adores you, then you begin your “system” 
with which you refine her sufferings more than, she can bear. 

Despite her wild spelling and grammar, Clementine is nothing if not 
keen, for she shows that she understands her man. She knows that he 
""enjoys all the pain"" he causes in her; and that ""it would be mad to 
expect anything but pain"" from him. She speaks of him also as ""that 
fat man whom I liked to' believe good/" but sees now that he is bent 
upon making her suffer at all costs. Nevertheless she cries out in her 
pride: ""Your ferocity shall not enjoy the evil you do me/" 
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Then she confesses also that it is a consolation to write to him. And 
in the manner of one of Shakespeare's authentic heroines she exclaims: 
“And yet I love you still I love I love you — but oh do not believe me I 
no longer love you so much my reason tells me. I am sure I shall cure 
myself of this mad passion. ... It must be a great pleasure to detest a 
man who has done one such great wrong." 

'Little wonder that Stendhal cherished this letter, penetrated with 
understanding of his own troubled personality and a testimonial of 
unfeigned and natural passion, that he later blotched with his tears. 
For he wrote at the head of it: " Sunday . Jears and true tenderness , 
alas! 3 write this October l i, 1 S 26 , after my great misfortune 

In the summer of that same year, she seemed to fear that her lover 
had presented her with a contagious disease. If this proved true she 
would never see him again — “adieu, wicked libertine"! At other mo- 
ments in the autumn of 1826, she thought she was enceinte and 
promised that she would kill herself. To escape from torment, she 
prayed that she would have the strength to put herself to sleep “with 
the gas of sixpence worth of coal." 

Perhaps her accusations wounded or enraged him. “3 was very near 
of pistolet he noted in his peculiar jargon. On the other hand his 
suspicions fixed themselves upon a rival, General de Caulaincourt (it 
has been assumed), with whom a duel almost resulted. He therefore 
determined that he must fly from her, or be separated for a few weeks, 
and therefore made a third journey to London. One of his very 
secretive autobiographical notes runs: 

7he most sensitive misfortune of his life . Left Boulogne June 27, 1826; 
storm at San Remo. 5 

Another of his brief Notices sur *M. Beyle, dated April 30, 1837, re- 
lates : 

During this trip to England [in the summer of 1 826] he was abandoned by 

this last mistress C ; for six months she loved [another?]. . . . He was 

terribly unhappy and left for Italy. 

He tried to forget her, but fifteen years later he could still write in 
Henri drulard .* 

What chagrin she gave me when she left me! The surprising victory ever 
Menti did not give me a pleasure equal to one hundredth part of the pain I felt 
when she left me for Monsieur de B. 

Stendhal, Melanges intimes , II, p. 90. Mme. de Curial had gone with her husband for a short 
time to San Remo. 
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While some have held that it was Stendhal who left his Menti, and 
that he used the impulsive woman too cruelly, there is no doubt pos- 
sible, after his repeated and bitter allusions, that she chose a successor 
to him. Besides, the discovery of additional letters of hers has shown 
this aristocratic adventuress of love — true to the period of Mary God- 
win Shelley and George Sand and Lady Oxford — as proceeding from 
one lover to another, year after year, ever repentant, yet falling again. 
As she had zealously deceived her husband, so, after Stendhal ran 
away to England, did she resolve to desert him for another. 

Alone in his hotel at Covent Gardens, he thought that he would 
die of thj^ great trial of love which had been equaled only in the time 
of the dead Metilda. Metilda had ''surpassed all the others in the Span- 
ish nobility of her sentiments/' but “Clementine exceeded the others 
in spirit." 

Was he not an eternal innocent, like the Vicar of Wakefield, he 
asked himself, perennially led astray by his impetuousness and always 
gulled? This was truly one of his heaviest “defeats." 

His wounds healed, though very slowly. As he had sought Clemen- 
tine in compensation for the lost Metilda, so now he looked for another 
love of consolation. Yet long afterward, when he was almost in old age, 
at fifty-three, he would try most earnestly, though vainly, to win her 
back. After a decade of separation, he would still wonder if he was not 
still infatuated with her, and — though she was no longer young herself 
— he would feel as emotional about her, perhaps “as much in love with 
her as in the first days, in 1824 " 

Though no longer lovers after 1826, they became reconciled enough 
to remain good friends, and corresponded with each other freely, 
especially after Stendhal returned to Italy in 1830. Clementine's profuse 
and breathless confidences, touching on all sorts of private and political 
scandal, even the intimate details of her love affairs, must^ have given 
him much cause for vexation. Yet he bore with her. Their friendship 
continued; and she often turned to him for his doctes conseils r in the 
complex game of her life. And he, with endless curiosity and good- 
will, listened and gave counsel ; for he was at heart a novelist. 
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The Wit of Paris 


Beyle whose piquant vivacity perhaps no one can render . . . 
used to conceal his sadder feelings under the cover of his pleas- 
antries; and he never seemed so merry as on days when some 
misfortune had befallen him. 

— Virginie Ancelot, £es Salons de Paris. 


H UMOR, especially humor of the ironical sort, is the defensive 
weapon of men who have felt themselves ill-used by life. To 
shield their wounds, to hide the sense of inferiority which life, 
in some wise, has stamped upon them, such saddened men habitually 
seek to divert or distract their fellows by their follies, or to ward them 
off with their barbed laughter. 

When he first returned to Paris, after his long sojourn in Italy, Sten- 
dhal was so determined not to be “divined” by his friends that he ap- 
peared to them but a gay dog who mocked at everything men held 
sacred. But several years later, in 1826, under the stress of accumulat- 
ing misfortune, at the hands of Mme. de Curial, his grief was so great 
that he attained a state of mad gaiety. It was then, he confesses, that 
he acquired a reputation that he would have despised in former years: 
the reputation of a wit. His wit soon brought him a measure of social 
fame. Though his writings were still little read, Parisian hostesses com- 
peted with each other to win his regular attendance at their soirees; a 
half-dozen writers of memoirs, during the 1820s, recorded his anec- 
dotes and epigrams. 

He had frequented the salon of the philosopher and educationalist, 
Count Destu'tt de Tracy, since the early days of the Empire, when the 
count’s liberalism brought down upon him the condemnation of Napo- 
leon. The Countess de Tracy, moreover, a beautiful, white-haired 
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woman of sixty, had in earlier days discerned a “spark” of something 
in M. Beyle. She encouraged him; he “loved her like a mother,” and 
returned to her fireside toward 1 822. 

But instead of remaining shy as he had formerly been in the presence 
of the distinguished company that came to the Sundays of the Tracys 
— usually including General Lafayette and the statesman-author Ben- 
jamin Constant — Stendhal began to speak out on everything under the 
sun. He would contradict, shock, or rail at his hearers. This was all the 
more diverting, inasmuch as Tracy himself was in manner distinctly a 
man of the old regime, despite his leadership of the liberal opposition. 
Small, graceful, erect, and always elegantly dressed in black, the 
philosopher would stand by the fireplace of his parlor conversing with 
his guests in cool and measured speech. A green visor that Tracy always 
wore to shield his e3^es accentuated the air of cold and virtuous liberal- 
ism that Stendhal came to associate with him. 

“And what is your profession, pray?” a guest at Tracy's once asked 
Stendhal. 

“Ah, I am simply an observer of the human heart,” he replied. The 
man took fright, assumed that he might be a government spy, and 
abruptly retreated to a distant corner of the salon. 

Stendhal found these people, whom he once esteemed so highly, 
ponderous in their thinking, overly prudent or well-bred in their liberal- 
ism, ignorant of the fact that “two and two made four,” and too effete 
to act with boldness and energy. In their midst, he, with his huge head 
and ruddy face, his piercing eyes and shaggy black hair, stood forth 
like a wild Jacobin. Their solemnity exasperated him to utter phrases 
that irritated and scandalized them. One day Tracy and another man 
asked him what his political doctrines were and what he would do 
about the Royalists who had returned to France. Stendhal, for the bene- 
fit of these genteel liberals, declared that if he were in power he would 
“exile all the returned emigres to three or four departments of the 
Pyrenees Mountains, and have them surrounded by a cordon of 
troops. . , . Those who tried to get out would be pitilessly shot.” 

Tracy and his friend were plainly frightened at the violence of his 
spirit, and grew more so as he went on to expound his ideas on the 
men of the ancien regime and the French Revolution. The aristocrats, 
he held, had only shown “the courage of sheep,” going to the scaffold 
with graceful manners, but without the boldness to fight for their sys- 
tem, which had collapsed through their own weakness. On the other 
hand his admiration went out to the ruthless leaders of the French 
Revolution; they were plain men, but they , were “heroic.” Danton 
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was "colossal"'; he stole a little, but he and Carnot saved France from 
becoming another Poland, overrun and partitioned by its enemies. Car- 
not himself had erred later in being too humane. The men of the Con- 
vention, especially its extremists in the Committee of Public Safety, 
who wielded the guillotine so freely, were also heroes and men of 
energy in his eyes. "Only the lower orders of the people/" he would 
exclaim, "are still capable of energy and passion""; only a poor man was 
ready to commit a crime or "throw himself out of a sixth-story win- 
dow."" The aristocrats and the rich "thought only of polishing the 
mahogany furniture in their parlors,"" which were as dried up as their 
own souls. 

Such sentiments, at a time when most enlightened thinkers hoped 
that there would never again be another Terror, were calculated to 
horrify his listeners. "The face of M. de Tracy and his friends grew 
longer and longer/" Stendhal relates in the Souvenirs d'egoiisme r as he 
went on with his “'doctrines/" and it was plain to see that they thought 
him a most unfeeling cr immoral man. 

"I was either a monster of immorality or a god to my acquaintances/" 
he remarks. 

But one day a handsome young woman, overhearing his audacious 
harangues at the Tracvs", showed intense admiration and declared that 
she thought he was a real "Huron/" one of those wild Indians (in Vol- 
taire's novel of that name) who were lost in an overcivilized society. 
"Then she added: ‘l want to say something to you in private." Passing 
into a corridor where we were alone she suddenly gave me a kiss full 
on the mouth, which I returned with ardor. The next day, as it hap- 
pened, I left Paris on a journey and the affair went no further."" 

Gradually, over the years, the Tracy s grew cool toward him — -though 
this did not stop him from visiting them each week for nearly a decade. 
However, in retrospect, his estimation of Destutt de Tracy was dimin- 
ished, if just; he is represented, in Stendhal's reminiscences of the 1 S20s, 
as falling considerably short of the stature his enlightened doctrines 
promised. An even more malicious portrait is given, in the Souvenirs 
d’erjotisme , of General Lafayette, the lion of the Tracy .salon and "hero 
of two worlds/" who was now in his late sixties : 

He was a tall figure of a man, and his large frame was surmounted with an 
impassive, cold, insignificant face, much like that in an old family portrait, 
while his head was always covered with a wig of short, unkempt hair. This man, 
always dressed in an ill-fitting gray suit, and leaning upon a cane, would enter 
the salon of Mme. de Tracy, who always addressed him as “ man cher Monsieur ' 
in a swooning voice. . . . 
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Washington's gallant comrade in arms certainly throned it here 
among the "stupid and fawning" politicians of the anti-Roy alist party , 
buzzing with their plots for an uprising. He was polite and easy with 
his followers, "but polite like a king, mind you." Idolized champion 
and symbol of democracy that he was, he remained, nevertheless, a 
simple and unaffected man, unspoilt by public use. "To be successful 
today as a political leader, a certain immodesty and downright charla- 
tanism is necessary," Stendhal remarks; yet Lafayette was above that, 
and so merited forgiveness for the intellectual weaknesses he so plainly 
revealed. Stendhal enjoyed watching this Great Figure of History. 
Often, while his associates filled his ears with political twaddle, the 
shadow of polite boredom lay on his empty face — until some charming 
young thing of eighteen with bare shoulders and bosom came tripping 
into the salon, when his blue eyes would light up and he would sud- 
denly rise from his chair to wander after the lovely shoulders, leaving 
his aides gaping in the middle of a sentence. "In spite of his years, and 
without caring what anyone thought, M. de Lafayette at the tender 
age of seventy-five (really sixty-nine) had the same faults as I had," 
Stendhal notes contentedly. "He was chiefly interested in pinching the 
behind of some pretty girl . . . which helped him pass his old age 
cheerily, to the great horror of all the middle-aged women present." 

The Tracys, in the early days of their friendship with Stendhal, in- 
troduced him to Mme. Cabanis, the widow of the great physiologist 
he had long admired. In her salon he met the naturalist Georges Cuvier, 
who also became his friend. One day he heard Cuvier discussing the 
unscientific fear and disgust that is inspired by vile and ugly insects, 
and how one might conquer this unreasonable feeling by concentrating 
upon their ways of gathering food, or reproducing themselves, and 
classifying them according to their differences and resemblances. 
Thereupon Stendhal had a great idea: "Why not do the same thing 
with human beings, in order to overcome one's loathing of them?" 
Thus he could be patient even when his passport and baggage were 
being examined by some idiot of a customs official, absorbing himself 
in studying the abject creature, in order to learn what species of the 
crab family he belonged to. Stendhal used to repeat this maxim in com- 
pany, with meaningful glances toward those persons whom he con- 
sidered chuckle-headed or otherwise odious. 

Mme. Cabanis' little parlor was always overheated by a "hellish" 
fire, and Stendhal, suffocating, was soon driven forth, never to return. 
But he had met there also the learned Claude Charles Fauriel, esoteric 
philologist and historian, who had once served as a secretary to Napo- 
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leon's police chief, Fotiche, Fauriel, too, was "no charlatan/' for he told 
Stendhal some authentic tales of the art of love among the Arabs, 
which were put to use in the appendix of De V amour. Through Fauriel 
he was introduced into the home of the Miles. Clarke, two spinsters 
who received many literary celebrities, such as Victor Hugo, Sainte- 
Beuve, and Augustin Thierry, the romantic historian. But one day at 
the Clarke home he ventilated his theory that when a man fell in love 
with a superior woman, richer or more aristocratic than himself, "he 
should beat her up now and then" in order to keep her interested. 
At this the young historian, Thierry, berated him as a vulgar fellow; 
Stendhal answered by calling him a "Jesuit," and left the place, never 
to return. 

He also knew the Count Appollinaire d'Argout, an old colleague 
among the officials attached to Napoleon's Grand Council, who 
turned his coat and became a peer and minister under the monarchy. 
Stendhal's close friend the Baron de Mareste was related by marriage 
to the Argouts, who might have done much to further Stendhal's career. 
But in this ultraconservative household his chief sport was to exhibit 
his irreligion shamelessly. In ribald fashion he mocked at the Arch- 
bishop of Paris, who was the confessor of the Countess d'Argout. He 
had a goodly store of godless sayings, such as : 

All religions are founded on the fear of the many and the cleverness of the 
few. 

Ah, I know the Jesuit well. He says: cc Do all that you like in youth, enjoy 
yourself, provided that you confess all your little sins to us. And when you grow 
up and have some power in the state, let us direct it for you/ 5 

Irreligion is a bad thing for young girls because it might prevent them from 
finding a husband. One must agree that if God exists it must seem pleasant to 
him to be honored for such reasons. 

Our somber and lugubrious churches were invented by swindling priests who 
wanted to enrich themselves by frightening timid people. 

The only excuse for God is that he doesn 5 t exist. ... If I ever met him I 
would be quite surprised, and I would have some fine things to say to him if he 
let me get a word in. [Skeptic that he was, he suspected God was as garrulous 
as himself.] 

What sort of a God is he who invented the scurvy and plague, who sets up 
all sorts of snares for me, hurling me into this world so that I might catch the 
pox and all that? 
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On the other hand, like Voltaire, he thought it might be safer if the 
servants and the laundresses were’ believers. He said: “I feel very re- 
ligious when it seems to me that some of my shirts are missing!” 

Sometimes to amuse his friends (at Mme. Pasta's) he would tell his 
own version of .the Creation, with his eyes rolling, and most expressive 
mien.- 

■ God was a busy mechanic, and very clever; he worked night and day at his 
trade, said little, and invented all sorts of tilings, now a sun, here and there a 
comet. They said to him: “But you should write down the formula for your 
inventions so that they won’t be lost.” “No,” he answered, “nothing has reached 
the point of perfection that I am seeking.” One fine day he suddenly lay down 
and died. They ran out and looked up his only son who was studying with 
the Jesuits. He was a gentle and studious lad who did not know two words 
about engineering. They took him to the workshop of his father and said : “Well, 
get to work, you have to run the world!” He was highly perplexed: “What did 
my father do?” he asked. “Oh, he turned this wheel and that, he made things 
go this way or that way. . . .” The son took the wheel and the machine began 
to go — in reverse ! 

He needed only to exhibit a little of his regular stock of impieties at 
the salon of the Countess d’Argout, and one of the shocked ladies pres- 
ent would cry out: "Madame, tell Monsieur Beyle to be still!” 

Thus he lost ground in high places, and narrowed the chances of 
his return one day to some sinecure in the public service. But he spared 
himself the madness of ennui, and his sayings echoed about for a time. 
Looking back on these days, after long absence from Paris, he once 
wrote to a friend: “I do not regret my lost opportunities.” What if he 
had had ten thousand francs more a year, or were honored as an Of- 
ficier instead of a mere Chevalier de la Legion d"Honneur 7 "For the 
sake of such ambitions I would have had to do degrading things. ... I 
would have had to think up three or four platitudes each day to please 
the right people!” 


2 

Up to the age of forty, Henri Beyle, the veteran of Napoleon’s cam- 
paigns, the traveler and man about town, was quite unknown as a 
man of letters. He was almost twice the age of the eager young men, 
such as Victor Hugo, Alfred de Vigny, and Sainte-Beuve, who were to 
represent the new postwar generation in literature, and quite removed 
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from them in his ideas, when he returned to the Paris scene' from Italy 
in 1821, with his little’book, De I'amour. 

He himself had feared that this book, which he then and always con- 
sidered his masterpiece, would interest no more than “a hundred read- 
ers .. . those who have feeling and are without moral cant, whom I 
desire to please.” In fact, only three hundred copies were printed (of 
which half had the chapter on "Fiascos” emended, so that he might 
present them to ladies he knew without giving them cause for alarm) . 
His preface to an alleged “second edition” struck a pessimistic note, 
while apologizing for the formlessness of the book : 

The author, returning to Paris after a long voyage, believed it impossible to 
obtain a success without degrading himself before the journalists. Now when it 
comes to low conduct, one should reserve that for the prime minister. What is 
called a success being out of question, the author has published his thoughts 
exactly as they came to liim. 

But his worst fears proved optimistic when, years later, inquiring at 
his bookseller, he was informed that only seventeen copies in all had 
been sold. “One might say that this book is sacred, for no one will 
touch it,” the man added. 

It was a soundless literary fiasco. 

What hurt him most was the fact that his friends, with only one or 
two exceptions, heartily disliked the book. Merimee called it “horribly 
obscure” and “ill- written” ; its mechanistic terms, applied to a subject 
like love, seemed offensive, and dated the author as an amateur who 
clung to the “old-fashioned ideas” of the Encyclopedists. No reviews 
appeared save one or two brief notices stealthily written by Stendhal 
himself in the obscure English literary journal issued in Paris by the 
bookseller, Galignani, and they helped little. 

“Well, there is nothing to be done about it, the French are too vain 
to read me,” he wrote to one of his women friends. He also jested 
about the whole edition having been used as ballast for a schooner 
voyaging to America. However, his amour-propre as an author was 
deeply injured. It is at this period that he begins to entertain the strange 
idea, which becomes an obsession, that his writings will only be en- 
joyed “in fifty or a hundred years.” What served to harden his con- 
viction was the undeniable fact that the booksellers clung to unsold 
copies of his hooks and, as with the passing years they grew scarce, 
exacted an ever higher price for them. His observations were not 
welcome to the critics of the great press or to the schoolmen of his 
time, but during the 1820s his book Rome, Naples and Florence com- 
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manded the respectable price of forty francs (eight dollars) in the 
bookshops. In 'Henri Brulard he describes, quite in the style of his own 
anecdotal conversation, how outlandish his writings appeared to a 
contemporary public figure who had also won literary distinction of a 
sort, his own relative Pierre Daru: 

It was a matter of surprise to Count Daru that I was at all capable of writing 
a page that might give pleasure to anyone. One day at the bookshop of Delaunay 
(who told me about it) he purchased a little book of mine, which, because it 
was out of print, sold at forty francs . . . 

“What! Forty francs?” 

“Yes, my lord, and it would not matter to me at all if you decided not to take 
it at this price.” 

“Is it possible?” exclaimed the Academician, raising his eyes to the heavens. 
“This child, as ignorant as a carp!” 

He was quite sincere. The men of the antipodes, regarding the moon when it 
is only a crescent-shaped quarter to us, say: “What brightness! The moon is at 
its full !” So the Count Daru, member of the French Academy, associate of the 
Academy of Sciences, etc., etc., and I regard the heart of man and nature from 
entirely opposite points of view. 

But by 1823 Stendhal emerged a little from the obscurity that cov- 
ered him. At this time the controversy over classicism and romanticism 
was at last beginning to absorb literary France. In a Paris theater re- 
cently the unruly spectators had actually fought with the police over 
an English troupe's production of a play by Shakespeare — -though 
hatred of the English conquerors and of the Holy Alliance had more 
likely inspired the riot. In the salons he frequented, Stendhal came vig- 
orously to the defense of both the English and his “god,” Shakespeare, 
who was still officially considered a barbarian on the French side of 
the Channel. And in March 1823, he published his pamphlet Racine 
and Shakespeare. Though not a solemn or a scholarly or even an origi- 
nal work, the publication of this manifesto was to assume historical 
importance as marking the official beginning of a Romantic School in 
French literature — so long foreshadowed, yet never formally launched. 

The great value of his brief pamphlet, aside from its lively and ironi- 
cal argument, resided in the fact that he focused the whole discussion 
upon its true issues, as Mme. de Stael had not succeeded in doing in 
her earlier book on German romanticism. He named the two opposing 
idols of literature and asked in effect: “Shall we follow Racine or 
Shakespeare ... in attempting to write interesting tragedies for 
18232” Racine, he declared, had written pompous tirades in rhymed 

292 



THE WIT OF PARIS 


hexameters "for the enjoyment of the snobbish court of Louis XIV/" 
Must French dramatic authors continue to imitate his tone and ideas 
a century and a half later? The French Revolution, the Republic, and 
the wars of the Empire, more stirring than those sung by Homer, had 
shaken the very foundations of society. The new age awaited its new 
dramatists. "Never has a people experienced more rapid and sweep- 
ing changes than those of 1780 to 1823, and yet they want to give us 
the same literature . . . the characters and forms that were enjoyed in 
1670." 

‘Canons of taste and form were not immutable but eternally chang- 
ing, in accordance with historical and social conditions, he urged, as 
he had written almost ten years earlier in his book on Haydn. Like the 
young Italian poets whom he had seen launching their own roman- 
tic movement in 1816 in Milan, he desired that literature should cease 
to imitate classical models and be "modem" and "free." (His Italian 
friends, such as Pellico, now languishing in a dungeon, had wished also 
that romantic literature might incorporate within itself a movement of 
political liberation, and this thought underlay Stendhal's pamphlet 
too.) But how could one paint the soul of man, and his great passions, 
if one followed the pseudoclassical rules of that Johnson-like pundit 
of France, Laharpe, or wrote with the 1 'extreme dignity ” that was fash- 
ionable in Racine's day? 

Whereas Racine conceived of his dramas as poems , Shakespeare 
had made the drama rich in action. Shakespeare was "closer to na- 
ture," and while violating all the rules of literary pedants, created 
characters of flesh and blood. Like him the playwrights of the nine- 
teenth century must consign the classical Greek unities of action, time, 
and scene to the rubbish heap. 

Stendhal included some extravagant or deliberately provocative 
statements in his pamphlet; he called Racine France's greatest literary 
idol, a ‘ 'craven courtier” who wrote mere declamations, in which a 
father, even when beside himself with emotion, never failed to address 
his son as ^Monsieur. Unjustly he ridiculed the use of rhymed verse ip 
drama as a device for concealing the foolishness of the author (tine 
cache-sottise ) , or for aiding the memory of actors and public. Later in 
the nineteenth century, despite the rigidity of tradition in the theater, 
the French were to turn to the Beyliste prescriptions for a realistic 
drama in prose — something almost unthinkable in 1823. 

Racine and Shakespeare bristled with what now appears, after gener- 
ations of tedious literary debate, brilliant common sense, but at that 
early date in France seemed paradoxical, and even subversive. Assail- 
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ing the French Academy (when it was not yet a traditional sport to 
do so) he wrote: 

The French Academy has taken the resolution never to admit into its midst 
any man of letters who is soiled with the heresy of romanticism . This explosion 
of temper has been most useful to the romanticists. A dominant trait of the 
French people is mistrust; it needs only that a doctrine be protected by the 
government or by persons in authority and it becomes suspect before the public. 

He also gave a searching, coolly logical definition of romanticism 
that the new literary school was to treat as a piquant jest, but which 
still appears tremendously relevant: 

Romanticism is the art of presenting to the people literary works which, in 
view of the existing state of customs and beliefs, afford them the utmost possible 
pleasure. 

Classicism, on the contrary, presents the literature that used to give the utmost 
possible pleasure to our great-grandfathers. 

Sophocles and Euripides, he said, were romantic in their own time; 
but today they were classical. “To imitate Sophocles and Euripides to- 
day, and to pretend that these imitations will not cause the French 
people to yawn, is to be classicist/' For that matter, even Racine and 
Corneille were “romantic" for their time. Stendhal, in other words, 
demands that we be modern at all costs and not imitators of antique 
models. 

It was, of course, not the first time that such counsel had been given. 
The English had been debating these questions since the 1760s, when 
Samuel Johnson championed Shakespearean drama. The German 
critics, Lessing and Schlegel, had assailed French classicism and called 
for scenes of bourgeois life. Nor must Diderot be forgotten. 

Yet so tradition-bound was French literary taste that Stendhal's 
pamphlet, in its first version of 1823, had the effect of a brusque chal- 
lenge. The future heroes of romanticism, such as young Hugo, were 
still writing verses in honor of the birth of a crown prince, pleasing to 
the Academy, the throne, and the altar. But the “Baron" de Stendhal 
threw a stone into the quiet pool of literary discussion, which there- 
after rippled into angry wavelets of controversy. 

It was difficult to know whether the “Baron" was to be treated seri- 
ously, or as a man who tried to amuse himself by breaking icons in 
public. As Taine wrote long afterward: “His talents and his ideas were 
premature, his admirable divinations were not understood, any more 
than his profound sayings so, casually thrown off, or the astonishing 
justness of his perception and his logic." What fooled most people, 
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Taine points out, was that while speaking his mind so shrewdly, he 
preserved the exterior of a conversationalist and man of the world. 

Yet the younger men began to pay heed to him. One of the new 
and important journals launched in 1824 began to support the literary 
romanticists from the start, and called attention to the wisdom of 
Stendhal's pamphlet, remarking also that the writer, “though gifted 
with enough originality and critical perception to win fortune for 
three or four authors/' persisted in appearing under divers mystifying 
pseudonyms and avoided literary glory. 

Now his ideas echoed a bit in Paris. What was more, the pontifical 
Auger, member of the French Academy, who had formerly served as 
a government censor, thought the situation serious enough to warrant 
a formal, ex-cathedra denunciation of the new romantic “sect." On 
April 24, 1824, he gave an address in which he attacked Shakespeare, 
Goethe, and Lope de Vega, and declared that romanticism was a “for- 
eign" and chaotic cult that had no rules and no ideals. 

This was, in effect, a police measure. As if in answer to Auger, ro- 
manticism began to show its political colors with the founding of £e 
Qlohe , by Dubois, in September 1824, as a literary newspaper dedi- 
cated to liberty in society as well as the arts. Censorship and political 
repression had redoubled in severity after Charles X, the soul of the 
Catholic reaction in France, succeeded his brother to the throne. Man- 
uel, the liberal deputy whom Stendhal had met at Tracy's, was ex- 
pelled from the Chamber for speaking in praise of the French Revolu- 
tion — an event that stirred all France. It was then, early in 1825, that 
Stendhal returned to the attack upon the French Academy and the 
classicists, who stood so close to the throne. Adding ten letters on 
romanticism and classicism to the earlier pamphlet, he published them 
together as a second, augmented edition of Racine and Shakespeare . 
The new material was more polemic than ever, but what all of Paris's 
literary salons laughed over and remembered was the opening sen- 
tence, addressed to L. S. Auger, his opponent, who was one of the 
Forty Immortals. 

“Neither you nor I are known to the public, M. Auger . . Sten- 
dhal began. But though few persons read the works of the “superan- 
nuated" Academicians — as few as read his own writings — the issue 
was important enough to be explored further. 1 


1 The second, 1825, version of Racine and Shakespeare contains some amusing dialogue between 
an imaginary classicist and a romanticist under the heading: ‘‘What is Romanticism?” But also, fol- 
lowing his old habit of “taking his property where he pleased,” he included a free translation or 
paraphrasis of some five pages of Samuel Johnson’s Preface to his edition of Shakespeare’s plays 
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The battle for romanticism now was on in earnest. Stendhal's youth- 
ful friend and disciple, Prosper Merimee, published his first romantic 
plays, £e theatre de Clara Qazul, in 1825. Victor Hugo, whom Sten- 
dhal had called the poet laureate of the political retrogrades, in the fol- 
lowing year swung over to assume leadership of the Romantic School 
by virtue of his preface to Cromwell. In 1 827, Cav£ and Dittmer pro- 
duced the nightmarish Soirees de Heuilly and dedicated it to the 
“Baron" de Stendhal. Then followed Dumas' melodramatic "Henri W in 
1829, and Hugo's epoch-making Hernani in 1830 — and the battle was 
won. 

It was not the romanticism Stendhal had wanted that triumphed. 
The rhetorical extravagance and bombast, the “Gothick" settings, the 
exaggerated melancholy and sentimentalism of the Hugo School in 
the end wearied and vexed him. He was present at the turbulent 
premiere of Hernani, but his heart was elsewhere, and he applauded 
only with his finger tips. “He had dreamed of the drama as a mirror 
of the life of the past and the present . . . full of strong emotion, but 
true, precise, and penetrating ... in which the movements of the 
human heart could be exposed under circumstances chosen for that 
purpose." He wanted men who were observant and analytical, not 
poets, given to new kinds of tirades and indifferent to the truth or to 
his theories of human psychology. 2 

Although Victor Hugo “liberated" French verse, Stendhal still con- 
demned its use in drama and, as Hugo justly remarked, “blamed the 
tools rather than the workmen who used them." Hugo saw Stendhal 
as “an enemy of poetry." There was a schism between Stendhal and 
the Hugo School. When the two men were once brought together in 
a parlor by a mutual friend, that of the Misses Clarke, as Sainte- 
Beuve relates, 

they were like two alley cats from opposite sides of the gutter, on guard, their 
fur standing up, and approaching each other with infinite precautions; Hugo, 

(London, 1765). In this passage the question whether the playgoer can follow with any credulity 
the shifts of scene, as from one continent to another, or the break of years in time between acts, is 
logically worked out by Stendhal, in close imitation of the reasoning of Johnson. Johnson, it will be 
remembered, wrote that the playgoer, like the reader of a book, whatever Illusion he may feel, does 
not believe he is seeing the real action, and so is not disturbed by change of time and scene. Miss 
Doris Gunnell, in Stendbal et V Angleterre, pp. 340-51, gives the parallel passages, revealing the 
plagiarism of Stendhal, done in French with his usual verve. The more the pity, as Racine and 
Shakespeare , by its original passages, could have aroused sufficient interest without resort to 
plagiarism. Since Miss Gunnell's researches in 1908 no other cribbings have been detected in this 
work. This was the last instance of any serious plundering by Stendhal, who, after 1825, devoted 
himself principally to fiction. 

2 P- Martino: Preface to Racine et Shakespeare (Champion ed.), Vol. I, p. cxxviii. 
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frank and broad in spirit, realizing that he had to do with an enemy of verse, 
of the ideal and of the lyric; Beyle, sharper in tone, irritated, and less generous 
in spirit. 

He continued upon his solitary way. £e Qlobe, the organ of the 
literary and political romanticists, said of him in 1825 that he was like 
an advance skirmisher in letters, “always eager for battle, pursuing, 
harassing the enemy wherever he appeared ... in every engagement 
[he] brought victory for the cause he defended/' But soon his contri- 
bution to the romantic campaign was overlooked. At heart he believed 
himself “the initiator of the new theater/' but ended by detesting the 
historical dramatists he had helped to introduce in France. Reflecting 
his own feelings, his friend Mme. Jules Gaulthier wrote him in 1832: 

It was you who created romanticism, but you created it pure, natural, charm- 
ing, amusing . . . and they made of it a howling monster. Create something 
else. 


3 

Stendhal's influence in the republic of letters during the 1820s was 
pre-eminently personal and worked by word of mouth through a 
small circle of friends. As Sainte-Beuve was to say long afterward: 
“He was a critic, not for the public, but for writers and artists them- 
selves/' Toward 1825, at the time when “all Paris" was repeating his 
gibe at the Academy's spokesman, Auger, a little band of his followers 
used to meet with him regularly in the afternoon at a cafe terrace near 
the Palais Royal, and after taking refreshments there they would go 
on to some restaurant of note, such as Tortoni's, for supper. They 
talked long and well, it is said, and never got drunk. 

Most faithful of his disciples in those days was the short, thickset, 
pock-marked Baron de Mareste, a man of society and a wit in his own 
right. Soon there was a third figure always accompanying these two: 

A poor young man in a gray frock coat, who had a snub nose and was quite 
ugly. There was something brazen and most unprepossessing about him, young 
though he was; one felt this in his small, cold, impassive eyes and his malicious 
manner. 

Such was Stendhal's first impression of Prosper Merimee (then twenty 
or twenty-one), the young friend whom he would enjoy and admire 
above all others. For the craftsmanlike Merimee, more than any other 
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writer, met the test of Stendhal's critical standards that demanded a 
realism and stylistic restraint not yet in popular favor. It was thanks 
to Stendhal's strong influence over him in early youth that Merimee 
was to separate himself from the official Romantic School. But in a 
passage written after knowing him for ten years, Stendhal keenly ob- 
served (In the Souvenirs d’egotisme ) how much this clever and pol- 
ished youth surpassed him in sheer egotism, reinforced by a quality 
of coldness of which others, notably Mme. George Sand, also com- 
plained. He wrote: 

I am not so sure of his heart as I am of his talents. . . . His mother is very 
clever in the typical French manner, and has a most reasonable spirit. Like her 
son she seems to me capable of feeling a tender emotion once a year. 

Stendhal, Mareste, and Merimee, wary though they were of each 
other, were such close cronies that,- soon they became known in Paris 
as “a diabolical trinity/' In those days, according to Merimee, Sten- 
dhal took a certain pleasure in showing himself rather worse than he 
was, a sort of “monster of immorality," while the impudent young 
Merimee, a good foil for his wit, seldom failed to spur him on. This 
group was often joined at dinner by a Dr. Koreff, a mysterious Rus- 
sian of International social celebrity, who was believed to have acted 
sometimes as a spy; also by the younger Ampere; by Eugene Dela- 
croix, who was to become the greatest painter of his age; and, toward 
1829, by the angelic-looking boy poet Alfred de Musset. Still another 
familiar in this circle was Victor Jacquemont, a handsome young 
giant, who was already famous as a naturalist and an explorer, whom 
Stendhal loved not only for his many talents, but as a paragon of 
energy and courage. 3 

The gatherings of Stendhal and his young “apostles" were occasions 
for rousing argument upon all subjects. The older man, as Merimee 
has related, would expound his “systems," contradicting everyone 
and everything, yet with a forthrightness and sincerity that won over 
those who thought he aimed merely at paradox. He would insist that 
his young friends read Montesquieu and the later eighteenth-century 
materialists. He urged Merimee to beware of “overemphasis" in his 
writing, and to seek to be objective at all costs. “I desire to be remem- 
bered for my ideas, not for the language in which I clothed them/' he 
would say. “To be a good philosopher one must be dry, clear, with- 

®Victor Jacquemont was fated to die young r while exploring the Himalayas in 1832, leaving 
chiefly his admirable travel letters. 
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out illusions. A banker who has won fortune has something of the 
requisite qualities . . . the faculty of seeing clearly things as they 
are 

One trait that endeared him to the young men whom he favored 
especially with his friendship was his frankness and lack of vanity 
about his own writing. He would send them his manuscripts and ask 
for their severest criticisms, then discuss them in lively fashion, but 
without any resentment whatsoever, as if their strictures had to do 
with some other writer's work. For in the long run, did it matter if 
they disagreed with him? 

“ Praise is a certificate of resemblance/' he remarked. Another of 
his sayings was that “anyone who follows the trade of "putting black 
on white' must neither be surprised or hurt if he is sometimes called a 
fool.” 

That young firebrand among painters, Delacroix, who was also 
about half Stendhal's age, spoke of him in his journal as a man who 
often indulged in wild talk. Yet he listened sympathetically not only to 
the older man's advice on women, but to Stendhal's reflections on 
painting, and always remembered his counsel: '"Do not be afraid to 
work on the grand scale.” 

Though he was a man of violent emotions, as Merimee pictures him, 
Stendhal always pretended to be guided solely by reason and the rule 
of logic. Merimee could never forget the special emphasis with which 
he would hammer out the word (in French) in its three syllables: 
LO-GI-QUE! When Merimee on one such occasion quickly reminded 
him that he had just told of how a woman who had loved him passion- 
ately in former years had lately refused to see him again and asked 
what reason or “logic” there was in her behavior, Stendhal replied: 
“But her conduct was, after all, quite reasonable. She formerly liked 
whist, now she does not like it. Unfortunately for me, I still love to 
play whist." 

He had maxims for every occasion. One was: “Never repent of 
any folly you have committed." T o provoke or amuse his companions 
he had pejorative nicknames for the accepted masters of literature and 
learning. Chateaubriand, the mystical defender of Christianity, he 
called “the Grand Lama.” Of Bossuet and his noble sermons he said: 
“His writing Is humbug that takes itself seriously.” Since he disap- 
proved of the German transcendentalist school of philosophy, he would 
rail at their French spokesman, Professor Victor Cousin: “Except for 
Bossuet, Cousin is the cleverest dealer in serious humbug.” Lamartine 
he characterized as “Lord Byron done up in French paint”; and Joseph 
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de Maistre, the eloquent Catholic pamphleteer, as “a scoundrel who 
writes well.” And when someone once praised Goethe's CFaust, he 
argued: “Why enlist the aid of the Devil in the little business of se- 
ducing a village seamstress? — which we all did when we were twenty.” 

In literary debates, he would assail Racine, declaring that he was 
wanting in local color and “details.” But Shakespeare also had this de- 
fect, he was reminded. 

"Ah,” he would exclaim, “but Shakespeare knew the human heart 
far better. There is not a passion, not a feeling that was not painted 
by him with admirable truth and in all its fine shadings. The lifelike- 
ness and individuality of all his characters places him above all other 
playwrights.” 

Merimee and other chroniclers agree that Stendhal did not seek to 
shine in large gatherings, but rather more modestly, in smaller, more 
congenial groups of eight or ten persons, usually after midnight, when 
most of the company had departed. “Then was the hour of triumph for 
him,” as Sainte-Beuve also relates, “at table with his friends. What 
tempests, what outbursts of laughter, or anger, or verbal wrestling 
bouts, inspired by his conviction that “nothing is so pleasurable as to 
speak out some hearty insults among friends.' ” 

Colomb declares that despite the great changes in French salon life he 
brought back “something of the atmosphere it formerly enjoyed. . . . 
He succeeded in making conversation general, a difficult art almost 
entirely forgotten whenever three persons come together nowadays.” 

Nor was he ever brutal in his mockery, but when opposed by some 
dolt or pedant, he would amuse all who knew him by putting on his 
silkiest manner and most honeyed tones, leading the man on until— 
at some offending platitude — he would turn upon his fool, and catch 
him in his own trap. The flavor of his talk, Merimee said, was some- 
thing impossible to recapture, though his letters have much of it. One 
observer of the time said that “Stendhal never knew what it was to 
'prepare his thoughts; while talking he invented everything . . . and 
constantly turned up with unexpected ideas that could not possibly be 
the result of study .” 4 But sometimes, after he had talked himself out, 
and feared he had made too much noise, he would say apologetically 
as he took leave: “Ah well, one must pay for one's ticket of admis- 

* 3) 

sion. 

Sainte-Beuve and Merimee, both reckoned as the two most malicious 
men of their literary generation, testify to the gentleness of Stendhal’s 
character as a f riend. He repelled the advances of some who sought 

*C. Striyenski^ preface to Souvenirs d'egotisme, xvli, 1892 (first edition). 
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his friendship, he offended or mystified others; yet, as Sainte-Beuve 
declares: “How much this man who passed for a wicked character 
(to those who did not know him) was loved by his friends! How much 
thoughtfulness he showed them, and how generous was his soul!" And 
the cool Merimee, who would later deny what he had learned from his 
master, added: “Good faith was a marked trait of his character. No 
one was ever more honorable or loyal to his friends." 

By 1826 his weekly calendar of social appointments was all filled 
up, and Stendhal gives his program as follows: “Tuesday at Mme. 
Ancelot's; Wednesdays at Baron Gerard's; Saturdays, Cuvier's; Sun- 
day afternoon to Delecluze's; Sunday night, the Tracys' ; and in addi- 
tion, three suppers out each week at the Cafe Anglais, and I am au 
courant with all that is talked about in Paris!" 

He would go forth each day, all two hundred pounds of him, a gen- 
tleman of the old school, but dressed always in the very height of fash- 
ion. As his cousin Colomb relates : 

Having preserved to an advanced age the affectation of passing for a man 
of some fortune, Beyle professed an absolute submission to the laws of fashion . 
So different from others in all things, he nonetheless approached the vulgar on 
the one point of fashion. No one followed more slavishly the thousand changes 
of this foolish Parisian deity. He devoted all the resources of art also to correct 
or conceal the wrongs that nature had done him, and the ravages of time. Thus 
even at fifty-nine Beyle coifed himself like a young man. His head, denuded of 
hair, by dint of a large wig, offered the aspect of an almost irreproachable 
cbevehire. Thick whiskers extended themselves in a long fringe round his face, 
and under his chin. Need I add that hair and beard were dyed a deep brown? 
Then, with a cigar in his mouth, his high hat lightly tilted over one ear, a cane 
in his hand, he would mingle with the dudes of the tavern and the Opera. His 
sensitiveness about everything that made up his toilet was extreme,- a reflection, 
however slight, on the style of his suit or trousers, would cut him to the quick. 

For what was better for one's sense of inferiority than to be superbly 
tailored, and to be able to enter a crowded room with a hero's ease? 

In his most worldly tone, Stendhal tells us (in the Souvenirs d’e$o- 
tisme) : “I do not remember who took me first to the home of M. 
Delecluze. . . Etienne Delecluze was perhaps the foremost art 
critic of the day, who long reigned at his post in the all-powerful Jour- 
nal des debats . “He asked to meet me," continues Stendhal, “and I 
was taken to his place on a Sunday, at two o'clock, the so awkward 
hour at which he received. He presided over his little academy on 

301 



STENDHAL 


the sixth floor of a house . . . replete with engravings and curious 
objects of art/" 

At Delecluze"s attic chamber, above the roofs of Paris, in the old 
Rue Notre-Dame-des-Champs, Stendhal would meet with a distin- 
guished circle of literary men, artists, and scientists; and, sitting be- 
fore a small fire, would begin to function, as Sainte-Beuve says, “as the 
trumpeter and vanguard leader of the new literary revolution/" It was 
here that he first read aloud the second version of his Racine and 
Shakespeare. Delecluze, who lampooned Stendhal in his rather dreary 
memoirs, pictures him as usually beginning his discourse by telling 
some salty story gathered from the greenrooms of the Paris theaters, in 
order to attract the attention of his hearers, all exclusively masculine. 
This done, he would launch into his habitual argument against the 
pedantic and the fraudulent in literature. To imitate the trappings of 
Racine and Moliere, he would say, was like trying to wear today “the 
black wigs and the embroidered coats of the marquis of 1670 that 
cost five thousand francs. ... We need a new form of tragedy in 
prose. ... We must use the art of Shakespeare and not imitate him/" 

Delecluze made complaint that Stendhal rather forced things in 
trying to amuse or provoke people and, in general, acted “like that 
corsair of old legend who, dining at a tavern with some sluggish Flem- 
ings who said not a word and fell asleep, discharged his pistol under 
the table in order to dispel their apathy/" Despite his immense girth, 
says Delecluze, he seemed to want to dance all the time. 

But Stendhal, in the Souvenirs d’egotisme , had the last word on 
Delecluze. Though he felt that the man arranged good parties and 
knew the art of leading general conversation tactfully, he termed him a 
“Boeotian"" who, in character, was much like the Vicar of Wakefield. 
As to his famous collection of art objects, Stendhal remarks acidly : 

He had the pettiness of a typical bourgeois. If he bought a dozen handker- 
chiefs for thirty-six francs in some shop down the street, he would insist that his 
handkerchiefs were of an unequaled rarity and that nowhere in Paris, at any 
price, could one find their like. 

‘ So much for the reigning art critic of the day. 

That Stendhal could be deliberately profane or bawdy was well 
known. To shock persons who esteemed what they considered patriot- 
ism, and what he called chauvinism, he would repeat stories of the 
Napoleonic campaign that reflected his own ideas of martial heroism 
and eloquence. He enjoyed telling of how once, during the retreat from 
Moscow, when he was with a detachment that was surrounded by the 
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Cossacks, and all the French gave themselves up for lost, he heard the 
aged commander make an appeal to his “brave soldiers" to rally their 
spirits for battle the next morning, somewhat in the following terms: 
“You lousy, stinking rabble! You will all surely be rotting corpses to- 
morrow, because you are too f cowardly to pick up a musket and 

use it!" These words, he claimed, produced the desired effect. 

Admirer of Napoleon though he was, he would say: “I don't care 
a damn if I am ^conquered.' " Or: “What difference does it make to 
me if Saarlouis is no longer French?" 

But his humor could also rise to effects of the most delicate irony, 
like his finest prose. In order to confound some people whose extreme 
piety in religion annoyed him, this hardened atheist would sometimes 
pretend to be more orthodox than anyone else; he would defend the 
Inquisition itself, and argue that tolerance was absurd : 

What! When an unfortunate creature is about to bring down upon himself 
centuries of horrible torture, at the bottom of a caldron of boiling oil, should 
we not try to spare him all that, by putting him in prison for a few years, or 
even give him a little pain for a brief hour by building a little fire under him 
in some public square! Ah, what cruelty there is in not being cruel enough! 

Though he spared no one in his conversation, he could be keenly 
hurt when others misrepresented or spoke ill of him. “I am only a play- 
ful young dog, yet the others bite me," he once complained sadly to 
Merimee. He was not aware that he often took the stronger bite, 
Merimee adds. 

The Baron Gerard, a hugely successful academic portrait painter, 
was also very fond of Stendhal, whom he met at Mme. Pasta's, and 
invited him to the large midnight parties he gave on Wednesdays. 
Stendhal enjoyed his parties and balls, but correctly called him a 
“brazen charlatan" as an artist, and predicted that he would be quickly 
forgotten by posterity. At Gerard's, however, he met the excellent 
Mme. Virginie Ancelot, wife of the popular playwright, Jacques Ance- 
lot; she too was renowned as a hostess, and was herself a successful 
playwright. But though she enjoyed talking with him, she did not in- 
vite him to her home at first blush, because she noticed at once that 
“he was full of contrariety by nature and by design." 

But one day he remarked: “I know why you never ask me to your 
Tuesdays; it is because you receive Academicians, and so you cannot 
have me." Whereupon he was- pressed to come the next day, and 
agreed, upon the condition that he might announce himself not as 
Hepri Beyle, but under one of his many pseudonyms. 
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The next morning, as Mme. Ancelot related, she received by mes- 
senger "a copy of a work on Haydn, by Cesar Bombay [sic]/" 

Very early, on the evening appointed, when only a few had arrived as yet, 
Monsieur “Cesar Bombay” was announced, and I saw Beyle enter, looking 
chubbier than ever, and saying : 

“Madame, I have come too early. It is because I am a veiy busy man or- 
dinarily; I must get up at Eve o'clock in the morning, visit the army warehouses 
in order to see if my furnishings are all there, for, don't you know, I am a 
supplier to the army of cotton stockings and caps! Ah, what fine cotton caps 
I make! That is my great role, and I must say that I have suffered for it since 
my earliest youth, and nothing has enticed me from this honorable and lucrative 
occupation. Oh well, I've heard that there are artists and writers who win a 
little glory for their pictures and books. Bah! What is that compared to the 
glory of dressing and capping a whole army, so that its soldiers can be spared 
suffering from cold heads and feet?” 

Thus the "stout Mephistopheles" — as Adrien de Jussieu dubbed him 
— continued to hold forth breathlessly, giving no one else a chance 
to speak, while he told how many pennies of profit he made on each 
cap and how he overreached his rivals in trade. "When I used to im- 
provise/' Stendhal himself recalls, "I would run wild." His host and 
hostess, stifling their laughter, were forced to escape into an adjoining 
room until other guests arrived who, recognizing the pretended pro- 
visioner of socks and caps, put an end to his mad charade. 

Mme. Virginie Ancelot, a large and bosomy woman of most amia- 
ble disposition, soon became a devoted friend of Stendhal, who, ac- 
companied always by the little Merimee, ' attended her Tuesday 
soirees regularly for many years. Her husband was one of the Forty 
Immortals, her home was a very den of Academicians, and she her- 
self, always deep in their electoral intrigues, even helped to "make" 
Academicians. Yet she cheerfully tolerated the boutades , the hoaxes, 
and the pranks of Stendhal, not to mention his "stubborn prejudices." 

He made people laugh, and it was impossible even for prudes to re- 
sist him. But sometimes he would be vexed by pretentious people who 
plainly disapproved of him, and he would turn upon them. It was thus 
that one night at the Ancelots', meeting that old bluestocking Mme. 
Sophie Gay, and her poetic daughter, Delphine, he suddenly burst 
into a speech so strange and absurd that the two ladies thought his 
reason had flown from its chambers and in great fear made off as soon 
as they could. The beautiful Delphine Gay, who was, incidentally, one 
of Victor Htago's muses, on becoming the Baronne de Girardin, rose to 
be a social dictator of Paris, and maintained perhaps the most impos- 
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ing literary salon of the day, from which Stendhal was of coi|r|e rig- 
orously excluded. V % 

Mme. Ancelot not only accepted but warmly encouraged him; Srfd' ; 
in her recollections ( £es Salons de Paris : foyers eleinis), declared that 
none equaled him for piquant vivacity: 

Beyle was moved by anything and everything, and within a few minutes 
experienced a thousand sensations. ... It is impossible to give a complete 
and just idea of his originality and his sallies. . . . Sometimes the debonair 
mockery of Merimee, to be sure, recalled him to himself; but, after being held 
back, his wit would bubble up anew, more vigorously and more brilliantly 
than before. 

The two guests were scarcely reverent toward their host and his 
“epic" tragedies, now utterly forgotten, and spoke no less lightly of 
their hostess, whom they liked to describe as a rather blowzy and too 
eager Diana, forever pursuing them or other celebrities. "Ancilla" — 
so they nicknamed her — "had two large squashes decorating her 
chest,' " according to the heartless Merimee, and "sometimes adorned 
the brows of her husband with something more than the laurel wreath 
of poetry." Sainte-Beuve adds that Virginie Ancelot had a whining 
voice and gave him the effect of "an old, yellowed sirup, too long 
forgotten in its flask — phew! I would rather take vinegar a thousand 
times!" 

In his somewhat compromising recollections of her (published* post- 
humously in the yienri Brulard ), Stendhal pays her a doubtful com- 
pliment, saying: "If ! am not mistaken, wit nowadays takes refuge in 
the salons of ladies of light morals, such as Mme. Ancelot, who has not 

less lovers than Mme. T ." But years later, when he was far from 

Paris, he wrote her in a most affectionate tone, calling her his "tenth 
Muse," and declared that he pined for her hospitable hearth, adding: 
“If I could but come to your Tuesdays, I would be as happy as a newly 
elected cabinet minister." 

Thus in his ripe years Stendhal found ways of enjoying civilized 
society and diverting himself from spleen — and in Paris, metropolis 
of the absurdly vain French. He who had come to the great capital as 
an awkward provincial, now presided over five or six of its salons, as 
an acknowledged master of general conversation, which still flourished 
as an art in the 1820s and 1830s. The Noble Savage in him was being 
tamed. He himself went so far as to say that he had learned how to 
find happiness in good society, which for him consisted in a salon hav- 
ing a small group of persons, "where all the women present have had 
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lovers, the conversation is gay and anecdotal, and a light punch is 
served at half past twelve.” 

He may have remained at heart always “the Milanese”; Sainte- 
Beuve even thought that by staying too long in Italy he had lost the 
thread of ideas in France. Yet who was ever more French in the best 
sense of the word, in clarity of thought and sharpness of wit? That 
Paris conquered him, that he made a partial conquest — the most in- 
tangible and fleeting of conquests — or at least left his mark there, is 
shown by the testimony of numerous memoirs in which, thirty or forty 
years later, he was recalled chiefly as a figure of the old salons of the 
1820s and 1830s. Sometimes he is remembered as a source of amuse- 
ment, sometimes with disgust as “that monstrous cynic,” or “the fat 
Machiavelli.” 

Yet literary fame continued to evade him. Few took him seriously as 
an author, and this was of course one of the secret sorrows that he con- 
cealed by his periodic fireworks in conversation. It was in alluding to 
his ill-regarded books that he used to say, half in jest, half in earnest: 
“Literary fame is a lottery. ... I am taking out a ticket in a lottery 
whose winning number is 1935.” This atheist certainly believed in im- 
mortality ! 

How well the amiable Virginie Ancelot understood him is shown by 
the reflection, in her memoirs, that Stendhal “always concealed his 
sadder feelings under the cover of his pleasantries, and never seemed 
so merry as on days when some misfortune had befallen him. Then he 
would vent himself in verbal sallies that were as full of wisdom as of 
folly!” 

He did not use his social connections as a means to advance him- 
self, though he loved the gossip he heard and gathered it up eagerly 
for his unsigned articles in English magazines on current books, plays, 
and paintings. By means of this hackwork, of which Paris knew almost 
nothing, he was able to survive the collapse of his private fortune. He 
did not deliberately try to shine, but to amuse himself and others. The 
presence of a fool or a bore made him freeze up, and he would fall 
silent, refuse to play or even take flight. Merimee thought him utterly 
without patience or tact on this score, and said Stendhal considered 
dull people the next thing to criminals. He enjoyed repeating the bon 
mot of his friend the Baron de Mareste that “bad taste leads to crime.” 
Then he would add : “Life is too short, and the time we waste in yawn- 
ing can never be regained.” 
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"Jlrmance" 


H E WROTE every day, no matter how often he went out; he 
wrote constantly, voluminously, though few men liked what 
he wrote or the way he wrote it. Travel books, histories of 
art, biographies of musicians, pamphlets, essays followed each other; 
finally even a first novel, Amav.ce, came from his pen in 1827. His 
books were largely ignored or lightly treated in the press, enjoying 
either a poor or mediocre sale; yet he continued to write, for few 
authors ever wrote so much for the sheer joy of writing as did Sten- 
dhal. 

Had he become successful, writing would have become a trade and 
perhaps a burden, until the hand at the pen, as Rimbaud wrote, were 
no better than the hand at the plow. But there was no nonsense about 
abandoning literature in Stendhal. "I write for my own pleasure,” he 
repeatedly remarked, “as one smokes a cigar,” or “to distract myself 
in the mornings” (pour me desennuyer les matins ) . Since his writings 
gave so few people pleasure, assuredly he wrote but to please or re- 
lieve himself. Since literary renown was so uncertain and speculative 
— “a lottery”— he wrote mainly for his own amusement, playing to his 
heart's content with the kaleidoscope of his thoughts. It was not art 
for art's sake, but for the health of his ego. Hence the extraordinary 
intellectual honesty of his writings, a quality noticeably wanting in 
the Chateaubriands and Mme. de Staels of his time, but recalling rather 
the haunting Pascal, whom Stendhal read and admired more and more, 
and even thought he resembled a little. The least of his books, travel 
guide or compilation, had the merit of being an intimate and unfeigned 
conversation, full of humor and wisdom of life, insatiable in its pursuit 
of those general moral ideas that may be discovered through the in- 
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tense observation of man and his world. This was true even of a pot- 
boiler he chanced to write in 1823. At this time, when the composer 
Rossini was taking Paris and London by storm, Stendhal quickly 
turned his versatile hand to getting up a little biography of the young 
prodigy of romantic music. 

In January 1824, his Vie de Rossini was published in Paris; it had 
been preceded the year before by an English translation published by 
Hookham, in London, under the title, Memoirs of the Life of Rossini, 
by the "Author of the Lives of Haydn and Mozart.” Since the appear- 
ance of this biography coincided with the world-wide ovations then 
being given to the young Rossini's operas, it proved to be one of the 
few books of Stendhal that were timely, and enjoyed a moderately 
successful sale, bringing him fifteen hundred greatly needed francs. 

Though rambling and discursive in form, the book was nevertheless 
a more genuine contribution to the knowledge of modern Italian music 
and to the improvement of contemporary taste than his early work in 
this field. Moreover, it was based upon his personal acquaintance with 
Rossini — -which he rated one of his great experiences, like meeting 
Napoleon, Byron, and Canova — and upon his own authentic collec- 
tion of anecdotes of Rossini's life and work, gathered both in Italy and 
at the informed salon of Mme. Pasta. 

He wrote of course as a subjective music lover, rather than as a 
musician, but one who knew deeply the lore of certain departments of 
music, such as the eighteenth-century Italian opera huff a and opera 
seria, and the traditions of the theater that nourished a Rossini. His 
subject gave him opportunity once more to pay tribute to the Italy 
that he loved, to describe its theatrical and bohemian world, to com- 
pare its moral customs with those of France, and finally to deal many 
a neat thrust at classical pedantry in music, as he had done in the lists 
of literature. 

Stendhal's interest in Rossini also marks an advance in his musical 
Taste, for the young nineteenth-century composer reflected the influ- 
ence of the great German musicians and their richer orchestration. It 
is noteworthy also that Stendhal, flying in the face of French musical 
prejudices, even pays modest homage to the "moody” genius and 
"almost mathematical harmonies” of Beethoven, around whom so 
much controversy still raged. Rossini was a most fortunate character 
for the biographer; from a childhood of poverty he had swiftly ad- 
vanced himself, by the vitality of his musical genius, until the great 
“lottery prize” of fame fell to him while he was still a youth. With 
Italian gusto he lived and loved and worked, composing so rapidly — 
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twenty operas in a few years! — that he once admitted that he "copied" 
his own earlier work. Rolling about in bed, eating four meals a day, 
guzzling wine, the handsome Italian giant in twenty minutes could 
turn off an overture that was to be immortal, and this while a dozen 
men and women friends invaded his quarters, laughing, shouting, and 
gesticulating. Such was the picture Stendhal gave, and one feels that 
Rossini might well have posed as an Italian model of Beylist success in 
the pursuit of happiness, were he not so gross in his appetites that 
Stendhal himself appears shocked at him. After describing in some 
detail Rossini's heartless treatment of his mistresses, his biographer 
concludes regretfully: “He knows nothing of the grand passions." 

The book is so full of digressions that it would scarcely pass for a 
biography by present-day standards. The author himself suspected as 
much, for he avowed — paraphrasing Aristophanes — that he chose will- 
fully “to let his thought fly like the winged insect one tosses into the 
air, with a string attached to its leg." There is in this book not a great 
deal less about Stendhal in Italy than about Rossini. Yet for all that, 
and despite what Hector Berlioz, his fellow Dauphinois, later called its 
" irritating stupidities," the book that happened to be the first biography 
of Rossini is a contribution to the history of music. 

Rossini himself, and his more fanatical admirers, soon disavowed it 
as unauthorized, ill-founded, and scarcely doing justice to its subject. 
Yet amusingly enough, just as Stendhal earlier had pillaged other 
authors, so now, for the sake of its authentic gossip and anecdotes, his 
Rossini was pirated in foreign countries and extensively plagiarized by 
other writers. Meanwhile, inasmuch as the appearance of the book in 
France helped to reveal his own personality — "full of verve, originality, 
and wit" as one reviewer remarked — and it enjoyed a small commercial 
success, it removed something of the stigma of failure that was attached 
to his efforts as an author. 

It was time, then, that he turned his hand to a freer and more creative 
form of literature. For twenty years he had yearned to write. a play 
that would actually be produced, and clung to several fragments of first 
acts that were never completed. Now, in 1 826, encouraged by the two 
editions the Rossini had reached, and the good reception also given 
a second, expanded edition of Rome , ^Naples and Tlorence , he under- 
took to write a novel. This was after his rupture with Clementine de 
Curial, his third journey to England, and his return to Paris in the 
autumn, when to distract his mind from reverses in love he concen- 
trated with all his wiB upon a new literary project, 
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The fashion then was for historical romances, a la Walter Scott, 
with suitable descriptions of ancient castles and -characters in medieval 
costume. Perhaps a variant of the Scottish-made historical romance 
even more favored in France during the 1820s was the "Gothick” 
novel of Mrs. Ann Radcliflfe and "Monk" Lewis, with its trappings of 
funereal ruins and moonlit horror. As Stendhal remarked at this time, 
"a great host of litterateurs are concerned with exalting Sir Walter 
Scott [whom he himself long had enjoyed]. . . . The dress and the 
copper collar of the serf are much easier to describe than the move- 
ments of the human heart. . . /" For his own part he thought such 
works as Charles Nodier and Alexandre Soumet were producing were 
fit only for servant maids. He said also : "I abhor physical descriptions; 
the trouble I have in doing them prevents me from writing novels/" 
But if one created the drama of true human characters, and rendered 
their minds in conflict with the institutions and traditions of their age, 
would this not be more rewarding than those false tapestries of ancient 
times? 

As writers went, he was old, nearly forty-four, when he came to 
write his first novel. His beliefs were fixed; he had lived, observed, re- 
flected much. Almost every inclination of the novelist had been shown 
in him, though perhaps he had long considered himself primarily a 
pbilosophe f an essayist on man and morals, like Montesquieu. Yet his 
essays, such as Ve V amour, and his travel books, were like cargo ves- 
sels carrying many an illustrative anecdote or tale, with its pointed 
moral, each of which might have been the starting point of a whole 
novel. Only the mechanics of the novel were unfamiliar to him. 

It .was in Stendhal" s character that, in his first trial, he should at- 
tempt to swim against the stream. To his bookseller, with whom he 
corresponded on the subject of his plan for a novel, he wrote that it 
would treat of "present-day morals/" The setting of his first novel was 
not of the thirteenth but of the nineteenth century. It was called 
Armance ? or Scenes of Society Life in Paris in i 827 . 

Armance appeared in August 1 827. Just the year before there had 
been much gossip in Paris concerning an anonymously published novel 
entitled Olivier , whose hero embodied a certain type of sexual abnor- 
mality. This scabrous novel (whose authorship was traced to Henri de 
Latouche) intrigued Stendhal, and he himself adopted the fares of its 
hero, though in no sense its plot, or its ideas. The singularity or per- 
versity of his own hero, like that of the original Olivier — the name 
even became a byword in Paris for some years — appealed to him as 
having a symbolic value that would lend significance to his novel In 
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his deliberately mystifying preface he spoke of the moral purpose of his 
book, described it as a mirror held up to life , then broke off with a 
puzzling allusion to its singular theme. 

Stendhal's hero is the Viscount Octave de Malivert, a twenty-year- 
old youth, sole heir of an ancient and noble family. He is very hand- 
some, tall, and blond-haired; he is also intelligent and learned, having 
graduated from the famous Ecole Polytechnique (which Henri Beyle 
in his youth once prepared to attend) . He even has a fortune of two 
million francs recently restored by the monarchy's Law of Indemnity 
in favor of the nobles, whose lands had been divided up under the 
Republic. Everything favors him, yet his character is strange enough 
to be defined as tha: of the “bilious-melancholy type/' one of the 
categories classified by Stendhal's precursor in psychology, Dr. Ca- 
banis. 

Octave de Malivert, then, typifies the dilemma of the aristocrat in 
the age of royalist reaction succeeding the Republic and Empire. His 
health appears to have been delicate; his moods shift rapidly from 
.violent gaiety to the gloom of a misanthrope who flees society. Like a 
dilettante he has tried a dissolute life, among harlots and criminals; 
then, for a time, religion; finally he has adopted the philosophy of the 
eighteenth-century materialists, to the regret of his pious mother. By 
various hints we are also told that his prevailing melancholy is due not 
to spiritual confusion, but to some unnatural physical affliction whose 
secret he will not divulge. 

But gradually the sentiments of this misanthropic young man con- 
verge upon Armance de Zohiloff, the beautiful orphaned daughter of 
a Russian general and a French mother, who serves as the companion 
of one of Octave's noble relatives. She is the first of Stendhal's “ideal 
women" — as generous and high-spirited as she is intelligent — and in 
his cosmopolitan way the author makes her partly a foreigner rather 
than a purely French woman. The growing love of Octave and Armance 
is pictured step by step, as it passes through the phases of admiration, 
hope, misunderstanding, jealousy, and "finally, “crystallization," all 
quite as formulated in Stendhal's De X amour. But in this case the 
process of love is complicated by the peculiar personality of Octave. 

As if against their will, these beings are helplessly borne toward each 
other. There is a duel, in which Octave is sorely wounded, following 
an intrigue by other interested parties designed to keep them apart. 
Finally he recovers his health, all obstacles and misunderstandings are 
overcome, and their betrothal is announced. But as the wedding day 
approaches, Octave falls into fits of dejection; it is as if some unnatural 
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doom hangs over him; and now he regards his fiancee in melancholy 
silence, or now uses her with extreme cruelty. Pressed to explain his 
strange behavior, he cries: ff The man who adores you is a monster f 
In passages of soliloquy, whose psychological realism is remarkable for 
that time, he is shown exclaiming to himself: 

Ah, such a beautiful soul! To attach myself to her for all time, to live solely 
for her and for her happiness! I should love her with passion, I should love her, 
alas, I, unfortunate one. . . / 

Should he tell her his secret and lose her forever, he wonders? For 
Octave's tragedy is determined not so much by his peculiar affliction 
as by the obsessive idea that he must rather kill himself than reveal 
his secret. Thus Stendhal, in the view of the modern master, Andre 
Gide, divined the veritable tragedy of such an abnormal personality; his 
eternal necessity to be silent upon the nature and cause of his tragedy, 
to guard its secret ff even if it killed him/' 

He had given her some inkling of his c ffear" of her. te Armance has 
always made me afraid . I never approached her without feeling that 
I was appearing before the master [stc] of my destiny/' 

His troubled efforts to give her some hint, in veiled language, of 
his predicament lead Armance to believe that her beloved has been 
guilty of some fearful crime which haunts him. At this, like one of 
Shakespeare's heroines, or better, like one of Stendhal's Italian women 
of passion, she utters a thought as unexpected to her as it is to us: 
f T have had the idea of committing some crime equal to yours, so that 
you need not fear me any longer!" 

The upshot is that despite awareness of his enigmatic monstrosity, 
and after being tormented to the verge of madness. Octave feels him- 
self compelled to go through with the marriage ceremony, embracing 
his fate as in a rage of self-destruction. Their wedding takes place; on 
the same day they depart for Marseille, where, for a week, we are in- 
formed briefly, the young girl <r finds bliss in bis arms/' But at the end 
of that week Octave informs his wife that he has made a vow to fight 
for Greek independence and must leave her forthwith. Despite her 
tears he embarks, and on the ship, while in sight of the Hellenic shore, 
takes poison. Before dying — I simplify the summary — he sends her the 
letter he had formerly intended to give her before their marriage, re- 
vealing the secret that dooms him. 

The reader, however, is left with no clue to the mystery of Octave. 


1 In afterthought, Stendhal believed he should have written here: <f And bow would 0 be loved? 5 
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In 1827, when the novel first appeared, it was considered most bizarre; 
its hero was characterized (in £e Qlobe ) as a good candidate for the 
insane asylum at Charenton. 

His trouble, to put it baldly, was that he was impotent; in other 
words, a eunuch or babilan, to use the old French term that Stendhal 
reintroduced. Merimee had been let into the secret of Octave's per- 
plexities, and in a rather scabrous letter ventured some doubts as to 
the technical feasibility of the honeymoon week in Marseille. He also 
seems to have made objection to the choice of so singular a character. 
But Stendhal, in salacious humor, argued that there w T ere more babilans 
abroad in the world than people believed, citing the case of Dean 
Swift, of Maurepas, a minister under Louis XV, and of a contemporary 
they knew, whose wife Merimee himself hopefully pursued. As to the 
alleged week in which Octave and Armance were married, he suggests 
that the hero by some sleight of hand might easily have beguiled his 
wife, who was innocent of exact knowledge and madly in love. Then 
he adds: “As for me (at forty-three and eleven months) it no longer 
matters. ... I would have taken my wife to Rome. There, for a 
sequin or two, a handsome peasant would have paid her three compli- 
ments every night.” 3 

He had intended, originally, to name his hero OUvier de Malivert, 
thus recalling the eunuch of the scandalous novel that had appeared a 
short time before. But Merimee counseled him not 1 to do this; for in 
France the idea of sexual impotence was still something to laugh at, 
and its specific introduction would have marred the intendedly serious 
tone of the novel. Andre Gide, in his preface to a modem edition of 
the novel, holds that Stendhal erred in not making the nature of Oc- 
tave's difficulties unmistakable. It was out of a sense of artistic re- 
straint that he left this in doubt; bold as his thought may be, he is 
habitually restrained in treating of the details of physical love. But he 
himself later realized that he had made the whole affair too obscure, 
for in marking his own copy of the book he indicated several places 
where he might have given broader hints to the reader and permitted 
the impotence of Octave at least to be divined. 

But is Armance an unjustly neglected masterpiece, as M. Gide con- 
tends? Certainly it announces a new talent and a new personality in 
the novel. It is already distinguished by a spirit of analysis that sets 
Stendhal's fiction apart from everything else written in his time. Before 
Octave must fight a duel, write a love letter, or take poison, he starts 

Stendhal read Scott's biography of Swift with great interest at the period when he prepared to 
write Armance, He claimed that he modeled his leading characters somewhat after Swift and Stella. 
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with a searching examination of his conscience, in a long interior 
monologue which is a distinguishing feature of the Stendhal novels. 
(The dramatic soliloquy, now so admired in Proust, was not relished 
in 1 827.) The study of Octave's abnormal personality and the interpre- 
tation of his passions is already the work of a master of psychology. 
His portrait of the charming young girl, Armance, is even more appeal- 
ing and fresh; few men were to write with such knowledge of the 
heart of a woman as Stendhal. But despite its atmospheric qualities, 
the work has the mark of the amateur: its picture of the aristocratic 
circles of the Faubourg St. Germain in Paris, which Stendhal may have 
known too little, lacks those details, the "little true facts" that he him- 
self demanded of literature. The people he lampoons and all the sec- 
ondary characters are essentially cartoons. Finally, though Stendhal 
intended a powerful social criticism of royalist France, this intention 
is obscured and overbalanced by the vague circumstances of his hero's 
downfall and the mystery in which this is shrouded. He writes with 
irony and restraint, and with much wit in his satirical passages, but it 
is the romantic Chateaubriand, whose influence he has been vehemently 
opposing, whom he nevertheless still reflects. Forcibly one recalls Atala, 
with its brooding guilt and its incest theme, in reading Stendhal's 
somber first novel. The very selection of a tragic eunuch, despite its 
appeal as a novel subject for psychological analysis, throws him into 
the "overemphatic" romantic camp. 

That the impotent Octave was designed as a symbol of the de- 
cadent ruling class is shown by Stendhal's notes on the manuscript of 
the novel, in which he remarks that a young member of the privileged 
class in 1827 "can only be: (1) a Jesuit; or (2) an officer of the guard, 
always on horseback and having the intelligence of his horse; or (3) 
sad like Octave." And Octave is made to say: "We see the absurdi- 
ties of our position, and yet dare not laugh. What good is the great 
age of my name to me? . . . Ah how I would like to command a 
battery of cannon, or even a steam engine!" 

But in the reign of the despotic Charles X, the constitution is flouted, 
the press is censored, the universities are muzzled, and the people are 
sullen with discontent, under the watchful eye of government spies 
and priests. Octave de Malivert may be enlightened, but in truth 
there are no more great careers open to talent. He can only wait, fully 
aware of the "contradictions" in society, full of regret for "that which 
he values," and full of fear for "that which he foresees will come to 
pass in the future." A new revolution? This, it is implied, cannot be 
avoided, though the regime of darkness may preach incessantly the 
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advantages of birth and religion, and strive to compress and corrupt 
the common people “who have every advantage save that of birth/' 

The political tone of this novel has gone unnoticed by critics of 
Stendhal's time and since then. Yet those pages in which Octave's la- 
ment is recorded are most significant and, by a remarkable parallel, 
apply perfectly to our own age of late capitalism, when men once 
again with troubled souls sustain an old order, though they have lost 
faith in it, and in anguish await the hour when the new and the un- 
known forces of tomorrow are to engulf them. Octave feels that he be- 
longs to “the losing side." He exclaims: 

“Truly we live in a city that is besieged — but the rulers of the city com- 
mand us to go on as if nothing were happening and permit no one to speak 
of the siege. . . . 

“We are like the priests of the idols of paganism at the moment when the 
Christian religion is about to conquer all. We still persecute today; we have 
the police and the treasury on our side; but perhaps tomorrow it is we who will 
be persecuted." 1 

Stendhal, who pretended not to be interested in economic questions,' 
was in truth passionately interested in politics and made some un- 
canny historical prophecies. (The revolution whose shadow falls over 
this novel of the doomed aristocracy in 1827 was actually but three 
years away.) But as if to apologize for his hardihood, or provide a 
mock “passport" to show the censors, he explains that he is merely 
trying to be a faithful historian : 

Politics coming in suddenly to interrupt such a simple story may have the 
effect of a pistol shot in the middle of a concert. Besides, Octave was not a 
philosopher and characterized his time . . . unjustly. 

But politics was always to intrude upon the harmonious music of his 
novels with the effect of a pistol shot. 

The impotence of Octave is for Stendhal symbolic of the aristocratic 
regime, which he, like Rousseau, condemns as decadent and emascu- 
lated. He also assails the Restoration regime on the political level, for 
suppressing freedom of thought and equality of human rights. How- 
ever, the polemical force of the novel is weakened by the ambiguities 
surrounding the hero's character and tragedy. For Stendhal it is a 
transitional book, whose intermittently flashing perceptions and apho- 
risms give a foretaste of the continuously scintillating volumes to come. 3 

Armance was scorned by the press. Its mechanistic approach to hu- 

8 A novel, a work of the imagination, is inevitably part confession. Stendhal had inserted a chap- 
ter on fiascos in his treatise on love; in Armance he wrote of the torments of a castrate; in the 
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man morals was considered repulsive by Sainte-Beuve, who reflected 
the taste of his period. To a friend in London, Stendhal wrote breezily 
on March 23, 1828: "All my friends find it detestable; as for me, I 
consider them crude. It is the greatest of all 'impossibilities 1 of love. 
The hero Octave is impotens.” Yet only Benjamin Constant's autobio- 
graphical novel, Adolphe, rivaled it in its time for psychological acu- 
men. At any rate, Stendhal's lifelong inquiry into human nature was 
now entering upon a new phase, in which the medium of fiction was 
principally used for his speculations. The philosophical moralist now 
devoted himself to novels, though the indifference with which the 
public received his books really pierced him to the heart. 


2 

With the meager earnings from his books, and drawing also upon 
his own dwindling income and capital, Stendhal would set off at least 
once a year on long journeys by carriage and boat, usually alone, only 
rarely in the company of a friend. Touring in- places strange to him, 
meeting or merely observing strange people — for he always traveled 
"among people” — was for him an unfailing distraction. Sometimes he 
would wander off for weeks, as if in a trance, until he found his purse 
empty, and from some roadside inn would write to Paris for money 
with which to return. 

Thus in 1826, on his third visit to England, he penetrated as far as 
the Lake Country in the North, in the company of a lively young Eng- 
lish friend, William Sutton-Sharpe, whom he had met at Cuvier's in 

posthumous Souvenirs d’egotisme (1832) he recalled one of his own fiascos with a courtesan. These 
coincidences have given rise to suppositions. 

Moreover, he tended to identify himself with the blond, blue-eyed Octave, for he wrote in one 
qf his autobiographical notes: “If I had the power ... I would change myself into a tall, blond 
German and parade along the boulevards in that guise/’ 

Undoubtedly, there was amhi valence in the “narcissistic” Stendhal’s relations with women, also 
a pronounced “castration complex,” stemming from his passionate attachment to his mother and 
early loss of her in childhood. He was neurotic in the extent to which his potency was periodically 
disturbed, as he confesses; he was sensitive about his ugliness; he tended to be masochistic by the 
intensity with which he contemplated his disappointments with women. To the extent that he 
entertained periodic fears concerning his own potency (fears that were as often dispelled), the 
image of Octave may have suggested itself to him. In another sense, the castrate Octave is also the 
container of his own masochistic sufferings in love. 

Had he not been ‘in the position of a tormented eunuch with regard to his beloved Metilda for 
three years? 

But the most significant comment to be made on all this is that of one psychoanalyst: that 
Stendhal’s failures with women made him introspective — as he would not have been if more suc- 
cessful— and helped him to become a great psychologist. Bergler: op. cit. 
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Paris. ''Conversation" Sharpe was the nephew of the wealthy, ill-hu- 
mored old poet laureate, Samuel Rogers; though he practiced law, he 
himself had much literary taste and greatly enjoyed the mental quali- 
ties of Stendhal. It was through Sutton-Sharpe, who became his de- 
voted friend and correspondent, that Stendhal was able finally to visit 
English country houses, and to be received in the exclusive Athenaeum 
Club in London. 

His correspondence at this time is filled with keen reflections upon 
society in post-Napoleonic England on the eve of bloodless political 
upheaval. He found that superior men in England, such as that strong 
Liberal orator, Lord Brougham (whom he had known well in Italy) , 
"have a most admirable simplicity and naturalness of manner. With 
us French, when a man has won some battle, he always feels himself 
obliged to strike a pose." Yet he saw that the growing wealth of Eng- 
land, based on her advanced manufacture, rendered her working 
classes "more slaves than in Morocco." Rich and poor alike must give 
themselves only to work, and with a sort of “Hebraic ferocity/' The 
increasing social puritanism of the people who had cast forth Byron and 
Shelley also oppressed him in later years. 

Although he was in no sense a social Utopian, and understood little 
of the Saint-Simonian movement of his time, Stendhal was led to 
make the observation that after 1815, in England, "the nobles and the 
rich of every sort seemed to have signed a definitive alliance, defensive 
and offensive, against the poor people and the workers Industrialism 
in its mighty youth, imposing the fourteen-hour day, was not a pleasing 
spectacle. 

His next journey, in August 1827, brought him once more to Italy. 
Descending the peninsula as far as Naples, he crossed the bay and for 
the first time visited the marvelous isle of Ischia, ancient resort of 
Roman emperors, which he explored from one end to another while 
mounted on the back of a small Sicilian donkey, upon which, it must 
be said, his ample posteriors were bravely balanced. The vistas of the 
Bay of Naples from Ischia's beach elicited cries of delight in the let- 
ters of this early connoisseur of tourism. Then, after attending dinners 
and balls in Rome to which he was nowadays invited by English as well 
as Italian social leaders — Lady Devonshire and Lady Jersey as well as 
the Prince Borghese — he proceeded to Florence. There, armed with a 
letter of introduction from his friend Mareste, he called upon the poet 
Alphonse de Lamartine, then serving as secretary to the embassy in 
the Tuscan capital. 
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At first the thought of a visit from the reputedly soulless Beyle, as 
the famous poet later confided to Sainte-Beuve, filled him with appre- 
hension, but this was soon allayed by the humor and verve of the 
Falstaffian figure who knocked at his door. 

Stendhal himself was not a little embarrassed, because he, for his 
part, entertained grave doubts about Lamartine; he had often ridiculed 
the verses of this sweet singer as a feeble, French imitation qf Byron, 
and felt some guilt on this score. To offset the constraint between them 
he decided to come right to the point and clear the air qf mutual sus- 
picion. 

“They have doubtless told you terrible things about me/' he said, as 
Lamartine recalled, “that I am an atheist and make mock of those three 
letters of the alphabet that spell out what is called God, and of men, as 
well, those poor mirrors of their God. Well, I shan't try to deceive you, 
it is all too true." Then, while Lamartine was left breathless, he swept 
on to expound his own freethinking philosophy. No, he could not be- 
lieve in a just and, all-seeing Providence; the whole universe was gov- 
erned by chance. The only force for order or logic in this life was 
something called conscience , which might be a reality for some human 
creatures, or, on the other hand, only a prejudice for others. As for 
Stendhal, he felt in his heart that he was “an honest man," and could 
be nothing else — “not for the sake of pleasing a Supreme Being, who 
does not exist, but to please myself and to satisfy my own need to exist 
in peace with my prejudices and habits, and give some direction to my 
life and some nourishment to my thoughts." 

Then he closed his introductory speech with some sound buffets for 
his host, a younger man by seven years : “My friend Mareste assured 
me that you had a thousand times more wit in person than in your 
books, and that you were acquiring still more as you grew older. . . . 
Now let us talk!" 

In his literary memoirs, written long afterward, Lamartine confesses 
that he was disarmed by the originality and candor of Stendhal; that 
they grew somewhat friendly, met on many occasions in Florence, and 
that he often tried to use his powers of persuasion against his compan- 
ion's religious incredulity. He relates : “I inspired in him some doubts 
upon his irreligion and he, in matters of music, art, and poetry, brought 
some illumination for my ignorance ." 4 However, Lamartine's prudent 
English wife, it was reported, refused to receive the “sinister" Stendhal 
in their home in Paris. 

On New Year's Day, he interrupted his stay in Florence to make a 

'Lamartine: Cours familier de litterature, Vol. XVII, Entretien CII. 
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visit to Milan, which he had not seen in seven years. He had both 
longed and feared to go there. Metilda was dead. Yet how many and 
poignant memories of days and years passed so heedlessly in ecstasy or 
sorrow called him back! Tears streamed from his eyes, and his old 
Italian friends were no less effusive in greeting him on the afternoon he 
arrived.* But the police authorities of the town, this time, gave him poor 
welcome. Indeed, despite his eloquent protestations and the fervent 
offers of his friends to give personal guarantees for him, he was ordered 
to leave Milan within twenty-four hours. Merimee, Sainte-Beuve, and 
other friends of his liked to mock at the elaborate precautions he used 
against alleged spies and persecutors, or the many pseudonyms and dis- 
guises employed in his letters, as signs of mania in him; and yet, in this 
cruel order of expulsion, we have the clear justification for some of his 
obsessions. 

The report of the Baron Torresani, chief of police of Milan, to the 
Vienna Prefecture of Police, dated January 29, 1828, tells of the arrival 
of 

Henry Beyle, Frenchman, January 1, 1828 . . . known as the author of an 
ill-famed work entitled Home, Naples and Florence by de Stendhal. In this work 
not only did he unfold the most pernicious political ideas, but he also com- 
promised the reputation of numerous persons residing in these provinces by his 
calumnious statements, and even had the insolence to hold forth in the most 
damnable manner against the Austrian Government. 

. . . Let me add respectfully that Beyle, during his stay of several years in 
Milan, made himself known as an enemy of religion, an immoral man, and 
dangerous to royalty, in such a degree that it is incomprehensible that my pred- 
ecessors should have tolerated his presence so long . . . especially in view of 
the fact that he maintained close connections with our most notorious liberals. 

Though he vowed that he wanted to stay merely for the sake of his 
health and entertainment, and declared that "Stendhal” and Beyle were 
not the same, the "dangerous foreigner” was commanded never 
again to enter the territory of Lombardy. All frontier officials were 
warned, and notice of the order was also sent to the imperial police at 
, Venice and Trieste. In addition, he was "held under surveillance” dur- 
ing his short (Stay in Milan, that is, followed by spies; though this, it 
was reported, "yielded no evidence of any interest.” 5 

Despondent, he looked at Milan for the last time, and rode north- 
ward. In March 1828, he was back in Paris, his funds utterly depleted. 

“C. Simon: Stendhal et la police autricbienne, pp. 13-14. 
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In 1818 there began a most difficult period for Stendhal. Gradu- 
ally, by his free way of living, dandy and gourmet that he was, he 
had exhausted the slender fortune he had inherited at his father’s 
death. 

For several years he had depended greatly on earnings of from one 
hundred to two hundred pounds annually from articles and notices 
contributed to various English reviews, especially Colburn’s !A lew 
l Monthly 'Magazine . He had obtained these commissions through good 
friends in England, such as Sutton-Sharpe and an Irish barrister whom 
he called Stritch, who sometimes translated his pieces. Though his 
articles were unsigned, and often carelessly translated, they reflected 
his unmistakable personality and his prejudices; in shrewd, lively and 
skeptical fashion they commented upon a large miscellany of subjects, 
generally under the heading of “Letter from Paris/' and sometimes 
bore down hard on the current Romantic School in the French theater 
and the novel — on the Lamartines and Hugos — in a way that would 
have caused some trouble if the author of these commentaries were 
known. Curiously enough, his contributions from Paris or Italy en- 
joyed a certain influence in England in the 1 820s, where his unorthodox 
critical spirit and political liberalism were highly relished. We know 
that besides Byron, William Hazlitt (who once called on him) and 
Thomas Moore esteemed his work, though in the 1830s, when he 
became known principally as the author of certain “immoral" novels, 
he was ignored and soon forgotten. The best of his commentaries and 
sketches in the 7-lew Monthly, the London Magazine and the earliest 
issues of the Athenaeum (the French original versions of which have 
nearly all disappeared) have been collected and retranslated by con- 
temporary scholars. 

But in 1828, what had been a fairly steady source of income — better 
than most French journalists received in those days for similar work — 
came to a stop when Colburn, publisher of the 71ew Monthly Maga- 
zine, fell into difficulties. Efforts to recover sums owed by him brought 
little; the other magazines used less of Stendhal's commentaries and 
paid much less. He was almost at the end of his rope. 

In his dire straits he considered the idea of writing another Italian 
travel book made up of notes left over from his earlier Rome, Tlaples 
Florence. It was to be, a little before Baedeker's day, a sort of 
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guide to Rome, which, it was thought, the increasing crowds of tour- 
ists now coming to the Eternal City would buy eagerly. 

Stendhal's friends were now genuinely concerned about the mood 
of depression that showed itself only under the surface, but never left 
him. It was in this year, while obsessed by thoughts of ending his life, 
that he wrote a whole series of Last Wills and Testaments, constantly 
rewriting and revising them. In principle, he approved of suicide, and 
was unafraid of death, though he disliked to speak of it. A debt of four 
hundred francs to his tailor troubled his soul in this dark hour, and he 
scrupulously arranged for payment by the sale of some of his books. 
He greatly disliked to borrow money and did so only in a small way, 
during this crisis, with many formal apologies for troubling his friends. 

Colomb, his literary executor, relates : 

Endowed with a habitually merry humor, Beyle was subject to an access of 
intense misanthropy. The year 1828 is the one in which dark thoughts domi- 
nated him most. ... I found evidence of this in four testaments written while 
he was in perfect health, between August 26 and December 4, 1828. In one he 
begs pardon for the embarrassment which he is going to cause me and beseeches 
me not to be sad on the occasion of an unavoidable event. In the letter of 
December 4, he begs me to finish the ’Promenades dans Pome myself, correct 
the proofs and oversee the printing already begun. 

It was in this grim mood that Beyle whipped himself on to com- 
plete his second travel book, urged forward by Colomb and Mareste, 
both of whom anxiously stood by him. Promenades dans Pome was a 
potboiler, frankly written to gather in some cc lish," which it accom- 
plished to the extent of fifteen hundred francs, when, finally, it 
reached the stalls in the autumn of 1829. 

The work was rather planless and full of digressions, like Stendhal's 
earlier essays. As in all of these, the wit, the sensitive aesthete, and the 
passionate tourist in Stendhal make the Promenades, if not quite a re- 
liable manual of Rome's ancient monuments, then something much 
rarer, a vehicle for the inimitable reflections, table talk, and anecdotes 
of Stendhal. 

Before the Second World War, and its new harvest of ruin, one 
could journey in Italy with Stendhal most profitably, to discover not 
only the art treasures and relics of antiquity and the Renaissance, but 
that feudal Italy which he still discerned, as he insists, in the early nine- 
teenth century. With him one could watch the wise, weary old cardinals 
riding by in coach-and-four, with liveried postilions accompanying 
them, deferentially saluted by the Swiss Guards and the populace. His 
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book recaptures the atmosphere of an Italy that is vanished. In recalling 
the brief, enlightened interregnum of Napoleon and the Code Civil, 
how illuminating is his remark: 

During five years, 1309-1814, a strange idea spread in Rome, that it was 
possible to get something out of a prefect without paying his mistress or his 
confessor. 

But after 1815 the Papal States returned to an authoritarian theocracy, 
its despotism suppressing individualism, crushing out even the arts 
which were native to the Italians in the days of the city-republics. 

Stendhal was one of the first, if not the first, commentator upon 
Italian history to stress the great upsurge of individualistic ambition 
and energy in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, attended with the 
production of masterworks of art that were the natural expression of 
the “democratic," if strife-ridden, city-republics of those days. The 
violence that marked Italy's Renaissance, he reasons shrewdly, was 
itself the by-product of increasing learning, self-knowledge, and the 
passion for liberty. 

But now, in 1898, as he dissects the social and political mechanisms 
of the Papal States, with their secret police and their well-entrenched 
routine of bribery, he notes how “a deepening miasma destroys and de- 
populates the town . . . enough grass grows in the streets of Ferrara 
to feed a battalion of cavalry." The workers live on alms, or, south of 
Rome, gain money for the payment of taxes by highway robberies. 
The tyranny of Mettemich's proconsuls or of the Vatican police makes 
thought itself dangerous; yet the Italian, natural child of the sun, knows 
how to circumvent or outwit oppression. 

“The Italian believes that to be happy in this world, one must satisfy 
his passions ; and to be happy in the next world, one must satisfy the 
ritual of the Church." But the results did not augur well for the future, 
he held, and this, he foresaw, would be complicated further by the ad- 
vance of commerce and industry, bringing new forms of oppression. 
With Napoleon in mind, he said in effect: “Either you must have a 
successful despot, or you must make way for democracy." 

Journeying with Stendhal in Italy, one sees better the long schooling 
in corruption that this people has undergone. One reads him and un- 
derstands more easily how an oft-betrayed Italy, old in experience, and 
yet eternally young and beautiful, could sink again in our own time, 
under the power of a modern condotliere, such as Mussolini, and after 
new debacles set off once more in search of liberty. 

In the Promenades dans Pome Stendhal pays tribute to his Italian 
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friends such as Pellico, one of the early conspirators of the Risorgi- 
mento, who still languished in prison or in exile. He prophesies the days 
of 1848-49, even suggesting the time of renewed revolt with uncanny 
accuracy. 

Though a guidebook by intent, it is as a "journey among people," 
as an informal causerie upon the effects of environment, climate, and 
historical tradition, that the Promenades is most effective. Stendhal's 
general reflections on man, history, and the arts are interlarded casually 
among hints about the best inns or restaurants, or directions for finding 
the Trajan Column and the Colosseum, or among impressions of St. 
Peter's and the pictures in the Vatican Galleries. In its advice, as in its 
descriptions of ancient monuments, the book teems with errors of fact 
and history, confusing dates and the names of Roman emperors and 
popes. There is also much that is pastiche, borrowed from other 
authorities, though this seems more justified in a work that is half 
compilation. Yet his observations upon Michelangelo's murals were 
read with excitement by the romantic artists of his time, such as Dela- 
croix. His comment upon the Pietd of Michelangelo is challenging still : 
to his mind it paints a "Promethean revolt ... a God, all-powerful, 
and infinitely merciful, who permits the anguish of a human death to 
satisfy the vengeance of another God of infinite mercy." 

Continuing his plea for a romantic conception of art, which Is in 
truth an unremitting demand for "modernism," he points out the vital 
relationship between the paintings of Michelangelo, Leonardo, and 
Correggio, and their age, when the concept of the beautiful was deter- 
mined by the social and religious forms of the Church. The modern 
artist in the nineteenth century, too, must be in accord with the time- 
spirit. He concludes with the striking and richly suggestive proposition : 
"To my mind, beauty throughout the ages has been the promise of a 
useful character (La prediction d’un caractere utile )/’ Literature, too, 
he reasoned, must paint with truth and naturalness the ruling passions 
of the men of our own time and not of vanished yesterdays. (This was 
the preoccupation of the new novel which he was writing at this same 
period.) 

His travel books, in short, were imbued with the belief that life is 
an art which is best practiced in places like Italy. As his fancy strikes 
him he banquets upon sculpture, architecture, or anecdotes of folk 
customs, and even recent crimes. To paraphrase Anatole France, these 
"promenades" were the adventures of a sensitive soul not only among 
the masterpieces of man's handiwork, but among those of nature and 
history. 
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He jested and laughed much in company, yet melancholy dogged 
him. Not only did he grieve over his fallen fortunes, he who had been 
one of the young swells of Empire days, but in his middle forties al- 
ready felt warning signs of age. His paunch waxed; his breath grew 
short; the pains of gout racked him at times. And what was more, the 
abnegations of old age were plainly foreshadowed by a new misad- 
venture in love dating from 1829, and a connection formed with a 
lady who was certainly one of the more facile muses of the Romantic 
School. 

Her name was Alberthe de Rubempre. He had been introduced to 
this imposing, voluptuous, though eccentric young woman by Eugene 
Delacroix, who was her distant cousin. She was the daughter of a 
theatrical impresario who had cut quite a figure in his time and was 
rather a bounder. For some years she was said to have served as model 
for certain of the leading painters and sculptors. But besides having a 
form and a face, she had learning of an esoteric sort, and entertained 
many literary and political celebrities in her apartment in the Rue 
Bleue. This she decorated in somber colors, shutting out the light of 
day with great black curtains that were always drawn. In this singular 
decor she would sit, always dressed in black velvet robes trimmed with 
red cashmere, absorbed in spiritism and table-turning, looking a great 
deal like some alluring demoness out of Victor Hugo's early ballads. 

Merimee described her as clever, but quite mad; while Stendhal 
thought her one of the “least artificial" of French women. In after- 
thought, he added that she was also “a strumpet, like Mme. du Barry, 
with nothing of the sublime, like Gina Pietragrua." 

His susceptible heart was touched from the first hour he met her. 
Soon after he resolved to “attack," and his offensive quickly gained 
the fortunes of love. For all of a month he was madly infatuated; but 
while made happy, he was also highly tormented by his “Mme. Azure," 
as he named the lady — because she lived on the Rue Bleue. 

Soon he noticed that fidelity was not one of the virtues embraced 
by his romantic siren, and suspected that his forehanded young friend, 
Prosper Merimee, was the newest object of her passion. Half ruefully, 
half in anguish, he exclaims: “I have always had a faculty for com- 
municating my tastes in women to my friends." Alas, his eloquence 
sometimes betrayed him. 
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In despair, he pleaded with Merimee to leave the lady to him. But 
Merimee, perhaps deceivingly, replied: "I have no taste for her, sir, as 
I have seen her stockings falling down." Stendhal, nevertheless, was 
persuaded that his ff Mme. Azure" preferred a man of half his age, and 
became quite tragic. He was then in the midst of his Promenades dans 
Pome, and his faithful friend Colomb had all he could do to sustain 
him so that he might complete the so necessary task. 

"Mme. Azure" meanwhile continued to flourish, and some years 
after his stormy parting from her, Stendhal returned to her side, at 
least on a footing -of friendship. By then she had become the mistress 
of another of his cronies! He relates in Henri JBrulard: 

In 1832, I inoculated Mareste in a very pleasant manner with my love for 
Mme. Azure, whose devoted friend he has been for two years, and what is more 
amusing, he has even rendered her faithful. 

A few years later, Stendhal had forgotten her real name and could 
only remember her as "Mme. Azure." 

The new travel book was fairly successful as such things went, for 
its author reported that all the English tourists in Rome arrived there 
armed with it. But its modest royalties were exhausted by the repay- 
ment of debts. Throughout 1829, Stendhal sent piteous appeals to men 
in public office, begging for some small sinecure that would bring him 
a pittance of seventeen hundred francs a year, such as that of assistant 
curator of the Royal Library. Yet he was passed over. 

In his desperation, in June 1829 he wrote to the Count d'Argout, 
his former colleague in the army commissary department, begging for 
his aid in obtaining a post of some kind. It was at D'Argout's home 
that he had once mocked at the Church and the Christian faith. Hence 
he writes now : "Time, edax rerum, has somewhat moderated niy po- 
litical opinions." He recalled his "fourteen years" of public service and 
pointed out that "foreign literature has been the preoccupation of my 
entire life." What he longed for was some place as secretary of a lega- 
tion. But, to his chagrin, the government of Charles X, the last of the 
Bourbon kings, would not even appoint him a clerk in the Bureau of. 
Archives. 

There is a vague allusion in his private papers to a temporary diplo- 
matic mission that he carried out in secret, during a brief visit to Rome 
in 1829, an assignment given him finally by Amedee de Pastoret, 
another old friend in the government, but evidently without the direct 
approval of the Foreign Minister, or the ambassador to Rome., who 
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then happened to be Chateaubriand himself. A pope was being elected; 
Stendhal, after observing events and drawing upon his knowledge of 
Italian affairs, submitted a memorandum on the character of the dif- 
ferent cardinals, of whom one. Cardinal Gregorio, was advocated by 
him as most suitable for the support of the French king. But his 
memoire was vigorously opposed by Chateaubriand, who termed it 
the wildest nonsense. Little or no compensation, and no reward in the 
form of an office, came of this mission, to Stendhal's intense disgust. 6 

Did he not say often that he felt in himself, despite his fallen for- 
tunes, a pride befitting one who was endowed to be a prefect or even 
a minister, sufficient sign that he recognized in himself that esprit 
superieur which his followers in later times discerned in him? And yet 
he had humiliated himself to beg in vain for some small public office, 
of a government that in his heart he loathed. That his poverty had 
brought him to such shame made him detest this government twice over. 

Sitting alone in his fifth-floor room in the Rue de Richelieu, he would 
sometimes feel beside himself with "generous indignation" at the "im- 
becile Bourbons" whose measures of repression against the people, 
against freedom of speech and thought, by 1 829, made a mockery of 
the Charter. Did he not exclaim in the presence of conservative per- 
sons who might have denounced him, at an hour when the last direct 
descendant of Louis XIV was reported to be dangerously ill, "I wish 
that the Duke de Bordeaux would die!" But the very excesses of the 
King and his minister, Polignac, bred hope that a violent political over- 
turn would soon come. As in 1814, so in 1829 and 1830, curiosity 
about the political future sustained him. 

In these darkening days bitterness and wrath blazed in his heart 
as he wrote the immensely rebellious novel that was the secret occupa- 
tion of his mornings and nights. How tense were the times, how raw 
were tempers was shown by the way in which he now broke with his 
old friend, the Baron de Mareste. 

Mareste was then one of the highest officials of the Prefecture of 
Police in Paris, and so in a position to know a great deal of inside 
politics. For seven years Stendhal had been taking breakfast with him 
daily at the Cafe de Rouen, then would stroll through the Tuileries for 
an hour on the way to the other man's office, while they briskly ex- 
changed opinions on the news of the day. Mareste considered himself 
a disillusioned liberal, indifferent to the work he did so long as it paid 
well; .but now increasingly disgusted at the maladroitness of the Bour- 

6 Farges: Stendhal diplomate, pp. 20-29; Colomb, op. cit., p. 60. Farges* intriguing study cites 
freely from official papers in French Government archives. 
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bon monarchy, he revealed things that startled Stendhal himself. There 
were rumors that, in fear of a popular rising, the monarch was pre- 
pared to encourage the invasion of France by a foreign army! Such 
reports, perhaps unfounded, inspired Stendhal to prognostications of 
the inevitable and early downfall of the regime. This was too much for 
his friend. .Mareste, who was rich, and now “clearly saw the danger to 
his property/' withdrew his own complaints against the government, 
and made strenuous objection to Stendhal's “indiscretions" in the pres- 
ence of groups of people in salons, such as might spread alarm or panic. 
The time had passed for raillery, Mareste urged; their disputes became 
bitter. Stendhal says : 

I had then barely enough to live on, he had an income of 22,000 francs. I 
felt that for some time he had been assuming a superior tone. In our discussions 
of politics he would say .* “But you, you have no fortune/ 1 

Finally, Stendhal relates : “I came to a most painful resolution, that 
of changing my cafe without saying anything to him." He began to 
take breakfast at the Cafe Lemblin, also near the Palais Royal, and a 
haunt of Republicans. Thereafter he saw Mareste only at long inter- 
vals. For how could one speak freely to a friend when "he feared only 
for his 22,000 francs "? And yet he was convinced that his friend 
needed him “to distract him from his black humor caused by the ter- 
rible fear of losing money" 

Old friendships were breaking up on class lines in the spring of 
1830, the eve of revolution, as Stendhal came to the end of his novel, 
7he Red and the Mack. 

He was growing old, and more than any other man he was disposed 
to examine himself, to ask himself constantly: “What am I? What have 
I been? How have I filled up my life?" And heavens, time was growing 
short! Who would know that he had always felt himself a “potential" 
Danton, or a Napoleon even, without office and without baton? 7 Like 
the brilliant hero of the novel he was writing, Stendhal too might ex- 
claim: “I am a great perhaps /" 

When, after the distractions afforded by society, travel, or love 
affairs, Stendhal turned to his writing, he would throw himself into his 
work with uncommon powers of concentration. His mind traveled fast, 
he pushed on breathlessly, whole volumes came from his hand ’in a 
few weeks or months. But now he wrote with all his soul, spurred by 

TBalzac, though nearly two decades younger, also was obsessed by Napoleon and kept a statuette 
of him in his study, with an' inscription on it reading: “What he could not achieve with the sword, 
I shall accomplish by the pen.” (Signed) “Honore de Balzac.” 
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a passion that, though tinged with the bitterness of disappointed am- 
bition, could also rise to heights of noble anger. He had lived hard and 
reasoned much upon his experiences. He had many ideas, a great deal 
to say that, as a man of the world, he often politely concealed. But now 
at last he confessed himself without shame or restraint; he wrote what 
were his secret beliefs, come what might. And it gave him immense 
consolation to do this. As Goethe said, to write, to create, was "a de- 
liverance/' 

Long afterward he remembered the five or six months in which he 
wrote the bulk of this novel as a time that passed without reckoning, 
one of the happiest seasons of his life. 

Could he publish such an icon-breaking book in this dark age of be- 
lated despotism? Perhaps France would be set free? At any rate he had 
written it down, and, he told himself, it was all done "for the sake of 
freedom of thought /’ 



CHAPTER XVII 


'7he Red and the Black' 


“You are so full of odious truths !” 
— Prosper Merimee to Stendhal 
1 (n roman cest un miroir cja'on promene 
le tong finn cbemin. 

— Sainte-Real 


F OR a year following the spring of 1829, Colomb, Stendhal’s faith-, 
ful shadow, saw always lying on his table a large, bound manu- 
script upon which was written in big letters: “JULIEN.” Stendhal 
told him nothing of this new work. But one morning in 1830, he 
exclaimed to Colomb, as if talking to himself: “What if we should call 
it Jhe Red and the Black [£e Rouge et le noir ] ?” Thus it was called. 

The title has puzzled his readers. But the sub-title, “A Chronicle of 
the Nineteenth Century,” clearly states Stendhal’s conception of his 
book as a social novel; while the phrase: “The Red and the Black,” 
suggests its idee maitresse, its ruling idea, which, as in all truly great 
works of fiction, epitomizes the historical era that is pictured in the 
novel. For the “Red” refers to the uniform of the soldier in the time of 
the republic and empire; the “Black” to the uniform of the priest who, 
in Stendhal’s view, dominated society under the monarchical restora- 
tion after Waterloo. In this social history in fictional form the principal 
character, Julien Sorel, is deliberately choosing the black cassock of 
the priest in order to have a successful career, where yesterday he 
would have chosen the rose-colored uniform of Marshal Murat, that 
son of a French innkeeper, whom Stendhal once saw riding proudly 
into battle. The title thus suggests both the conflict within Julien, and 
his secret war with society. By disposition one of the Reds of the pre- 
ceding generation, he parades about as one of the Blacks of the present, 
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though he has no faith in their religion ! Life conceived on these terms, 
both militant and calculating, accompanied by the sense of constant 
danger, imposes a terrible inward solitude upon such a man. It is the 
predestined lot, Stendhal seems to tell us, of the superior individual in 
a time of social retrogression. 

But then, as now, society was divided fundamentally into “Reds” 
and “Blacks": those who believed that the progress, the liberation 
of man must be carried on endlessly and by revolution if need be; 
those who desired, above all, the conservation of the old order and 
the old faiths. 

Stendhal was endowed with a rare historical perspective. An 
eighteenth-century man, he had seen the stable and genteel old regime 
vanish, never to return in its pristine form; he had witnessed three 
revolutions in forty years, and ten different regimes one after the other. 
It is plain that he grasped the dynamics of social change that the new 
industrial century had introduced. He could see, and repeatedly said, 
that the French Revolution was no blind accident, but a Great Divide 
in history, whereas the Bourbon Restoration was but a false , attempt to 
return to the hierarchic system of Louis XIV. But transient though it 
seemed, he saw that a regrouping of social classes had been engineered 
in which, temporarily, the Church, leagued with the aristocracy of the 
land and with the bourgeoisie of commerce, was dominant. This bal- ' 
ance between the ruling classes would shift perceptibly from time to 
time. But whatever shifts were made, the cultural environment of the 
new century, essentially bourgeois, though increasingly democratic 
and individualistic, promised to be hostile to the arts and the human 
values he cherished. 

He recognized energy, to be sure, in the men of business ; and it is 
significant that this man who felt himself at home in Napoleon's 
bourgeois empire spoke with respect of tradesmen in his novel and in 
his letters, though he professed to loathe money-getting. Yet he saw 
that this mercenary society was now a competitive battle-ground, in 
which men of the lower orders, inspired by education and new oppor- 
tunities, struggled only for success. 

But Stendhal could look back to a time when the idea of success was 
no problem because it was determined exclusively by one's birth and 
'status ; when religious belief was no problem because all were required 
to believe. Now men might pay lip service to old faiths and moral 
values, but these were none the less discredited. Society had become a 
jungle teeming with “pursuers and possessors." With lightning speed 
men were transferred from one class or calling to another; they passed 
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back and forth in a desperate, hurrying throng, along unseen stairways, 
those social escalators that carried some upward and others downward. 
In this cruel stampede, it was as if only lust for money and power 
possessed all men, and not only the gospel of Christ but the French 
Revolution's doctrines of the natural rights of man were being aban- 
doned. 

But what of the generation of youth, endowed with talents and edu- 
cation, in whom religious dogma had been replaced by faith in a 
humane social ideal, in dreams — if you wish — of justice and earthly 
happiness? They were given books to read, their ambitions were 
exalted, then they were thrown into the wilderness of society to sur- 
vive as best they could. The dominant theme of the novel was to be the 
education for life of a modern youth, Julien Sorel, as it was also to be 
the theme of many famous nineteenth-century novels or autobiog- 
raphies of disillusionment that came after Stendhal — from Musset's 
Confessions of a Child of the Century to Flaubert's Sentimental £duca- ' 
tion and Samuel Butler's Way of All Tlesh. 

Are we here to triumph by force and cunning alone, like beasts of 
prey? Julien Sorel asks himself in anguish, at the end of his swift, tragic 
race. “Must one steal, must one betray?" He too sickens with “the 
malady of the century"; the same disease that will consume Baudelaire, 
and Flaubert's Federic Moreau (in The Sentimental education) , who 
forty years later would also find that “the happiness merited by the 
excellence of his soul was certainly slow to arrive." At first blush, Sten- 
dhal, by choosing this theme, seems to resemble the other disillusioned, 
melancholy Romantics at war with their century, and longing for escape 
to some more favoring or more exotic climes. However, the differences 
are as marked as the resemblances. 

The hero of The Tied and the Black is, in effect, Stendhal himself, 
hence like nobody else that ever was on land or sea. All that the ex- 
soldier, ex-courtier, traveler, lover, and society wit has learned of life 
is deposited in the imaginary Julien Sorel. He feels no vague sentiments 
and melancholy frustrations, but specific desires, measured almost in 
mathematical terms. He is no romantic fool, but reasons and examines 
himself at every instant of experience. He is the spirit of analysis in 
action; he is will, audacity, and energy, and unlike the sad heroes of the • 
other Romantic writers, knows how to gain power, how to use it, now 
with ruse, now with violence. Julien Sorel is one of the superior minds 
of literature, a mask of Stendhal. 

The inspiration for the story of Julien Sorel came to Stendhal from 
life Itself, that is, at second hand, when in October 1 828 he read the - 
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report of an extraordinary murder trial recently held at the Court of 
Assizes of his native Grenoble. 

The case of the young seminary student of Grenoble, Antoine 
Berthet, was one of crime committed for the sake of material ambition: 
it fascinated Stendhal not only as a superb specimen of what he termed 
un beau crime , but as containing the moral essence of contemporary 
history. This youth had served as tutor at the home of a wealthy 
lawyer, Michout, well known to the Beyle family. Berthet had seduced 
Mme. Michout, while occupied in educating her children. The affair 
had been hushed up; he had been dismissed, and then found similar 
employment at the house of another of Grenoble's leading citizens, 
this time a nobleman named De Cordon, and had ended by seducing 
the daughter of this employer too! Expelled from the seminary he at- 
tended — after the scandal was exposed by a servant maid — his career 
frustrated, he had gone to the church which his former mistress, Mme. 
Michout, attended each day, fired two shots at her with a pistol, then 
tried to kill himself, though he was only lightly wounded. 

The testimony of Berthet showed the finesse with which he practiced 
seduction and blackmail, it recorded his remarkable charges that these 
women had “corrupted his youth/’ In his appeal for clemency, puerile, 
romantic, and egotistic, he confessed that love had been but an instru- 
ment of bis ambition, adding : 

“It is too bad that I missed the career for which I was destined. I would have 
made a good priest. I would have known well how to move human souls. I 
believe I would have been particularly skillful in playing upon the chords of 
human passions.” 

There was another famous criminal case that seemed to Stendhal 
no less symptomatic than Berthet’s, which he discussed in a digressive 
passage of the Promenades dans Pome at this same period, 1829. This 
time it was a Paris cabinetmaker named Laffargue who committed a 
crime of jealous passion by killing his mistress. But what absorbed 
Stendhal, who, like De Quincey, was a student of “murder as a fine 
art,” was the “intense exaltation” shown by this assassin when he 
spoke of his crime in court; he had executed it with a remarkably cold 
will and energy. And, while pretending to be jesting, Stendhal remarked 
that the upper classes of society seemed to have lost the capacity to 
feel great passion and to will powerfully, and that this was conserved 
principally in the lower classes. He concluded: “Probably all the great 
'men of tomorrow will issue from the class to which M. Laffargue be- 
longs.” 


332 



“THE RED AND THE BLACK” 

It must be noted that all the Romantic poets and novelists wrote of 
gory crimes; but Stendhal reasoned about them coolly and, rightly or 
wrongly, correlated them with the stirrings of discontent he perceived 
in the lower classes. 

In his novel, intended both as a study in the natural history of morals 
and as a thoroughgoing attack on the decadent society that followed 
the Empire and the Republic, he used the figure of young Berthet as 
his hero. Soon he identified himself wholly with the poor seminary 
student. Had not his own career been disrupted by the downfall of 
Napoleon, in whom he saw in retrospect the military instrument of 
revolution, the genius of energy, remembering less and less his despot- 
ism and immense brutalities? At various times Stendhal's sentiment 
toward the Glorious Emperor changed decidedly. Hatred of the Bour- 
bon monarchy, at this period, nourished the cult of Bonaparte in many 
hearts and forms one of the accompanying themes of 7be Red and the 
Black . 

For Stendhal too (like the other Romantics) believed that he had 
been born "too late/' He had lived as a boy in the heroic days of Dan- 
ton and Carnot and the Convention. He had enlisted as a soldier to 
fight for the overthrow of feudalism and kings. "Under the Republic 
we were as great as the early Romans!" he would cry. Talent and 
leadership and heroism had been engendered in the masses of people ; 
this democratic trend had continued under the Consular Republic, 
the phase of Napoleon's career which Stendhal most admired. 

But now the kings and their priests had returned ; the defenders of 
divine right held back public opinion with bayonets. Like a leprosy, 
conventionalism and vanity spread through society, afflicting nobles 
and bourgeois alike. To him it appeared, as to the great historian, 
Michelet, some years later, that the Jesuits directed a vast conspiracy 
designed to keep the people in ignorance and submission. But nonethe- 
less the common folk had learned much, thanks to the Revolution; ir- 
repressible ambition and energies stirred within them. A year like 1793, 
which the conservative party dreaded above all things, would erupt 
again. History was to Stendhal's positivistic faith a series of struggles 
or crises, in which men sometimes retreated but always advanced again 
toward greater liberty, knowledge, and earthly enjoyments. 

"Two hundred thousand Juken Sorels," he wrote in a letter defend- 
ing his novel, conspired among the thirty millions in France who still 
had no right to vote, waiting grimly for their chance, and nothing could 
stop them. They had seen "lawyers' clerks become senators and counts 
of the Empire. How do you expect that they should not overthrow the 
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regime of those loafers [the royalist monarchy]? Perhaps the Terror 
that will come will be less'bloody?" 

Jhe Red and the Black is, in truth, strong meat. It is In one sense a 
sort of devil's manual of revolt, in which the weak and oppressed are 
shown using the arms of civilized society, ruse, against the strong. One 
hundred and ten years afterward, in 1940, the Resistance in defeated, 
occupied France, ruled by fascists, made the teachings of Stendhal and 
his hero, Julien, their secret cult. The time had come again, the men of 
the Underground whispered to themselvgs, when, like Julien, one must 
be ready to die for certain ideas. 


2 

The setting of Jhe Red and the Black is the provincial, middle-sized 
town of “Verrieres/' situated in mountainous eastern France, near 
Besan^on. But it is easy to see that Verrieres is really mountain-rimmed 
Grenoble, where Henri Beyle's unhappy, rebellious boyhood was spent, 
and whence he escaped at the age of sixteen. 

In its first half the novel's action follows the grand lines of the story 
of the seminary student, Berthet; its chief characters are drawn from 
the Grenoble families involved in that passional drama. But Stendhal 
superimposes the story of his own youth upon that of Berthet, and tells 
it with a singular vividness and sardonic humor. In the second volume, 
whose scene is Paris, the action closely follows the Berthet case with 
some variations, becoming a projection of Stendhal's own life as it 
might have been. 1 

Julien Sorel is the offspring, not of the old bourgeoisie as was Henri 
Beyle, but of an Ignorant and avaricious peasant, a sawyer who, utterly 
indifferent to the signs of brilliance and sensitivity in his son, beats 
him brutally and drives him each day to the same chores as are per- 
formed by his rough-handed brothers. The tender protection of a 
mother was lost to him at an early age. At eighteen, Julien has read 
books far beyond his age and is a master of Latin. An honest old 
Jansenist priest, the Abbe de Chelan, has acted as his mentor and 
friend; his only other friend is a retired surgeon of Napoleon's army, 
a Liberal, who instills in him some of his own equalitarian ideals, and 
the nostalgia for the days of glory that seem in 1823, when the nov^l 
opens, to have vanished forever. 

Contemporary critics found the plot bizarre, and — like Joseph Wood Krutch, in his Jive Masters 
(1930 ) — were unaware that Stendhal quite literally followed the court records of such a case. 
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Ardently Julien lives in the world of his dreams, from which he is 
repeatedly and rudely recalled by the blows of his father and the heavy 
burdens he is ordered to bear. Under this sadistic treatment (like Sten- 
dhal) the boy conceives an immense father-hatred; sometimes he 
fancies himself ff a sort of foundling, hated by my father V 3 His fear and 
hate is also directed to all the other persons who may have authority 
over him, including the other members of the family. The cruelty of his 
upbringing makes him secretly rebellious, but because he is young and 
weak, this rebellion takes the form of hypocrisy . Since the other people 
around him are cruel and stupid, always ready to injure each other, or 
himself, as he reasons precociously, they merit the tactics of deception. 

Like the young Beyle, Julien longs to leave his native city; fC he abhors 
Verrieres, and all that he sees there freezes his imagination/' In recom- 
pense he dreams of escaping to Paris, meeting beautiful women, living 
a brilliant career, engaging in daring adventures. In secret he reads 
Voltaire and other forbidden authors. He experiences moments of 
exaltation; he is full of a pride and a courage that waits only for its 
chance. 

But what career is open to him-? The days of the great revolutionary 
captains are ended. In their place the priests seem to reign everywhere. 
And Julien determines to “seek his fortune by becoming a priest/' 
Though disliking the Old Testament, he memorizes the New Testament 
from beginning to end, recites any part of it upon request, and manages, 
by his combination of precocious learning and external piety, to arouse 
the wonder of all Verrieres. (What he really believes in is Napoleon's 
t Memorial de Sainte-Tdelene , in which the victor of Austerlitz represents 
himself as the arbiter between the past and the future of Europe.) 

From the wretchedness in which he lives he is suddenly rescued by 
the offer of the town's mayor, M. de Renal, to employ him as tutor to 
his children. The richest man in town, Renal, by engaging a private 
tutor, seeks to put out of countenance the next richest man, Valenod, 
governor of the town jail, who has just acquired two spanking new 
coach horses. After some hard bargaining between Renal and his father, 
Julien is ordered to go and live at the Renal mansion. 

He is a slender, handsome youth, with -delicate features and fine 
eyes, a compound of craftiness and innocence. His first meeting with 
the mistress of the Renal mansion is a scene drawn with remarkable 
finesse. The self-consciousness and timidity of the boy, his awareness 
of his ragged clothes, his sense of inferiority, his dazzlement at the 
beauty of this highborn woman, and his envy of the splendor of style 
in which his masters live — all his mingled emotions upon entering this 
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unfamiliar world are clearly delineated. “How happy these rich people 
are!" he exclaims to himself in an access of class hatred. At the same 
time, despite his furtive and humble airs, the boy feels a vague but 
powerful attraction to Mme. de Renal, a beautiful woman of thirty, and 
of a distinctly maternal type. It is like the first meeting of Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau and Mme. de Warens, in the Confessions . 

While he tutors the children faithfully, and feigns coldness and re- 
serve, he plans in the most deliberate manner, step by step, to seduce 
Mme. de Renal, The terrible thing is that his strategy is bound up with 
an ambition and a pride that seeks vengeance upon these people of 
superior fortune. Suffering in childhood has made Julien an “enemy of 
society." 

The relations with Mme. de Renal are a key to the central problem 
of the novel: the conflict in Julien between the motives of self-interest 
(ambition, pride) and the laws of passion. In scheming to seduce her, 
Julien at first writes out for himself “a whole, detailed plan of cam- 
paign," like a military tactician. At the beginning he engages her in- 
terest by his vivacity and wit in conversation, so that she can scarcely 
wait until her dull, aging husband is gone, to be with him. Then, in the 
dark of the garden at night, sitting with her and a lady companion, he 
screws up his courage to seize her hand stealthily; she removes it; he 
takes it again. Step by step he assails one position after another, for as 
the virtuous mother of three children she defends herself earnestly — 
even against herself. He takes one liberty after another, extends his 
empire over her soul. 

Julien is shown, at first, as horribly afraid; “he carried his life in his 
hands, feeling that a single false step might ruin him, yet he is also 
resolved never to show fear." Gaucherie and boldness struggle within 
him. 

It is as one entering great and dubious battle that his “attack" is 
begun .* 

cc When the clock strikes ten, I shall take her hand, or go upstairs and blow 
out my brains. ... I may be crude, but I will not be weak/' 

And after she has permitted him to hold her hand, 

His heart was flooded with joy, not because he loved Mme. de Renal, but 
because a fearful torment was now at an end, , . . IHe bad done bis duty , and 
a heroic duty . 

With him it is always a “duty" to run such “risks"; he believes in a 
system, an “ideal plan he had set himself to follow," failure of which 
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would make him ridiculous in his own eyes, and filled with a sense of 
inferiority. He tells himself: f T ought to be stirred by her beauty; I owe 
it to myself to be her lover/' 

This enterprise that begins without love on Julien' s part becomes 
one of the most remarkable love stories in all literature. The womanly 
nobility and virtue of Mme. de Renal are undeniable; but passion, in 
its resistless growth, dissected stage by stage, until it reaches that of 
crystallization , compels her to yield to him, despite duty and the fear of 
hell. (Julien too, after all his subtle calculations and stratagems, is even- 
tually trapped by the “sublime unexpected" in life which Stendhal 
courts everywhere.) She yields, in the face of all her terrors, when one 
day he tells her that he will come to her room in the early hours of the 
morning or kill himself. The end of this scene is a page out of Sten- 
dhal's own curious sex life. The surprise and joy he feels at possession 
of a woman so noble and beautiful at first unmans Julien (as with Henri 
and the women he loved in earlier days) . “What made Julien a superior 
being was exactly that which prevented him from tasting to the full the 
happiness laid at his feet." And afterward, he asks himself : “Heavens 
— to be loved, is it only that?" Then, self-consciously, like an actor, or 
a soldier on parade: “Have 1 played my part well?" And what a part, 
Stendhal comments ironically, “that of a man accustomed to shine be- 
fore women!" 

The love of the youth anc[ the older woman is strengthened by the 
very sense of guilt that alternates in her soul with passion. At one mo- 
ment she is shown almost unable to close her eyes in sleep because of 
the memory of her happiness with Julien; but at the next “suddenly 
the frightful word ' adultery ' came to her. All that was vilest and most 
debauched ... in the idea of physical love presented itself to her imag- 
ination." Thus Stendhal notes how words dominate our emotions. 

When her young son falls sick, Mme. de Renal is convinced that. 
God is punishing her for her transgression ; her feelings alternate from 
pleasure to remorse, she is between “heaven and hell," and he not a 
little pleased because the supernatural now appears as a rival. Wonder- 
ingly he remarks: “She feels that she is killing her son, yet she con- 
tinues to love me." And this, he reflects, though she is an aristocrat and 
he the son of a laborer. “At times their happiness assumed the physiog- 
nomy of crime. . . ." 

However, since the author is anti-clerical, the child recovers full 
health, and the mother, too. She had all but confessed her fault to her 
husband; but he, stupid man, had refused to understand. It is an anony- 
mous letter, which a chambermaid addresses to the master, that brings 
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trouble down upon them. As M. de Renal paces the floor during a 
sleepless night, the movement of his thought is rendered most brilliantly 
by Stendhal : Who could have dictated such a letter to him and with 
what object? the tormented cuckold wonders. He knew that ff he had 
earned the jealousy and hatred of the majority of the townspeople/" 
To reveal his secret to his intimate friends would give them nothing but 

pleasure. He was envied because the King of had slept in his 

town house, and because he had made “such a splendid thing of his 
country house at Vergy/" which had a dazzling white facade and win- 
dows with green shutters, setting all the other old gray-stone chateaux 
of the region in the shade. 

For a moment he was comforted by the thought of this magnificence, visible 
for a distance of three or four leagues. 

Even in his sorrow, Stendhal shows, the man"s vanity interposes, 
leads his fancy to wander, and the accidental image of his magnificent 
white mansion comes to console him. 

Rut M. de Renal is chiefly afraid that others will believe in this 
scandal and ridicule him if he honors it by dismissing Julien. .In this 
crisis Mme. de Renal shows a profound feminine resourcefulness by 
instructing Julien to produce a second anonymous letter indicating 
that Valenod, her husbands rival, is at the bottom of the affair, because 
of his desire to attach Julien to his own service. To this hoax Julien 
lends himself with all his “Jesuitical verve"" so that the husband"s fears 
are quieted. Nevertheless, discretion leads Julien to absent himself 
from the Renal chateau and reside in Verrieres for a week. Splendidly 
dressed, a local celebrity, he dines out with the notables of the place: 
those who flourish by stealing bread from the town prison; those who 
are God"s bishops but live only for food and drink. Among these 
persons figuring in StendhaFs vigorous satire of provincial society, 
Julien continues to move with adroitness, a man of subterfuge, hating 
them, yet using his tongue to conceal his thoughts, speaking fair words 
and telling them only “what they would like to hear/" 

But Julien is not merely a perfidious fellow who turns the methods 
of Jesuitism against the Jesuits. His concealed hatred of these provin- 
cial nabobs, we must note, is based on close observation of their busi- 
ness morals — as Stendhal himself observed them in Grenoble or Mar- 
seille in earlier life. For example, a sumptuous banquet to which Julien 
is invited, at the house of Valenod, the governor of the town jail, is 
interrupted by the noise of the hungry prisoners howling and singing 
obscene songs in the adjacent detention house. The crooked Valenod 
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at once sends a servant to silence the prisoners by force so that the 
feast may go on. "To stop them from singing!" Julien exclaims to 
himself. "Oh God, and thou suffereth it!" What vermin these people 
were; and he reflects: "The conventions are laws destined for me- 
diocrities by mediocrities." 

Yet the time comes when Julien must at last part from Mme. de Renal 
and enter the seminary of Besangon to study for the priesthood. A 
"skeleton army of defense" composed of fifty thousand priests holds 
down the people, and Julien, the unbelieving Jacobin, must join them. 
If he should become a bishop at forty, like the magnificent and per- 
fumed one he has met during that potentate's official visit to Veriieres, 
he too might have 100,000 francs a year! 

The gloomy opening scene of his initiation before the stern rector 
of the seminary, Pirard, is one of the most powerful chapters of the 
book, and in it Stendhal writes a bitter indictment of all such religious 
institutions. The description of Julien' s fellow students, of the way 
they eat — a test of their spiritualism — of the intrigues and dissensions 
within the seminary and bishopric, are further occasions for polemics 
against the orthodox religion. Julien is "persecuted" because he is the 
favorite of the honest Gallican, Pirard, who is also pursued by a cabal. 
Julien is hated too because, try as he may to conceal it, "he still has the 
air of thinking." And the Abbe Pirard says: "You will always be a 
stranger among them." 

Nevertheless he fasts and prays as hard as anyone, and shines forth 
as a theologian. How strong and astute he is, is shown by an examina- 
tion in Latin, during which one adroit father lures him into displaying 
his passionate admiration for Vergil, Horace, and other profane 
authors. Upon demand he recites lengthy passages of their poems from 
memory, seduced by his examiner's apparent approbation — until the 
other man, suddenly changing his expression, turns upon him and heaps 
bitter reproaches on his head for having wasted his time in such useless 
and sinful studies. 

Was Julien -shocked or indignant at this snare? No, he masters his 
feelings at once, and "with a modest air, replies : 'Sir, I am a fool, you 
are quite right.' " 

After finishing with the seminary, Julien' s first appointment — thanks 
to the favor of the Abbe Pirard — takes him to Paris as secretary 
to a minister of the King, the Marquis de la Mole. The picture of 
this great Paris establishment, in which Julien soon enjoys a most 
favored position, is drawn from the period of Stendhal's own youthful 
service with Count Pierre Daru. The re-education of the ex-peasant 
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now proceeds along aristocratic lines; yet, however finely polished he 
may seem, he remains on his guard, “so to speak a rebellious plebeian 
at war with society/' finding no happiness in this brilliant social world, 
but feeling- only secret scorn for it. The nobles and Ultra-Royalists 
whom he serves are empty-minded fops; dinners with them are tedious, 
full of dreary silences in which they wait for the master of the house to 
speak. The diplomacy, the political intrigue of their class, aimed at re- 
pressing the popular will as long as possible, is detestable to Julien, 
though he plays a notable part in it. More and more he is trusted by 
the Marquis de la Mole to carry out the most secret or delicate mis- 
sions. He is promoted in rank and salary, rewarded with a cross of 
honor; and yet he is eaten by doubt and disillusionment, the sense of 
never having attained his dreams. It is still “each for himself in this 
wilderness of egoism that is called life." He loves no man or woman — 
until Mathilde, the beautiful daughter of the marquis, begins to show 
some interest in him. 

At first, he is impressed only with her haughtiness, and tries to pique 
or humiliate her, but’ as time goes on she reveals an uncommon intel- 
lectual curiosity, becomes intrigued by the lowborn young priest, and 
fancies him as a man of natural force of passion “who will play a lead- 
ing role, if revolution comes again." Despite her aristocratic birth and 
training, she too (out of boredom?) seems to long for rebellion; and 
soon desires only Julien, abandoning her noble fiance and the idols 
of her class for his sake. For she needs “anxiety," the whip of danger 
to excite her. 

But he thinks only that “her pride of birth would be like a high 
fortified hill to be captured." The stratagems of Beylism are then ap- 
plied to her “subjugation." When, like one of those emancipated blue- 
stockings who appear more and more often in the Romantic age, 
Mathilde, in an unsolicited letter, declares her unconditional love for 
him, Julien, after some calculation, determines to preserve this for 
future use if need be, and has the letter copied and hidden away as 
evidence. “It must be admitted," Stendhal observes at this point, “that 
the look in Julien's eyes was atrocious, his whole expression hideous. 
It suggested unmitigated crime. He was an unhappy man at war with 
the whole of society." 2 

No, he would not spare her father, who employed, trusted, and re- 


2 Stendhal, the determinist, himself admitted later that Mathilde de la Mole did not conduct herself 
in accordance -with the pattern of social habits dominating her life, or the nineteenth century, hut 
harked back to the “energetic” era of Margaret of Navarre in the early sixteenth century — who had 
an ancestor of the Moles as her lover, and coolly watched his beheading from her window. 
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warded him, this misfortune. He would take what was offered and 
so triumph over those who, though using his services, at heart always 
despised him as a poor abbe, and a carpenter’s son. 

When at length the proud minister learns from his daughter, become 
enceinte, of her guilty connection with his secretary, and that it was 
formed at her own wish, he is at first overcome with wrath. But, like 
a man of the world, he is shown recovering promptly, then even arrang- 
ing for the ennoblement of Julien and an early marriage. 


3 

Up to now — to interrupt for a moment the resume of 7he Red and 
the Black— the intrigue of the novel has seemed plausible enough, and 
based on credible situations and characters, saving perhaps that of 
Mathilde. However, the fascination of the work, in which Stendhal, 
in an outburst of creative force, far exceeded anything he had previ- 
ously written, depends not so much upon the intrigue itself, full of 
novelty and dialectical brilliance though it is, as upon the profound 
psychological analysis that accompanies the action. And this running 
analysis intensifies, rather than weakens, the effect of reality and 
drama, adding, as it were, a new dimension. Exposing as he does the 
finest shades of motive and emotion, Stendhal, with his microscope, 
renders his principal characters more lifelike, more consistent with 
themselves, than any other romancer of his epoch. We have marvelous 
insights into human behavior in the ancient writers, in Boccaccio, Cer- 
vantes, and Shakespeare; but never, in the novel, certainly not in Field- 
ing, or even the wise Jane Austen, do we have the psychological portrait 
upon such an extended scale. Stendhal was breaking new ground ; one 
was to wait almost a half century for a Dostoevski — -whose 7he Pos- 
sessed forcibly invites comparison with his work — to meet his like 
again. Thus, at the flood tide of French romanticism, in the heyday of 
Dumas pere, we have one of romanticism’s innovators creating the 
methods of psychological realism, that appears (only superficially) to 
be the antithesis of literary romanticism, yet was its natural offspring. 

Only one younger contemporary, Balzac, was to equal Stendhal in 
psychological insight, and he was not yet fairly launched upon his vast, 
inchoate Cornedie humaine. But Balzac, like Flaubert after him, sees 
his characters always in the ensemble of their physical setting: their 
homes, their clothing, their appearances, all described as with a paint- 
er’s eye. It is by this sensuous method that Balzac obtains his best 
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effects of realism. Stendhal, using only the scantiest physical descrip- 
tion, locates or fixes his characters within the pattern of their mental 
habits, observed by an analytical rather than a sensuous process. He 
peers beneath the surface ensemble; his lifelong disposition toward 
"coldly scientific" dissection has helped him to know what there is 
inside people that makes them different. Hence even his exceptional 
characters, like Julien, appear consistent and credible; so with the other 
"superior personalities/" like M. de la Mole, or the very feminine Mme. 
de Renal, or the merchants, bishops, ministers, who are all made strik- 
ingly real, by one who profoundly observed the minds of such persons. 

Bur then few novelists, in modern times, have written with Sten- 
dhal's experience and wisdom of life behind them. Most writers do with 
only a few ideas, if any; not many novelists are truly intelligent, or 
have the intelligence of a Stendhal — certainly not a Balzac or Flaubert 
— so that every page he writes bubbles over with ideas . 3 For he is es- 
sentially the psychologist and moral philosopher, using the novel as 
the medium for his speculations, now ironical or paradoxical, now 
challenging by their profound truth. 

Since the end of the last century the figure of Julien Sorel has be- 
come a powerful symbol for many of our modern writers ; his words 
have been their articles of faith. Was he solely, as Sainte-Beuve wrote, 
the prototype of the "careerist . . . seeking only to make his way in 
the world, with the unique, cold passion of educated and impover- 
ished youth?" Was he but a figure of evil, a "sinful youth/" like the 
castaway Rousseau in early life? This was not Stendhal's idea, and we 
cannot understand the denouement, if we hold this view. 

Clearly Julien is the product of an unfortunate childhood, feels him- 
self persecuted, and only in self-defense becomes a calculating aggres- 
sor, eternally on the alert, fighting even against dangers invented in his 
own mind. Stendhal explained, in a letter written ten years after his 
novel appeared, that he had wished "to present a tender and honest 
young man, and made him ambitious, but also filled with imagination 
and illusions /' (Elsewhere he remarks that he has been much re- 
proached for having dared to picture a character of real "energy" and 
will.) 

Those "illusions" are important to bear in mind. But what are 

s Ube Red and tbe Black either enchants its readers at once or repels them. The "fanatics” of 
Stendhal, daring the 1880s and 1890s, memorized whole chapters of this novel and could not get 
Julien out of their minds. Some felt that they were never again the same men after reading the book! 
They even engaged in dialectical contests, questioning and answering each other in the terms of 
Stendhal and his characters. I speak of Paul Bourget, Maurice Barres, and their circle of friends, in 
early youth. But Taine, earlier than they, confesses to having read it over eighty-four times! 

342 



“THE RED AND THE BLACK” 


they? We know that he has ideas of martial heroism, of personal honor, 
even of political liberalism; he is scrupulous about money, loyal in his 
services, and none can bribe him, for he does not really desire worldly 
gains. Though he can be coldly logical or ‘'Jesuitical" toward men, 
those who are sincere and approach him with pure hearts, his old Abbe 
de Chelan, or the republican tradesman, Fouque, can move him to tears 
with a word of true kindness. For he is as sensitive as Rousseau's Saint 
Preux. Constantly he asks himself, where do I belong, what will I do 
in this sort of world in which I have been born? And he promises him- 
self: "I will not follow the bourgeois, middle-of-the-road way of life, 
I seek rather some revolutionary exaltation!" When his elder friend, 
Fouque, in Verrieres, offers him a profitable partnership in trade, he 
firmly rejects it, for the very reason that "it would lead to an assured 
well-being, and mediocrity," but away from "the heroic dreams of his 
youth." What he seeks is a life of action, danger, struggle, ambition; 
he is an "exalted soul." For the sake of his "ideal plan" he will deny 
all moral inhibitions, giving free reign to his ego. Unlike other roman- 
tic heroes, this French (and Napoleonic) precursor of Nietzsche's 
Webermenscb knows what he wants: freedom and the fullness of self- 
realization. "Be thyself!" is his guiding thought. 

Thus in the figure of Altamira, brave Spanish conspirator, whom he 
meets in Paris society, he recognizes a man after his own heart (like 
Stendhal's friend Di Fiore, who inspired the same aphorism), and he 
exclaims with admiration: "There is a man who has won the only 
distinction which cannot be bought today — -that of being condemned 
to death." 

But then, thinking of the great and implacable leaders of the French 
Revolution, Mirabeau, Danton who stole, Napoleon who looted, he 
asks himself if moral compunctions may be permitted to arrest the 
march of humanity toward progress and imperil the welfare of the 
many. "Is it not permissible to kill two or three men in order to save 
four?" And turning upon Mathilde, his aristocratic mistress, with a 
terrible regard — this, too, thrills her — he cries: "In a word, mademoi- 
selle, may not the man who longs to drive ignorance and crime from 
the earth sweep through us all like a storm, doing evil as if by chance?" 

To sum up, Julien, like Stendhal, is a divided personality, perhaps 
the first truly split personality in the novel, it has been remarked; and 
the key to his character lies in Stendhal's. While being ideologistic he 
is "Castilian" and romantic; his "illusions" are Rousseauist intuitions 
or Ideals. Complex, self-conscious, willful, and skeptical though he may 
be, he is after all but Stendhal's highly original, "anti-romantic" variant 
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of the romantic rebel typified by Byron's Childe 'Harold , or Hugo's 
Hernani . In the end, in the supreme crisis of his life, the unconscious 
— as I translate Stendhal's imprevu , or "unexpected" — the mysticism 
of the deed will overthrow all that is planful and logical in his life. To 
solve his moral dilemmas he will destroy himself. But such as he is, 
amoral, in conflict with himself, filled with "dangerous thoughts," yet 
reaching toward supreme self-knowledge, Julien is a superior and more 
refined conception than the other famous romantic heroes, who, in 
comparison with him, were such simpletons. While they have lost 
favor, Julien is the fictional creation of nineteenth-century romanti- 
cism who most haunts the twentieth century. In creating him, Sten- 
dhal showed himself "the first modern man," as the painter, Andre 
Masson, has said. 


4 

But to take up the thread of the plot again, while the Marquis de la 
Mole, though hating Julien, arranges for his marriage with Mathilde, 
a blow falls that precipitates disaster. Julien had proposed to the mar- 
quis that he investigate his record by writing a letter of inquiry to 
Mme. de Renal. In reply came a letter written by her hand, but 
copied from a letter composed by her confessor, denouncing Julien 
as one who seduced women for the sake of money and position. 
Doubtless he was repeating his misdeeds at the Moles'. The mar- 
quis, now determined that Julien must never be his son-in-law, for- 
bids the marriage and orders Mathilde to have her child in secret. In 
an indescribable state of emotion, Julien departs for Verrieres, arrives 
at the church there on a Sunday morning, and from behind a pillar 
fires at Mme. de Renal twice with his pistol. The first shot misses; at 
the second she falls, and he surrenders himself to the police, declaring 
with Stendhalian precision: "I have committed homicide with pre- 
meditation. Under Clause Number 1,342 of the Code, I know that I 
must be condemned to death." A characteristic touch, this, bringing 
up the little true fact that savors so much of reality; and it matters 
little that there happen to be less than a thousand clauses in the Civil 
Code, so that the number given is wrong. In no less, original a manner 
Julien, soon afterward, urges his lawyer to speak in his defense "with- 
out too many long periods," for he holds the overemphatic, inflated 
style of oratory in horror. 

Once in prison (a place that holds a spell for Stendhal) , Julien un~ 
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dergoes a kind of transfiguration. Remorseful and proud, he meditates, 
reviewing his brief, eventful life, probing for its meaning. By the cathar- 
sis of the shot he fired, ambition is destroyed in him and he prepares, 
as if with joy in his heart, for death. Mathilde rushes to his side; to 
save him, she spends masses of gold louis, seeks to move altar and 
throne. But he repels her, saying that he wishes to die : "Leave me my 
ideal life!" he exclaims; and remarks to himself: ‘"'Strange that I did 
not know how to enjoy life until its end approached so near/’’ 

When he learns that Mme. de Renal was only wounded and is on the 
way to recovery, he is made happier than ever, but none the less re- 
signed to death. 

After having given us, in his first volume, dealing with the provin- 
cial scene, a pioneer experiment in psychological realism, a veritable 
slice of life created out of his own memories, Stendhal, in the second 
volume of 7he Red and the Black , especially its closing chapters, is 
less the realist and more the novelist of ideas. As in a play by George 
Bernard Shaw, the characters become his mouthpieces; they have 
been that in great measure throughout, but at the end become exclu- 
sively so. The penchant of Stendhal, as Balzac said, was for the "liter- 
ature of ideas/' Granted certain premises of material environment and 
heredity (such as Julien's peasant energy) , the rest must follow a logic 
of "probabilities/' 

The prison scene now becomes fabulous or allegorical rather than 
realistic. Here at last, in the confining antechamber of death, the tor- 
mented Julien finds "freedom/' His friends who gather to defend him, 
such as the liberal Fouque, the aged Abbe de Chelan, serve as disciples 
to this rebellious plebeian, this antichrist, who now appears like a 
saint seeking martyrdom. Mme. de Renal, whom he has subcon- 
sciously longed for, rejoins him; of course she had not been responsi- 
ble for the letter dictated by her confessor. She had hoped, in trans- 
ports of joy, only to "die at the hands of her Julien." And he con- 
fesses to himself that it was not the fear of death but "the absence of 
Mme. de Renal that had oppressed his spirit." When she joins him in 
prison their love is at last openly and fully realized. The prison thus 
becomes a boudoir. Mathilde attempts to banish the older woman, 
who has made the first and deepest imprint upon Julien, but he informs 
her coolly that she is merely his "wife," while the other is his "mis- 
tress." However, the high-willed Mathilde also clings to him, and so 
he has two Magdalens as well as apostles. Everybody comes into the 
prison and discusses everything until his cell begins to resemble a grist 
mill in a small country town. Since he refuses to use some Julienesque 
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stratagem to escape punishment — now quite feasible, since Mme. de 
Renal has recovered — and instead expounds his philosophy to all his 
visitors, the prison also becomes a rostrum. As in the legendary trial 
and death of Socrates, Julien places every obstacle in the way of 
his reprieve. True to himself, he always says or does the unexpected. 

At his trial he makes an address to the jury that is an epopee of de- 
fiance, a poem of indignation and scorn, denouncing the Philistines 
who judge him, and inviting them to condemn him. The prisoner's 
statement proclaiming himself an enemy of their caste seals his doom: 

. . Gentlemen, 1 do not have the honor to belong to your class; you see 
In me a peasant who revolted against the baseness of his fortune. 

, cf I ask no mercy of you,” he continued, raising his voice. "I have no illusions, 
but see that death awaits me, and that it will be just. . . . But even if I were 
less guilty, it would not matter, for I see men before me who would punish and 
discourage forever those youths who, born in an inferior class and ... op- 
pressed by poverty, have the luck to procure a good education, and the pre- 
sumption to mingle in what the rich call society.” 

Julien's final utterances upon life and death bring him to his end in 
brilliant style. "Tomorrow/' he observes, thinking of the guillotine, 
T have an appointment for a duel with a gentleman of great skill who 
never misses his mark." 

But in those last night hours he asks himself if there is a God, and if 
he is the gentle Abbe Fenelon's God of mercy, or only the cruel God 
of the Old Testament whom he does not wish to meet. Looking back 
over his twenty-three years, he exclaims: T have loved truth — where is 
it? Everywhere charlatans and hypocrites." Unregenerate, he concludes 
that there is no ""natural right . . . only that of self-defense, the force 
of the lion at bay, the need of the hungry or the cold. ... In short, 
in the beginning there was need." 

His judgment of himself is significant: ’1 have been ambitious ; 1 
have acted in accordance with the conventions of the times/’ The peo- 
ple who had condemned him were merely cheats who had not yet 
been caught in the act; and the chief of his jurors, Valenod, the cor- 
rupt governor of the Verrieres prison, was a hundred times more in- 
jurious to society than Julien. 

""This philosophy might be true, but it was of a nature to make 
Julien desire death," is the author's brief, parting commentary on him. 

Thus the subversive Julien Sorel goes to his end, in scenes as rich 
in the substance of religious legend as they are ""Freudian": there is 
the alienated libido and the expiating martyr, ""in love with death"; 
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and there is the mother fixation connected with the middle-aged Mme- 
de Renal, and the return to the dark womb of earth which is the prison. 
Over his personality and its meaning men have debated for a century 
and will continue so long as youth feels its natural sensibilities out- 
raged by the experience of the real world, and lives in secret conflict 
with society, giving but false allegiance to interests, institutions, or 
parties it secretly scorns. For are there not Julien Sorels everywhere 
among us in American society today, already aware of its contradic- 
tions, increasingly poisoned with disillusionment and revulsion? So 
long as the dilemma of Julien recurs, so long as he is a symptom of a 
malaise, men will remember him and study his case. 

By virtue of this novel alone Stendhal has remained essentially “the 
man who appeals to us in confused moments, epochs of disturbed 
social conditions and disorder. . . . Periodically, when individual 
ambitions are baffled, when the historical movement of society seems 
deadlocked, when our young people feel that the experience and disci- 
plines they must accept are hateful or painful, and their position in 
the world dubious or equivocal, at odds with society or with classes'" — 
with the return of such Stendhalian periods, agitated, embittered, and 
full of clashing influences, Stendhal wins converts again. 4 

In 7he Red and the Black , the antinomy, the contradiction in Sten- 
dhal's thought becomes evident; it has troubled many of his most sym- 
pathetic critics who hold this to be one of the great novels of the ages 
1 — a “Human Comedy" not in forty volumes but in one. We have in 
this book the eighteenth-century rationalist, the religious skeptic and 
political liberal overwhelmingly concerned with the irrational and the 
unconscious. Stendhal advocates an ideology, a logic for the pursuit 
of happiness ; yet his hero is shown destroyed by the unexpected or 
irrational, and expresses a final disbelief in the existence of any nat- 
ural law. Julien, it has been said, is “Napoleon without the sword" 

4 Blum: Stendhal et le "Beylisme, pp. 312-13. 

It is the contention of one school of Stendhalians that Julien SoreFs life is a. parable of the New 
Testament (“. . . Cette ctme de feu , noble et genereuse," as the author describes him). Zola, who 
of course was a partisan of the “Reds,” found Julien “une noble nature , sensible, delicate . . . 

au fond le plus noble esprit du monde. . . And Leon Blum, later, added: “One seeks in vain 
to learn what is the crime of Julien Sorel. . . . Throughout his career, at the Renals*, in the semi- 
nary, in Paris, he acts with perfect probity, ever loyal and without meanness, never betraying a 
confidence. One finds here none of the cheating of Rousseau or the commonplace peccadillos of 
youth.” And to one contemporary student, Professor Ramon Guthrie of Dartmouth College, Julien’s 
difficulties flow from his unmitigated honesty and from his being “truly religious.” To support this 
view Stendhal is cited as saying: “He [Julien] was a believer— what did the hypocrisies of the 
priests matter to him? Could they remove the power of the truth or alter the sublimity of the idea of 
God?” 
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operating In society; he has also been likened to “the romantic outlaw* 
of Gothic fiction. In him, it has been charged, we have “the romantic 
will,” which is in reality '"nothing but instinct parading as Machiavel- 
lian reason.” This comes down to anarchic individualism, as it is prac- 
ticed in the modern world. When, according to this view, his ego en- 
ters into conflict with the needs of society, he is doomed to self- 
destruction . 5 

But such a view ignores the validity of Stendhal's premise that so- 
ciety, as constituted in the industrial age since the early nineteenth 
century, in the first place imposes war upon the individual. The Julien 
Sorels are driven to fight for their existence singly or collectively be- 
cause of the very absence of acceptable values, traditions, or moral 
codes — such as the New Humanists or Thomists hold should exist to 
restrict the ego and the will, though they offer nothing truly acceptable 
to fill the void. 

But Julien Sorel is no unreflecting, hysterical hero of Byron or Mus- 
set; he is no example of a disordered, lyrical expansiveness. His faith 
in reason or logic remains unaltered; he sees his case dispassionately, 
analyzes it for us himself. The reasons for his warfare with society in 
his time are dearly set forth. Those reasons are still valid. In short, 
though Julien, like his author, has his ties with the Romantic period, 
historically speaking, his divergences from the typical characters of 
that literary era who were, after all, the products of Christian thought, 
are no less marked. 

It would be wrong to think of Stendhal, though bound up with 
the Romantic movement, as one with the Byrons and Chateaubriands. 
Unlike them, he repeatedly declared : “I do not say that I have been 
persecuted by men. ... I say that men are dominated by vanity and 
self-interest/" The task is therefore to study these motives of interest 
and passion. He also wrote: “I do not believe that society owes me 
anything in the least. . . . Society pays for what It wants.” 

Stendhal" s own spirit was not turned toward violence and self- 
destruction; ambition in him underwent the most curious lapses. The 
quest of happiness did not lead him to struggle for power, but in- 
creasingly toward a life of inward harmony, toward tranquillity, much 
like the followers of Epicurus who were Stoics at heart. 

Stendhal's function was both diagnostic and prophetic; he pictures a 
society whose false authorities and pharisaical social code breed indi- 
vidual and group maladjustment. The problem of sexual therapy looms 
large in his thought, as it was to be central in Freud's. The problem of 

'William Troy, ‘'Stendhal,” 7be Partisan Review, Jan.-Feb., 1942. 
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class hatred, the group sense of inferiority, so to speak, is equally 
prominent. 

Though universal enough in his interests, like a Goethe or Voltaire, 
he offered no “complete" or closed system of philosophy, but rather 
a critical and suggestive one. One must not read him too literally or 
humorlessly where, with design, he sets off his petards to waken those 
of us who have allowed their consciences to fall asleep. 

But in his great novel, as everywhere in his intimate writings, 
are scattered suggestions or proposals for that “transvaluation of 
values" which Nietzsche was to undertake a half century later in a 
wholly different spirit from Stendhal's. Stendhal's “Happy Few" — 
those who understand his “logic" of the pursuit of happiness — would 
become Nietzsche's elite of “supermen" pursuing power . 6 However, 
the unhappy Nietzsche (who was no Nazi, in truth, but suffered 
rather from the literal debasement of some of his ideas) served the 
same function as Stendhal, in administering a devastating criticism of 
our social idols and challenging us to overhaul our whole moral system, 
a work that is always to be done over and over again. And long be- 
fore him, Stendhal had asked us, in effect, to determine what goals 
our ethics propose. He overturns and probes everything; and it is not 
surprising that Nietzsche, the real founder of modern psychology and 
pragmatism, read him with delight, when almost none read him, and 
wrote in Ecce ‘Homo .* 

Stendhal is one of the happiest accidents of my life . . . and is quite price- 
less, with his anticipatory psychologist's eye; with his grasp of facts, reminiscent 
of the greatest master of facts (ex ungue Hapoleoneum) . 

Stendhal, however, was no mere reckless defender of the unbridled 
ego, or the expansive will (any more than Nietzsche later). He was, 
admittedly or not, both a follower of Rousseau, the teacher of the 
morality of passion and enthusiasm, and of the materialists who op- 
posed Rousseau. Long and earnestly he expounded the rational and 
utilitarian theory of human morals; he proposed a “logic" of happi- 
ness and continued to urge this to the end. He was clairvoyant enough 
to see the unconscious, the irrational, the violent in man, and face the 
problems .they imposed courageously — unknown areas to be explored, 

6 As early as 1817 lie had dedicated the second volume of his History of Painting in Italy, in cryp- 
tic fashion "Jo the Happy Jew." This is the first hint of the idea of a cultured elite which, for 
Stendhal, included only those choice souls who understood the art of pursuing happiness. “That 
explains the whole book; I dedicate it to sensitive souls/’ he said in this dedication. 

Elsewhere he refers to the Happy Few as those who “oddly enough have the habit of thinking as 
they read.” 
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to be conquered by knowledge, still to be mastered today. With age, 
Stendhal continued to perfect the tools of analysis and judgment in 
himself. His reasoning upon men and events shows a marvelous dis- 
crimination and sensibility, actually balancing the demands of intelli- 
gence against those of intuition or sensibility. The irreconcilables, the 
contradictions in Julien Sorel are synthesized artistically in the novel. 
In Stendhal's own personality they are reconciled in the art and man- 
ner of his life, day by day. This is no doubt part of his enduring in- 
terest for modern man. 

But even Stendhal's modern opponents testify to the "obsessive" 
and "terrifying" reality that his julien Sorel holds for us today; clear 
evidence that the conditions making for such character are present in 
greater force than ever. Proof enough of Stendhal's enduring value as 
prophet and truth sayer. 


5 

When Jhe Red and the Black appeared several months after the 
July Revolution in 1830 — it would certainly have been suppressed by 
the Prince de Polignac if his wretched ministry had continued — ex- 
citement still prevailing in France contributed to its being neglected, 
though decidedly less so than Stendhal's other books. What atten- 
tion it received was fiercely hostile. Jules Janin, one of the most pow- 
erful literary critics of the day, slated the book in the Journal des 
dehats , calling it an "amphitheater for the dissection of moral lepro- 
sies" and a "defamation of the human soul." Yet Janin, though terming 
him a "cruel mocker who believed nothing and respected nothing," 
bestowed some indirect flattery, and predicted that the author would be 
more widely read in future years than in his own time. Even Stendhal's 
friend Merimee refused to come to his defense, holding that the "aim 
of art is not to show this side of the human soul." In other words 
Stendhal was vigorously denounced as a moral scoundrel, but to his 
delight he was no longer ignored, and his novel attained a moderately 
successful sale of fifteen hundred copies. 

He pretended to understand nothing of all the attacks on him, and 
puzzled his friends, now by denying, now by admitting that Julien 
Sorel was based on himself: 

Good heavens! [he wrote to Mme. Ancelot], When did I ever climb a ladder 
to your boudoir window? Doubtless I often desired to do so, but did I ever show 
such boldness? 
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However, to that mischief-maker among writers, Henri de Latouche, 
he said: “Julien Sorel, c’est mot .” 

Printed in May 1830, the actual publication and sale of 7he Hed 
and the Black was seriously delayed, up to November, by the outburst 
of the very revolution it prophesied. 

For years Stendhal had waited for this event with impatience. In 
1825, he had witnessed the funeral of General Foy, popular chief of 
the Liberal party, attended by 100,000 persons, who made the funeral 
procession an occasion for insurrectionary rioting. In April 1827, he 
had seen riots at a review of the National Guard in Paris, when, with 
Charles X looking on, soldiers cried out to him : "Down with the Min- 
istry!" But the Bourbon monarch had fixed his mind only upon restor- 
ing the absolute rule of Louis XIV. The appointment of the reaction- 
ary Polignac as his Prime Minister in 1829, the Ordinances of July 26, 
1830, finally suppressing freedom of the press, and the annulment of 
recent elections in order to prepare a new, more restricted electoral 
law were unbearable provocations that led finally to the explosion of 
July 27, 1830. Even the ineffable Talleyrand, who had brought back 
the Bourbons In 1814, was saying that they would have to be driven 
out again that France might have peace. 

Stendhal had feared up to the last, as did even Armand Carrel, the 
fiery republican leader, that military force might prevail once more. 
But on July 27, the people pouring out into the streets with wild en- 
thusiasm, the trees felled in the main avenues, the barricades, the 
steady rattle of musketry told another story. On the following cli- 
mactic day, the 28th, he was in his room quietly reading Napoleon's 
I 'Memorial de Sainie -Helene — as a dated marginal note of his reveals 
— while outside, in the center of town, near the Rue de Choiseul where 
he lived : 

[Page 147]: Fusillade, platoon firing while I read this page 1:15 p.m. [Page 
148]: Complete sang-froid of the people. . . . [Page 195]: Beginning of gun- 
fire that I hear in reading this page. Those are the Jesuits who are shooting . . . 
1:45 p.m. [Page 151]: Platoon firing, very steady, now at 1 :51. [Page 201]: 
1:55. The firing which was in the east has passed to the south. It is less intense. 
Platoon firing near the Carrousel or in that general direction. 

It was entirely typical of the now middle-aged Stendhal, who in 
youth had hankered only to witness great events or know great sensa- 
tions, that he refrained from mounting any barricades, making inflam- 
matory speeches, or using a pistol, which he handled well, but instead 
sat quietly reading a book. Neither great crimes (such as he pretended 
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to admire) nor acts of heroism, such as he advocated, were undertaken 
by him. For him, violence was henceforth to be an exclusively literary 
exercise. Yet the firing brought his own liberation steadily nearer. 

On the third of the cc Joly Days/” the 29th, when the armed people 
of Paris finally defeated the King's men, the happy Stendhal could no 
longer contain his curiosity, and that morning, as he tells us, went to 
the Palais Royal section, and there, squatting on his posteriors behind 
the pillars of the Theatre Francais, listened to the music of the musket 
balls and witnessed the final rout of the Swiss Guards. 

It is my duty to add here that, undismayed b3 r many previous re- 
verses, our impenitent, bewigged Lovelace had recently acquired a new 
and youthful mistress, his eleventh or twelfth, I estimate. For one of 
his random autobiographical notes on the 1830 revolt tells us: "I spent 
the night of July 29 with Mme. G. to calm her terror." 

During the 1 820s Stendhal used to make the paradoxical statement 
that he felt himself at heart an aristocrat who "hated the rabble, yet 
at the same time most passionately desired their happiness under the 
name of the "people/ " 

But now he declared that "never in his life would he forget the beau- 
tiful sky of July 29 and the tricolor floating again above the Tuileries 
Palace" for the first time in fifteen years. And it was the rabble who 
had done the fighting! "For every man who owned a coat, ten wore 
smocks and were without stockings." The common people showed 
themselves both brave and magnanimous. They alone had courage and 
energy, he exclaimed once more, writing from Italy, a few months 
later. He was then defending his novel, ‘She Tied and the B lack r which 
had been locked in the printing shop during the battle, and said: 

Look at July 1830, when ten thousand of the rabble fought, Heaven knows 
why! And not a Montmorency among them! Not one, and everything was going 
their way. Those people [the aristocrats] would have fought in a duel; but good 
tone forbade, under pain of eternal disgrace, that they should fight in the streets. 

The memory of the 29th of July, he also said in a letter of August 
15, 1830, was ineffaceable: 

The more one is separated by time, and looks back at the great week, as M. 
de Lafayette terms it, the more surprising it seems. It is like the effect produced 
by colossal statues. By Mont Blanc, which is more sublime seen from below, at 
twenty leagues from Geneva, than at its base. 

All that the newspapers have reported in praise of the common people is 
true. . . . Out of one hundred men on the 28 July, only one man was well 
clad. The lowest canaille was heroic and full of the most noble generosity after 
the battle. 
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The Bourbon king, Charles X, morosely rode off to England. The 
cry was for a true constitution, two chambers, and universal suffrage. 
"Lafayette is the anchor of our liberties/' Stendhal surmised. But the 
King's cousin, Louis Philippe, the Duke of Orleans, was in the offing 
as a compromise arrangement, as he also foresaw. In any case the 
press would be free ; his heretical novel could be published ; his liberal 
friends would now compose the party in power. None too soon, for 
Stendhal's fine clothes were almost threadbare, his pockets were empty. 
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O N THAT tumultuous summer day of 1830 it was General 
Lafayette, then the idol of the republican Left, who had saved 
France for law and order, and from the steps of the Hotel de 
Ville in Paris conferred his blessings upon Louis Philippe as “the best 
of republicans.” Stendhal, somewhat earlier, had prophesied that in the 
event of collapse of the Bourbon regime, the Duke of Orleans, rich, 
clever, enlightened as he was believed to be, would have the ardent 
support of “every bourgeois with four thousand to six thousand francs 
a year.” The Citizen King had often expressed his admiration for 
English parliamentary institutions; he began by flattering the republi- 
cans and choosing a government “a little left of center.” Besides, La- 
fayette, chief of the National Guard (whose wonderfully wavering 
qualities w r ere not yet appreciated) , was considered the power behind 
the new king, and a guarantee that promises of reform would be hon- 
ored. 

What followed was to be most disillusioning to the little people who, 
as Stendhal testifies, gallantly did all the fighting in July. But what was 
most important for him at the moment was that the Liberals, those 
genteel conspirators who under Lafayette's banner foregathered at 
Tracy’s parlor, now controlled the loaves and fishes of public offices. 
Joining the rush for jobs, Stendhal sent his card around, and with the 
"heroic” support of his own and Lafayette’s friends, came out in Sep- 
tember 1830 with something less thaA he had hoped for, no prefecture, 
alas, but at any rate a consulship at Trieste, then Austrian territory, 
and a salary of twelve thousand francs a year. From this he would have 
to deduct several thousand francs for the expenses of his establish- 
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ment and staff. But whereas in 1829 he had been in despair and had 
thought seriously of "saying good night to everybody/' the 1830 Revo- 
lution saved him from penury and made him, in truth, almost rich. 

Another stroke of fortune, as he would term it, had come to him 
earlier that year, at the time when he was finishing Jbe JZed and ,tbe 
Black. On an evening in January, while at the home of Cuvier, the 
natural scientist, he had shown himself in such rare conversational 
form that a young Italian lady who was present was much taken by 
him. On leaving she had offered to conduct him in her carriage to his 
home in the Rue de Choiseul, and engaged him in animated talk upon 
Italy and love. Only a few days later, meeting him again, the impetu- 
ous young woman declared: "I love you!" She added: '"I know well 
that you are old and ugly . . . but I love you." One day in March 
1830, she surrendered herself to him without reservation or regret. 

He was not merely pleased, but surprised, for he could now make 
no claims to youthfulness, and he noted down in a scrap of diary, 
"Come, jump. Marquis ! Think of it, four days after forty-seven years 
a young girl tells you.* C 1 love you!' " 

The lady, Giulia Rinieri, was nineteen at the time, and was of good 
family, being the niece and adopted daughter of Daniele Berlinghieri, 
who served as Minister to France for the Grand Duke of Tuscany. 
How serious the affair was for Stendhal is shown by the fact that he 
used the utmost discretion, wrote almost nothing about her, never 
boasted of Giulia to his friends; only long afterward did the curious 
Merimee learn of his having a "rich and amiable young Italian woman" 
as his mistress. 

These days he suffered from gout and "gravel," and began to en- 
tertain serious fears for his health. He had quite despaired of ever 
arousing again a genuine passion for himself in a woman he might 
love. Yet now in the autumn of his life came this new love of a young 
girl. In November 1830, as he prepared to make the long journey to 
the city on the Adriatic, faced with years of loneliness and boredom 
in a foreign land, he determined to seek Giulia's hand in marriage. To 
her uncle and guardian he wrote humbly : 

It is perhaps a great presumption on my part, poor and old as I am, to avow 
that I would consider the supreme happiness of my life assured if I could 
obtain the hand of yo ur niece. 

The sole fortune I have is my office; I am forty-seven years old; I am too 
poor to be concerned with the dowry of Mademoiselle. Even if I were rich I 
would not be any more interested in that. I regard it as a miracle to have been 
loved at forty-seven. . . . 
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However, Signor Berlinghleri, who knew something of M. Beyle's 
reputation, postponed a decision, evidently hoping that his niece would 
soon forget her strange infatuation. Stendhal departed alone for Italy. 
In Trieste, he who had so vehemently denounced the marriage bond 
now lived only in anticipation of forming it with his Giulia. In a re- 
newed plea, he offered to have Giulia arrange to stay with him only six 
months of the year, spending the rest of the time with her aged uncle, 
to whom she was greatly attached. Tremulously he laid plans for their 
marriage to be held in one of the lovely lakeside towns of the Italian 
Alps, his favorite retreat. 

He waited. The next year, 1831, when Giulia and her uncle came to 
Siena, their native city, Stendhal paid them a discreet visit, remained 
as Berlinghieri' s guest for several days, and renewed his suit, though 
in vain. Since he was an unwelcome and suspicious representative 
of France in the realm of the Austrian Emperor, his mysterious visit 
to Florence and Siena, in November 1831, was carefully watched by 
the Duke of Tuscany's police, who were in close touch with Metter- 
nich's espionage organization. Besides, the times in Italy had been 
threatening ever since the July Revolution in Paris; whole provinces 
had risen in insurrection under the Carbonari. And so the notorious 
and impious Liberal was once more shadowed by police spies both in 
Florence and Siena. Their report showed that he had called on the 
French ambassador to Rome, who had halted during a voyage to Paris, 
at Florence. Also that he had entered a bookshop, the usual haunt of 
subversive men, and “though there were Liberals there, did not speak 
to them, but only read the newspapers. . . . Nothing reprehensible 
had been discovered in the movements of Signor Beyle/' 1 How re- 
lieved the Grand Duke and his officers would have been if they had 
discovered the woman in the case! 

To his grief, his marriage offer was finally rejected, though in most 
friendly terms, on the ground of difference in age. Two years later, 
he was deeply chagrined to learn that Giulia had married another and 
younger man. He seemed fated to live out his days alone, and now 
entering his sixth decade, no longer enjoyed his bachelor state. Be- 
sides, Italy was no longer the paradise it had been for him in his youth. 
It is dangerous to retrace one's steps. The years that he, now passed 
there were disconsolate. A measure of happiness remained (though 
limited) , for Giulia's feeling toward him did not change after marriage. 


1 H. Martineau, £e Divan, Mars-Avril, 1935, presents an extract of the old police archives, which 
bears out StendhaUs conviction that he was often persecuted and spied upon. 
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At long intervals, once in a year or two, by dint of wearisome jour- 
neys, he continued to see her again secretly. 

He had arrived in Trieste on November 25, 1830, donned an im- 
posing blue uniform, with high embroidered collar and gold buttons, 
and taken charge of his office, which employed a half-dozen clerks and 
consular agents. The consulate was established in one of the handsom- 
est villas of the port, and had six large high-ceilinged rooms. By social 
precedent, the French consul had the place of one of the first citizens 
of the town. “In the street people uncover their heads and bow to the 
ground before me," he reported with amusement. His duties, including 
the routine of issuing vises, inspection of ships, and reports on trade, 
afforded him at first a pleasant distraction, and he described them as 
on the whole a cheerful and “paternal labor/' 

He had desired a “warm haven" for his old age, but soon found 
that Trieste, represented as a place of gentle climate, suffered from the 
borea, a cold wind sweeping offshore that gave him the miseries. The 
vast German porcelain stove in his house overheated the place so much 
that he felt suffocated. Not less suffocating was the society of the 
provincial Austro-Italian city. Though he came armed with letters 
from M. Meyerbeer, the composer, to Trieste's leading hostess, a cer- 
tain Frau Reyer (who was of Italian descent), and though she and 
other persons he met, who formed the best society of the town, re- 
ceived him hospitably enough each night, he grew restive. They were 
respectable “barbarians," he found, and so unspeakably dull; one could 
not flirt with their women, or venture a witticism. The port “opened 
on the Orient," and was filled with Slavic and Turkish sailors; the sea 
and the surrounding hills were magnificent; yet Trieste offered too few 
distractions. He was forced to dine in lonely splendor “like some great 
milord," because protocol demanded that he eat with none of inferior 
rank, “a great vexation to me!" Besides, he was well aware that he 
must be circumspect; his conduct was closely watched. 

December 4, 1830, he wrote to the Baron de Mareste: 

I am like Augustus, I desired empire, but in desiring it I did not know what ' 
it was. 

I have tried not to play a single trick on anyone since I came here; have said 
not a word that tried to amuse; I have not seen the sister of any man; in short 
I have been most prudent and am dying of boredom. 

The playful Stendhal was now “as cautious as Telemachus." It was 
hard. His letters were, as usual, written in his queer code, signed by 
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false names and falsely date-marked. But nothing helped. Prince Met- 
ternich, who literally looked under his bed every night for wicked lib- 
erals, wanted him out. 

Only a few weeks after his appointment the Austrian Foreign Minis- 
try and the Papal Government exchanged information about him and 
his writings, v/hich they easily recognized under the nom de plume of 
"de Stendhal/' Soon a message went from Prince Metternich to Paris 
refusing his exequatur for this suspicious character who, only two 
years before, had been expelled from Austrian-ruled Milan. 

The new king of France, in these grave times — when Poland, Italy, 
Spain, even England suffered from popular unrest — was haunted by 
fear of the Holy Alliance and a new invasion. Metternich must be ap- 
peased, and Consul Beyle must therefore be shifted. "1 am but a bird of 
passage," Stendhal commented on receiving this news early in 1831. 

In Paris, reaction had already begun, and the aging Lafayette was 
removed from leadership of the National Guard. The cautious King 
Louis Philippe, far from aiding the revolutionary patriots in Italy or 
Poland who called on democratic France for help, busily repressed 
riots in Lyons and Paris. The statesmen who counseled him now were 
conservatives such as Guizot; and a man like Beyle was something of 
an embarrassment. His novel, 7he Tied and the 'Black, just then being 
slated in the press, was a minor literary scandal, and the learned but 
devout Minister Guizot spoke of Beyle, whom he had met, as a "scoun- 
drel." 

Stendhal now desired a decoration, a Cross of the Legion of Honor, 
in recognition of his former services to the government under Na- 
poleon. In the manner of Jiilien Sorel, he remarked in one letter to a 
friend: "You have no idea how much superiority is enjoyed here by 
diplomats who are 'crucified/ " At a dinner in Trieste a pompous fool 
of a Russian consul had been given precedence over him, because he 
wore three decorations. But the French consul was given no decora- 
tion by Guizot, despite his earnest petitions. Indeed he believed that 
he owed his failure to win some superior place to that statesman's 
animus against him. A copy of 7he Tied and the Black from Stendhal's 
own library has been found marked at one of its most heretical pas- 
sages with the note: "Cost me a prefecture — Guizot — August 1830/' 
The authorities in France, he concluded, "disliked people with ideas. 
Never will a government, no matter what kind it is, sincerely endeavor 
to protect any literature that is not dull . . . and void of ideas. Ideas 
are the bugaboo of people in power." To avoid arousing the jealousy 
of His Excellency the Prime Minister, himself a noted historian, Sten- 
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dhal now resolved: ‘7 will print no more. . . /' His novel was sought 
after; but cautiously he avoided having it reprinted for the time being, 
while he waited to learn if it pleased the Papal Government that he 
might be transferred to a post in Civita Vecchia. 

How he lamented now that he had a father who had ruined him- 
self! Had he known what was to come, he would have studied to be- 
come "an extractor of teeth, or a lawyer. Anything, rather than to sit 
and tremble for a job in which one croaks of boredom/' 

In the spring of 1831 came confirmation of his assignment to the 
little port outside of Rome, whose College of Cardinals had evidently 
decided to overlook him for the time being. In leisurely fashion, he rode 
across the Peninsula, through territory reported to be controlled by 
turbulent Carbonari or banditti, but without misadventure. 


2 

Italy was in a very interesting condition from a political viewpoint. 
The events of the preceding July in Paris had inspired many Italians 
with the idea of imitating the French, and the Romagna and Marches, 
the strip of Papal Territories south of Venice, were the focal point of 
trouble, as they were the worst-governed regions in Europe. Here the 
Carbonari and the liberals fought against the Papal troops, who were 
often aided by a hired canaille of hungry banditti, out for plunder, 
organized and uniformed by the conservative authorities under the 
banner of the "San Fedisti" to fight the revolutionists. Treachery, 
espionage, torture, and assassination also featured this intermittent 
civil struggle. For example, in Bologna, under Papal rule, the popu- 
lace had risen in desperation and was besieged by the government 
troops; Stendhal was obliged to detour this place en route to Florence. 
The worst of the fighting, however, had taken place at Ancona and 
Rimini; it was put down by Austrian troops invited in by the Vatican, 
but when they retired, the red, white, and green tricolor was raised 
anew in July 1831. The Austrians prepared to intervene on a larger 
scale; but France, disturbed at this extension of Austrian control in 
the Peninsula, was at last sufficiently aroused to send an expedition to 
Ancona, early in 1832, ostensibly to "protect the property of the 
Pope." 

It was a heart-stirring scene, from 1830 on, the real beginning of 
Italy's forty years of Risorgimento. To the observant and philosophi- 
cal traveler who had analyzed the passions of men with such sagacity 
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in his books, the thought now came that it might be a fine thing to in- 
struct his government truthfully concerning the meaning of these 
events, upon which he informed himself thoroughly by friendly chats 
with coachmen, peasants, and townspeople on the spot. Thus he hoped 
to furnish sound counsel to the statesmen and help to shape, in some 
wise, the course of history. 

From Florence, April 10-13, 1831, the consul dispatched four long 
letters to Count Sebastiani, Minister of Foreign Affairs in Paris, be- 
ginning : 

I do not know if the usages of the Ministry permit a mere commercial agent 
to present in his correspondence more than the political news of his own 
region. The gravity of the circumstances I have witnessed leads me to believe 
that it is my duty to communicate, not so much the facts, which I did not really 
observe myself, but the tendencies of the popular mind which may determine 
these facts. 

He then gave an account of the plots, counterplots, and insurrec- 
tions raging in North Italy. Behind his reports lay the hypothesis that 
the struggle for popular liberty was a ground swell which in the long 
run could not be resisted, but which French interest, by an enlight- 
ened policy, might turn to its own account. His analysis of conditions 
in Tuscany were of special significance: for one thing the Conte di 
Saurau, the Duke's prime minister and the real ruler of the Duchy, 
caught his eye as a figure of superior cunning, worthy of one of his 
novels. Tuscany was in a state of alarm; and Saurau, who was attached 
to the Austrian cause, used methods now of repression, now of concili- 
ation. However, the alienation of the Third Estate, Stendhal said, was 
complete, and only genuine concessions to popular feeling could tran- 
quillize Italy. 

Stendhal's voluntary diplomatic reports were pigeonholed, and he 
heard nothing to indicate what impression they made. Yet three years 
later, in January 1834, during a journey from Civita Vecchia to Flor- 
ence, he wrote further reports qn conditions in Tuscany, being ap- 
parently encouraged by Count Mole to furnish them to the new Foreign 
Minister, the Duke de Broglie. Here he gives a lively account of the 
intrigues and scandals that current gossip in Florence dilates upon. In 
the manner of a master novelist he sketches the personalities of the 
Grand Duke, of his pious, widowed mother, the dowager Grand 
Duchess, who exerts great influence over him, of the camarilla of rival 
counselors and ministers who struggle for dominance, and the foreign 
interests they secretly represent. One is ambitious for popular admira- 
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tion; another lusts only for women; a third is secretly liberal, but loves 
money above all. Perhaps, Stendhal hints delicately, something could 
be done in this case to offset the material advantage which the Austrians 
enjoy in his favor. Such a man, he says, is not open to outright bribery, 
but only to "presents” given, as the Italians say, con buone maniere . It 

would be dangerous to offer money to Signor F , but his relative, 

the Bishop of , might first be reached through generous support 

of his ecclesiastical ambitions. "We must not forget,” he remarks, "that 
love of money is the ruling passion of the Tuscans today.” To justify 
these rather Machiavellian counsels, he points out that the Austrians 
constantly tempt the poorer Italian officials in the most vulgar manner; 
and concludes, in his letter of January 10, 1834: 

If the King’s Government values the interest of France in achieving the 
principal influence in Tuscany at 40,000 francs [$8,000], I believe that, with 
the judicious expenditure of this sum, one might win for Tuscany the same 
Code [the modified Code Napoleon] now enjoyed in Naples. 

In similar reports of the political situation in Rome, Stendhal gives 
illuminating pen portraits of the new Pope, Gregory XVI, the various 
cardinals, and even of their valets, who, he presumes, enjoy some in- 
fluence over them. These reports are brightened by many an anecdote, 
told with his native shrewdness and enriched by a knowledge of Italy 
gathered during thirty years. 

In his early years as a consul, he tried to exceed the mere performance 
of the duties required of him. He reflected : "In reading my letters, at 

the end of two or three years, and comparing them with those of 

[the ambassador at Rome] , the ministers in Paris would perhaps sense 
the difference.” 

Vain hope. His diplomatic reports (literary productions of rare 
worth, bespeaking the novelist and student of history) were buried. 
Perhaps only Count Mole, who at periods replaced Guizot as min- 
ister, saw some merit in the odd fish who was consul at Civita Vecchia. 
But neither hope nor promotion came of all this ingenious effort. The 
Stendhal documents lay forgotten in the archives for seventy years, 
until historians, such as Albert Sorel, unearthed them with cries of 
admiration. But Stendhal had learned that it profited him little to apply" 
his intelligence to the performance of his task. 
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On April 17, 1831, he arrived in Civita Vecchia, after calling at 
Rome to report to the French ambassador, the Count de Sainte-Aulaire. 
Civita Vecchia, though the main port of entry to Rome, forty-five miles 
distant by road, was a sun-baked, sleeping village of seven thousand 
inhabitants. The climate was fearfully hot, save at the season when the 
sirocco blew all day and one shivered with cold. From the windows of 
his house, handsomely situated on a height above the port, he had ad- 
mirable views of the blue Mediterranean, as well as all the harbor with 
its long jetty and its two towers built by Emperor Trajan guarding the 
entrance. 

Each day he would go down to the dock to meet the incoming boats 
smoking a cigar while he waited there for hours. CC I am the first beauti- 
ful sight that the passengers see as they disembark/' he wrote to his 
friend Mareste. He examined ships' papers and passports, he treated 
the complaints of captains and passengers with benign tolerance. Under 
him served a staff of illiterate assistants and clerks, headed by one 
Lysimaque Tavernier, an evil-looking little fellow. Tavernier was part 
French, part Greek; he had been chancellor to the previous consul, 
who had discharged him after an angry dispute, warning M. Beyle not 
to engage him again. However, Tavernier could write legibly in French 
and Italian, and made impassioned pleas which won him back his 
place. 

In February 1832, there was much ado when the French expedi- 
tionary force landed in Ancona, to remain there for many years as a 
check to Austrian encroachments. On March 6, Stendhal was given 
the mission of bringing a large sum of gold and bills of exchange to 
Ancona and supervising the payment and provisioning of the French 
military force, some ten thousand men. 

Despite the confusion he found there, owing to a conflict of authori- 
ties on the scene, he completed his task with great energy. Later there 
were to be charges of irregularity and negligence at Ancona, some of 
which he himself reported, leading to an investigation that dragged 
through years. Stendhal was held blameless in this affair. In fact Am- 
bassador de Sainte-Aulaire reported that M. Beyle had completed a 
disagreeable and difficult task with a skill that derived from his long 
experience as a quartermaster: 

I have been sounded out on the possible recall of Beyle from Civita Vecchia 
[wrote the ambassador to Minister Sebastiani]. I have answered that in spite 
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of my desire to comply, I would not sacrifice a man to whom I can offer no 
reproach for the discharge of his duties. True, Beyle is ill chosen for the local 
convenances of his office; but since he has exercised it lie has committed no 
fault to my knowledge, and it is a testimony that I owe it in all conscience 
to render . 2 

It would appear that there were added reasons for the French am- 
bassador's contentment with Stendhal, which remained confidential, 
and of which the consul himself never spoke. From his private letters 
we know that Stendhal was disgusted by the foreign policy of Louis 
Philippe. The French Republic had once liberated Italy, and now Italy 
and Poland were abandoned to despotism. “I blush to be a French- 
man!" he wrote in secret. But Sainte-Aulaire, it was said, made very 
plain to Stendhal the desire of the French Government that the landing 
of its troops must not be made an occasion for a rising of the Italian 
patriots against the Papal Government. In other words, the French 
were bringing no liberation to Italy. Now Stendhal knew personally a 
good many of the Carbonari leaders who were waiting to revolt in 
Romagna. He knew how delicate a task it would be to "explain" 
things to them. He was aware also that his own superiors, knowing his 
reputation, would be watching him closely. "Despite his liberal convic- 
tions,” one eyewitness of these events tells us, “Beyle promised the am- 
bassador that he would do his duty and follow the instructions given 
him.” As a man of honor he kept his word. 3 It was one more “toad” 
that the unhappy officeholder was forced to swallow, while eating off 
the French budget. 

Sainte-Aulaire' s letter defending Stendhal suggests that the Vatican 
had become aware of his presence in the vicinity, and made some diplo- 
matic inquiries about him. But somehow he was permitted to cling to 
his uneasy seat in Civita Vecchia, a rather forlorn figure, who was 
happiest when he was on leave, or when some friend from Paris wan- 
dered in while en route to Rome. 

Thus Alfred de Musset, arriving one day in 1834, described him in 
epistolary verses as being in a charming mood : 

Ju Vas vu, cet antique port, 

Ou dans son grand langage mort 
Le flot murmur e , 

Ou Stendhal , cet esprit charmant , 

Hemplissait si devotement 
Sa sinecure. 

a Chuquet, Stendbal-deyle , 197, Letter (undated) to the Due de Choiseul-Praslin. 

®C. Simon, op. cit., pp. 10-11. 
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But soon, weary of Civita Vecchia, he discharged his sinecure with 
far less “devotion" than the young poet imagined. Throwing himself 
into a carriage, he would leave his office in charge of Tavernier, and 
hurry off to Rome, or even, sometimes, on longer journeys to Naples, 
Leghorn, or Florence. Though he was always ready to return on short 
notice, he managed to be away from his post at least half the time, 
usually finding some pretext to stay in Rome, where the consul at 
Civita Vecchia customarily kept a lodging for his occasional use. 

The proximity of Rome, only five or six hours away by carriage, 
was a consolation. Thanks to his respectable rank, he made friends 
among the Romans and their ladies, and became for years a familiar, 
if always odd-looking and unorthodox, figure in the social life of the 
Eternal City. 

The fragment of a story he wrote at this time, entitled line Position 
sociale, sketches for us the ideas and sentiments of a certain “Roizand," 
who, after a career in Napoleon's army, has retired to Rome as a minor 
diplomat. (He is so much like Henri Beyle that the differences matter 
very little.) Roizand's object, through following a diplomatic career for 
ten years, is only to “raise himself a little above poverty." (In the same 
tone the Souvenirs d’egolisme reveals that its author thought now: “It 
is time to finish off one's life as decently as possible.") Hope and ambi- 
tion are dead, yet the scandalous reputation of a “reformer" clings to 
him however prudently he behaves; the only friends he attracts are 
“two or three young Romans who, like himself, felt some romantic- 
curiosity about what the world would be like in twenty years." In his 
heart Roizand despises the new king of France who, by 1832, had 
shown such bad faith toward those who raised him to power. These 
opinions he tries to hide from the ambassador, who is an aristocrat of 
the most polished manners. Willingly enough he appears at parties and: 
embassy balls, in full uniform, but moves through the crowd like a 
stranger, scarcely able to restrain his mocking spirit in the presence of 
the overdressed Roman matrons and the Roman princes in their em- 
broidered costumes, men so small and brittle that they seem like hunch- 
backs. The young Italian belles, to be sure, are as alluring as ever; but 
now they pass the middle-aged consul by. 

“I am beginning to grow old," he whispers to himself,. “I am wrong 
not to perceive it." Roizand reflects the gloom of the author. 

Nevertheless Stendhal became the devoted friend and frequent guest 
of the Duchesa Caetani, a woman of cultivation, and of her two young 
sons, one of whom, Don Filippo, was a man of letters of sorts. Through 
the Caetanis he met the Countess Cini, who was much younger and 
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gayer, and whom he was sorely tempted to "attack/' though his age, 
his lined face, his wild-looking reddish wig and declining health for- 
bade. Thanks to these friends, and also to Horace Vernet, the fashion- 
able French painter then residing in Rome, and a Swiss miniature 
painter named Abraham Constantin, with whom he lodged, Stendhal 
was given "at least occasion to chatter in the evenings." When, in ad- 
dition, there were musicales, orchestra concerts, or operas to attend, 
Rome acquired almost the attractions of Paris. He found, also, cer- 
tain aristocratic ladies of unaffected character, that is, "not educated 
for the bon ton” who appealed to him strongly; but he was forced to 
admit sadly that the Romans were incapable of understanding a book 
printed in Paris, and there were virtually none among them who could 
play with him "at those games of battledore and shuttlecock that are 
called in France being witty. 3 ’ 

The rather rare visits of friends from France, such as Mareste (with 
whom he had become reconciled) and Merimee, and the young Am- 
pere, gave him his greatest delight. He took pleasure in acting not only 
as their host but as their guide, showing them all the sights of Rome and 
even of Naples. For, Merimee said, he knew how to exhibit the local 
mores to his guests, how to present to them truly Italian characters, 
peasants, vintners in harvest time, young village maidens drawing water 
at the well as they had done in the days of Horace. 

A distinguished Russian historical scholar. Count Alexander Tur- 
geniev, who came to Rome in 1833, having met Stendhal in Paris, 
sought him out again, and walked with him about the city for three 
whole days. He relates : 

This brilliant Frenchman is the best of ciceroni t he knows ancient as well 
as modern Rome, and thinks out loud as he walks with me. I am indebted 
to him for the most exact Aussicbten on Rome J s internal situation and politics. 
He is not liked here because of the truths which he utters and the bright say- 
ings with which he seasons them, but in my humble opinion it is he, at bottom, 
who is right. 4 

Diplomat or not, Stendhal never succeeded very well in hiding his 
true sentiments. As his old friend Mareste reports during a journey to 
Rome, in 1833: 

He is outrageously wearied by the Eternal City. He attempts to speak freely 
as in our salons in Paris; he argues and discourses in his usual way. The poor 
Romans, who have a terrible fear of compromising themselves with their 
amiable government, shut their ears or take flight. The interlocutor remains 

’‘Jourda: Stendhal raconte , p. 107. 

365 



STENDHAL 


alone and does not know what to do with himself. You know that for him an 
audience is utterly necessary. He writes me that he is sick, very sick, has the 
rheumatism, and fears the cholera morbus, etc., etc., all of which means that 
he is dying of boredom. He has just lately sent me a thick notebook on the 
pimps of the cardinals and monseigneurs; ... if his diplomacy exercises itself 
on such subjects, he must have few friends indeed here. 

Another who observed him from close by was Ludwig Spach, a 
young German diplomatic official who had literary inclinations and 
kept a diary. To him it seemed that Stendhal was a somewhat disap- 
pointed man, disappointed at being misunderstood and underestimated, 
hence given to persiflage or bitter mockery, and even to violent and 
irreligious outbursts. Quite unlike a Talleyrand, he would exclaim 
with flashing eyes and wildly grimacing face that if he had the power to 
do so he would “cut off hundreds of heads/* His novel, 7he Tied and 
the 'Black , was condemned in good society, Spach relates, and read 
only in secret: 

Henri Beyle — why should I hide it? — was not at all liked at the [French] 
embassy. His diabolical nature, which he revealed too easily, displeased people. 
This disguised Republican did not accommodate himself except with an un- 
willing heart to the July Monarchy, which he believed was transitory, and 
often he would take off the mask in a most naive way. <c How much longer 
do you believe you will be able to check the torrent?” he exclaimed one day 
before several members of the embassy. “You permit higher education to be 
spread; and a turbulent youth will cry sooner or later: f Give us bread, gold, 
influence ! 5 ” 

Yet Sainte-Aulaire overlooked his faults and even his frequent ab- 
sences from his post in Civita Vecchia, because in the first place he was 
amused by him, and in the second, no one else knew Italy so well. No 
one else knew which bishops had mistresses, and which had business 
concessions for sale. And even Spach, who shows himself a petty soul, 
perceives that this rather coarse-looking French cf Mephistopheles JJ had 
an unexpected refinement and charm : 

He was one of those singular natures who, out of a sort of modesty, hide 
the idealistic aspirations of their souls under the mask of irony, and use raillery 
as an armor with ■which to protect their wounded hearts, always tormented by 
the need for love . 5 


5 C. Simon, Souvenirs de Slrombeck et de Spacb stir Stendbal, pp. 9-13, 15. 
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4 

From Rome, and the soirees of the Duchesa Caetani, or of the French 
artist Horace Vernet, the return to the heat and vexations of Civita 
Vecchia was always desolating. In 1832 and 1833, the arrival of the 
cholera plague in Italy from southern France greatly increased his bur- 
dens. For years he was forced to impose a strict quarantine on all in- 
coming French ships. As panic spread among the poorer and more ig- 
norant people at his seaport and at Rome, the churches were crowded 
by terrified mobs, praying for their lives; and the consul sometimes came 
to spy upon the superstitious and too passionate folk who, herding 
together in church or cathedral to cry for the magic of the Virgin, made 
their chances of infection all the more certain. Standing behind a pillar 
in a Roman cathedral one day, he counted up eighteen hundred hys- 
terical believers, some of them well-clad merchants or even aristocrats. 
With disgust he observed what he called "the comic spectacle of fear 
in all its forms/' and strove to estimate exactly what percentage of these 
worshipers were fated to die of the plague. 

But though disbelieving in incantations, he became gloomy as he 
sensed that the specter of the plague might well touch him too. His 
friends in Rome observed the depression of his spirit at this evil season, 
and the young German, Spach, mocks at him a little for showing fear 
of the cholera. But what he feared was that death in its most hideous 
form would come to him after prolonged torture, as was the case of 
four out of five who were afflicted. "Ah, such atrocious suffering, and 
I have always desired a swift death/' he once exclaimed. 

It was when he, sat alone at night, in his house at Civita Vecchia, 
and a touch of fever or indigestion suggested the cholera morbus to 
his mind, that he wrote more Last Wills and Testaments, noting down 
briefly the principal events of his life, disposing of his property and 
money, giving instructions for his burial. In one of these he directed 
that he should be interred "beside the body of my friend Mr. Shelley," 
at the pyramid of Cestius in Rome — though he had only met the ill- 
fated English poet once or twice in his life. 

In all Civita Vecchia there was but one man he cherished as his 
friend, Donato Bucci, who had an antique shop in which objects of 
art, Etruscan vases, and old books and manuscripts were bought and 
sold. Bucci was a sympathetic soul and possessed some learning. In 
his shop the few liberal persons of the seaport always gathered to talk; 
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Papal Government spies also came there to listen in. Suspected and 
sometimes persecuted by the Papal police, Sued was a brave soul and 
held steadfastly to his liberal opinions, for which Stendhal esteemed 
him all the more. To stroll about the town each evening with Bucci and 
speak freely to him as his heart desired was one of his few agreeable 
distractions in those years of exile and solitude. 

Bucci relates that on several occasions Stendhal offered to prove to 
him that God either didn't exist or was inexcusable if He did. 

“You need not trouble yourself / 3 said Bucci politely on one such occasion. 

“Ah, my friend / 3 sighed Stendhal, “it is too bad that you are wanting in a 
little religion . 33 

“Why so ? 33 asked Bucci in surprise. 

“Because in this way we have nothing to argue about and will go walking 
along like two imbeciles / 3 he said slyly. 

If, on their evening walk, they passed some pitiable creature disfig- 
ured by a dreadful disease, Stendhal would remark: 'There is the 
mercifulness of the Almighty Father/' Once a hideous beggar ap- 
proached him, imploring alms "in the name of the five bleeding wounds 
of our Saviour Lord Jesus." Stendhal flew into a fury and roared: 
"Away with you!" menacing the poor wretch with his stick. 

Normally a most considerate and courteous man, Stendhal could be 
swept by ungovernable impulses. People who vexed him by repeating 
themselves or making the same complaints threw him into a rage, and 
he would do anything to avoid meeting them. 

One day, as they were strolling together, Bucci pointed silently to a 
local character of this sort approaching along the street, a man who 
was in truth an inoffensive, though dull fellow. Stendhal, who had 
been in good spirits till then, suddenly seemed anguished, as if not 
knowing what to do. "Ah! we are lost," he exclaimed. "Here comes 
this dreary idiot to interrupt us, and there is no way of avoiding him!" 
When the man reached them, Stendhal assumed his sternest manner, 
then, before the other could open his mouth, began to abuse him so 
violently that the poor man was dumf ounded, his knees quaked, and he 
soon fled. But calming down quickly, Stendhal said : "It was wrong of 
me to forget myself so, but as soon as I saw that fellow the blood 
rushed to my head." 

At this period, Stendhal began collecting old Italian manuscripts, 
chiefly seventeenth-century memoirs, many of them never published, 
which in simple, unaffected style chronicled the lives and times of the 
successors of Cesare Borgia, and the Cenci. In these somber tales, often 
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likenesses of the confessions of Benvenuto Cellini, Stendhal, like Jacob 
Burckhardt later, found '"the true history of Italy" in Renaissance days, 
"and of the morals which formed the Raphaels and the Michelangelos, 
whom people nowadays so unthinkingly recommend as proper models 
to be imitated in academies and schools of fine arts." 

For his growing collection of Italian manuscripts he spent thousands 
of francs. Some of them were in the Neapolitan dialect, and for their 
translation alone he noted that he expended fourteen hundred lire. 
His purpose, as he wrote to his cousin Colomb, was to translate or 
adapt this material into French as a series of "Roman" or "Italian 
Tales." It was in his leisure time, stolen from his consular duties, that 
he wrote "The Abbess de Castro," "Vittorio Acarombini," "The Cenci" 
and those other tales making up the volume of the Chronicfues itali- 
emies, in which the folkways of old Italy are pictured by him as a 
blend of natural nobility and daring violence. 

And was it not still so ? Had he not seen the other day, as he wrote 
to a friend, in the streets of Rome, at his very feet, a beautiful young 
girl, stabbed to death by her lover, lying in a pool of blood? Nay, he 
says, parodying the empurpled style of the young Hugo, "she was 
bathed in her own blood." And why? For a few lire! And one day, in 
Naples, he took a friend to a church to see the body of a handsome 
young cardinal, recently poisoned, as it was assumed, by members of 
an enemy faction among the Sicilian clergy. A horrid sight : "His lips 
and eyes," Stendhal relates, "had turned lapis lazuli in color." 

One great distraction, the taste for which had been communicated 
to him by the learned Bucci, was for archaeological excavation, now 
the craze of all the tourists, especially the English. Along the beach 
outside of Civita Vecchia, they would go digging away for beautiful 
Etruscan vases and sarcophagi, or Roman statuaries, that seemingly 
lay lightly buried on every hand. Soon Stendhal joined a society of 
amateur archaeologists, purchased some small strips of land near other 
excavations, and either dug himself, or engaged some peasants for the 
task. It was to him an amusing "lottery," a hunt for buried treasure; 
and to his infinite delight he was soon rewarded by the discovery of 
an excellent Roman bust of Emperor Tiberius. Stendhal announced 
this with shouts of joy to all his friends in Paris, saying: "I recognized 
the fine eyes of Tiberius at once. He is a rare old rascal. Nevertheless 
he ruled for twenty-two years over one hundred and twenty million 
subjects. And he cost me only four piastres!" 

Such were the simple distractions afforded by life in sleepy, sun- 
baked Civita Vecchia — save for one additional convenience described 
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cryptically as "Signora C., at three hundred francs." For one season 
she figures in the scattered notes of his diary. "The. Divine C he ex- 
claims, "she has taken hold of me completely, and often jests about my 
potbelly. A splendid wench!" Flabby, fifty-year- old Stendhal is thus 
finally reduced to downright extravagance in seeking the bought 
pleasures left to him . 6 

During his many absences, his Greco-French assistant Lysimaque 
Tavernier usually carried on as vice-consul according to instructions 
left by Stendhal. For a year or two this seemed a comfortable enough 
arrangement. But soon Stendhal realized that Tavernier was a deeper 
and crookeder little man than he had believed. His private correspond- 
ence was opened and spied upon; reports of his absences were for- 
warded to Rome and Paris; some of his personal papers disappeared. 
During several stormy sessions, the consul now called his assistant to 
account; but unable to find any other competent person who was 
willing to suffer the heat of Civita Vecchia for a clerk's pittance, he 
ended by retaining him, on probation. The man had walled that dis- 
missal would mean his ruin, and Stendhal pitied him. 

But later, when some act of extreme negligence on Tavernier's part 
earned Stendhal a reprimand from his superiors, and further evidence 
came to him that the little man had secretly denounced him to the 
Papal Government as a wicked Liberal, the consul flew into a great 
rage and demanded his resignation at once. This, however, led only to 
a fruitless contest: Ambassador de Sainte-Aulaire was absent from 
Rome, and was temporarily replaced by the Marquis de Latour-Mau- 
bourg, who, by authority of some new ordinance, had Tavernier re- 
instated over Stendhal's protests. There followed a bureaucratic tug 
of war that went on for years, while the treacherous underling 
strengthened his own position and sought to dislodge the consul. 

To the kindly Bucci, who had once interceded on behalf of Taver- 
nier, Stendhal exclaimed: "My friend, I would rather you had given 
me fifty blows with a stick than let me keep that infamous Lysimaque 
as chancellor." Bucci himself was victimized, for he afterward related 
that both he and Stendhal were often shadowed by police spies owing 
to information secretly lodged against them by Tavernier. 

More than ever the place became a suffocating prison to Stendhal, 
and he often fell sick. This would cause him to take still more frequent 
leaves, during which he would escape to the cool of the Alban Hills, 
where the Duchesa Caetani received him at her villa. Or he would go 

6 P. Arbalet, 7rois solitaires, p. 184. 
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for long walks in 'the admirable solitude of the Roman countryside, in- 
tersected by those long broken aqueducts that,” as he admirably 
phrased it, "are for me the most sublime of tragedies.” 

However, the best cure for the "miasma” of Civita Vecchia was a 
leave of absence permitting him to revisit France. The ambassador at 
Rome, seeing him “mortally sick,” approved his petition, and in Septem- 
ber 1S33 he was finally enabled to embark on one of the new steamers 
that went direct from Leghorn to Marseille in two days. Within a week 
or so after that he arrived in Paris again. 

His sickness vanished, as he ran about to all the theaters, dined with 
his literary friends, and went to evening parties at Mme. Ancelot's, at 
the Countess Clementine's (with whom he was on a friendly footing 
again), and Judith Gaulthier's, the last a more recent object of his ad- 
miration. Once more he engaged in conversations that were bouts of 
wit, and no mere formal ceremonies. At last he was able to "shake up 
the mass of ideas that congested his head” when he was too long alone. 
1 o his friends in Paris his explosive vivacity that season seemed to 
border on folly. But within three short months his leave ended, and in 
despondent mood he must ride again on the road to Italy. 

However, at Lyons, where he changed to the steam packet down the 
Rhone, he had the great good fortune to meet up with Alfred de Mus- 
set and George Sand, who were just beginning their too widely cele- 
brated and rather "tragic” elopement to Italy. Stendhal greatly admired 
the pale, blond-haired young poet, but thought poorly of the senti- 
mental and "overemphatic” lady novelist, then at the height of her 
fame. She for her part repaid him the compliment; plainly enough she 
did not enjoy the encounter with the stout Mephisto of French letters 
at this trying moment, and so included in her memoirs an intimate and, 
for her, unusually acid sketch of Stendhal relaxing, even growing drunk 
and noisy. 

In fairness she described his conversation as remarkable in itself, full 
of a grace that was in odd contrast with his gross appearance. But she 
goes on: 

He mocked at my illusions about Italy, assuring me that artists who came to 
this country in search of the beautiful were truly idiotic. I did not believe him, 
feeling that he was weary of his exile. ... He railed also at the Italian 
character in a highly amusing way, describing it as insufferable and speaking 
most unjustly. He predicted that I would be unhappy, deprived of enjoyable 
talk and all that made for intellectual life: books, newspapers, news. I, realized 
quite well that this was what was lacking to this charming mind, so original 
and so given to poses, far from friends who might enjoy and stimulate him. 
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He pretended, above all, to scorn all vanity and tried to expose in each person 
he met any pretensions that he might destroy under the rolling fire of his 
mockery. But I do not believe that he is a bad man; he takes too much trouble 
to appear so. . . . 

We supped with some other travelers. . . . Beyle rose to a pitch of wild 
gaiety, was moderately drunk, and, dancing about the table in his thick, furred 
boots, became a little grotesque, and not at all pretty. 

In Avignon they were quartered at a wretched inn and toured the 
old town together. Stendhal conducted them to a church that had an 
unusually large, painted wooden image of Christ on the cross, such as 
southern people cherish. After calling their attention to its “uncommon 
ugliness and cynical nudity/' he burst into a blasphemous rage at the 
image, and looked as if he were going to attack it with his fists. The 
handsome, self-possessed young Mme. Sand was troubled and con- 
cludes her reminiscence of him : 

As for me, I did not regret that Beyle took the coach to continue on to Genoa. 
. . . We separated after several enjoyable days,- but since the essence of his 
spirit suggested the bad taste, the habit, and the love of obscenity, I confess 
I had enough of him. 

Once more he found himself alone in Civita Vecchia, and as he 
wrote to his “dear and gentle" Mme. Gaulthier, who now “reigned 
over his heart," the return after a holiday was all the sadder. He stared 
out at the eternally blue sea, asking himself: “Am I to live, am I to 
grow old far from my native land? . . . Am I to live and die by this 
solitary shore?" 
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Secret Writings 


count only on being reprinted in 1900. 

—Stendhal. 


O N A fine morning of October 1 832, a very fat man with a very red 
face could be seen slowly climbing the Janiculum Hill in Rome. 
Finally he halted before the Church of San Pietro-in-Monterio, 
both to take breath and to look back at the view, it was a day of clear 
sunlight, one on which it felt good to be alive; only a few white clouds 
scudded before the light sirocco, over the distant Alban Mount. From 
this height, on one of Rome's Seven Hills, one could distinguish not 
only Frascati and Castel Gondolfo a dozen miles away, but even the 
details of white-walled Villa Aldobrandini, the orange groves of the 
Capucini Garden, and the winding Tiber down below. AH ancient and 
modern Rome, from the Appian Way, with its moldering tombs and 
aqueducts, to the old palaces and churches in the heart of the city, lay 
before one at a glance. It was a magnificent and yet also an oppres- 
sive view; for the remains of three thousand years of history in all its 
ponderous ruin lay thickly gathered here. The stones of Rome look so 
eternal and the onlooker so mortal. 

This troubling thought soon communicated itself to the lonely tourist, 
Stendhal, for it was he, of course, in his habitual posture of observa- 
tion and reverie. “What a view!" he whispered to himself. “This place 
has not its like in all the world." It embraced treasures that meant more 
to him than all other things, the wealth created by men's hearts and 
minds. This very Church of San Pietro, upon whose steps he rested, 
had witnessed the installation, originally, of Raphael’s sublime 
“Transfiguration," which had been admired here for two hundred 
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and fifty years before it was removed to some dim gallery of the 
V atican. 

ff Two hundred and fifty years/' he repeated to himself over and 
over again. Then, with a pang, there came to him the unconsolin* 
thought: "Ah! In three months' time I shall be fifty And what was 
fifty years here, he asked himself, as he reflectively hummed the sad 
old air of Gretry's: “When a Trtan !H aih fifty years . . A 

He thought of Livy and his Romans and of Hannibal, whose battle- 
ground he could see beyond the city limits. "Greater men than I are 
dead and gone," he mused none too cheeringly. “And after all I have 
not filled up my life so badly." But did anyone really shape his own 
life, did not chance direct it for him? Had he, Henri Beyle, ever really 
directed his life? 

Sitting down on the steps of the church he fell into a reverie, as he 
often did, that lasted for two hours. He whispered to himself: "I shall 
soon be fifty ; it is high time that I got to know myself." What had he 
been, what was he now, how did he come from there to here? 

He himself, born in the eighteenth century, a son of the Revolution 
and the Empire, had known what he called "an ocean of sensations." 
He had seen dynasties come and go, and revolutions succeed each 
other during a span of history rivaling the most turbulent eras of old 
Rome. He had lived through this, felt it; he had witnessed great events 
and surrendered himself to life. But what would remain of all that he 
had known and experienced? Would he not be forgotten by men? Was 
he to die alone, far from his native land? 

True, he had lived through many adventures and perils; he had 
loved fully a dozen different women; and he had written some twelve 
volumes. Tisse, amo, scrisse r he summed it up in an epitaph he con- 
ceived for himself. But what would remain of it all, who would know of 
it afterward? He had rejected marriage and family ties; men had 
spoken of him as a libertine, even a "monster of immorality." But 
who would know the "prayer and ecstasy" he had sought in love each 
time, and of which he was still not cured? He had lately also enjoyed 
the reputation of a wit : in the travel memoirs of Lady Morgan and in 
the letters of the dead explorer, Victor Jacquemont, he had been 
spoken of as "brilliant." His oldest friends had often voiced despair at 
his wandering and wayward life, assuring him that he might have sur- 
passed the greatest figures of his age if he had but applied himself. But 
who In the future would read the books he had written? And he re- 
flected now that if he passed on to the next world (always provided 
there was one) , and met certain great dead authors whom he esteemed, 
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he would not be surprised if they said to him: "My poor fellow, you 
had no talent whatsoever/' 

And as for love, which had been his all-important preoccupation, 
had he possessed a talent for it, as he had believed? Passion had liter- 
ally filled his life for years; he had made every sacrifice of worldly 
advantage for its sake. "But I see that I have spent most of my time 
in unhappy love affairs. . . . My chronic state has been that of the 
disappointed lover/' He asked himself now, in this reverie that he 
records in his autobiography : 

Have I had a talent for any tiring? Am I clever or a failure? Have I been 
happy or sad? It is important to know in the end. . . . What have I really 
been? To what friend, however enlightened, can I appeal for knowledge? 

But he had never confided his greatest sorrows or joys to any friend. 

The day wore on, and he sat frozen in his reverie. But the light eve- 
ning mist with its damp chill warned him at length that sundown 
might overtake him out in the hills. He felt harassed and old. But before 
he rose to go, he laboriously drew up his leg and wrote on the inside of 
the cuff of his white flannel trousers — they were of English cloth too, 
for he was dressed in the very height of fashion — the date and his age, 
and in a most mysterious scrawl. Secretive and suspicious man, feel- 
ing himself ever spied upon, it was an acrostic he wrote, with the words 
divided up so that none might understand them. It may be translated: 

OCTOBER 16, 1832 
IMGO INGT OBEFIFTY 

That same evening, returning from a reception at the French em- 
bassy, he said to himself: "I ought to write the story of my life, then 
perhaps I will know what I have been/' 1 

All hope of advancement in the diplomatic service to some honored 
and well-rewarded office gradually died in Stendhal after four or five 
years. That bourgeois monarch, Louis Philippe, "the crookedest of 
kings," as Stendhal called him, had by this time shown that he would 
follow only the craven policy of this juste milieu, save when the popular 
movement, which had lifted him to the throne threatened to get out of 
hand. Then, by force of arms, he would crush it pitilessly, as in 1834. 
The consul Henri Beyle himself was merely tolerated as an underling 
in this government, so long as he behaved with discretion. 

lr Vie d'Wenri 'Brulard, Chapter I. The above reflections were .written in the autumn of 1832, and 
form the opening retrospective pages of the' autobiography of his boyhood. The second chapter and 
all the rest were written three years later r in 1835. 

375 



STENDHAL 


In Paris, his absence from the literary scene had been noticed, at 
least by a few persons, some of them booksellers and editors, who 
wrote inviting him to send them manuscripts. To one he answered 
that anything he wrote would offend some group or other, and that he 
could not risk this while “eating off the Budget"; he would publish 
nothing for the next eight or ten years. To another he wrote asking 
what would happen if in his writings there occurred some pleasantry 
at the expense of men in power and “the useful absurdities" they 
practiced upon the public : 

One is permitted to say everything nowadays, provided one avoids men- 
tioning this, that, and the other. 

But how could Stendhal stop himself from writing? 

“The real trade of my kind of an animal," he wrote to his friend Di 
Fiore, in 1835, “is to write a novel in an attic room, for I prefer the 
pleasure of writing all sorts of foolishness to that of wearing an em- 
broidered coat costing eight hundred francs." Ah, to live even in a 
hovel in Paris with a table and some candles to work by i But though 
in Civita Vecchia he felt himself an exile twice over — first, because he 
did not think the “right way," and second, through having been sen- 
tenced to live out his days in seclusion — he had rallied his spirits and 
from the beginning of his consular employment set to work writing in 
all his leisure time. “Without work," he said, “the human vessel has 
no cargo." In solitude the last resource of happiness was one's own 
brain. This solitude itself strengthened his habit of introspection. 

He was banished and forgotten. He was gagged. He could not print 
what he believed as he wanted to say it. Therefore the idea came to 
him that he might as well write in secret, for posterity. 

Several months preceding that day of reverie on the Janiculum Hill 
in 1832, he had already begun a first experiment in autobiography — 
not counting those methodical journals of his earfy youth, virtually 
abandoned since 1816. He had decided at first to write of more recent 
events, freshly remembered, in the period of his life that was passed 
in Paris between 1821 and 1830, a whole decade of his middle years. 
It was his purpose to examine his conscience as it had never been done 
before, to “reach something positive that would stand as true for a long 
time.” These chapters of his later life he had begun to write almost as 
soon as he had settled down to the routine of Civita Vecchia, doubtless 
intending to combine them with memories of his f ,earlier years. The title 
he chose was: “Recollections of an Egotist" ( Souvenirs &' egotisms). 
The title itself is eloquent of his deep-rooted opinion of civilized society 
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in Paris of the 1820s: "I do not believe men are wicked, I do not feel 
myself persecuted by them, but consider them as being, especially in 
France, only automatons driven by vanity.” Modern society was for 
him a contest of egos, more or less masked, a proposition that Balzac 
also would support in the forty volumes of the Comedie humaine. But 
Stendhal insisted upon tracking down the egotist in himself. In earlier 
years he had boasted : 

I am not one of those who, seeing a rainstorm on a summer's day, think 
only of the ravaged crops, and the ruined peasants. ... I am one of those 
who think: So much the better; the weather will be cooler and it will be good 
to breathe; I love the air when it has been swept by rain. ... I do not con- 
sider anything but my pleasure: I accept my own being; I am the Egotist; I 
am Myself. 

His brief memoir of Paris days would be, admittedly, a work of 
''abominable egotism/' Reading Chateaubriand's Voyage to Jerusalem 
recently, he had noted the wonderful and unwitting arrogance with 
which that great man of letters wrote of everything that happened to him; 
and Stendhal had remarked to himself : "I have never seen such stink- 
ing egotism in anyone." What, then, excused his own variety of lit- 
erary self-interest? It was aware of itself; "an egotism that is sincere," 
he said, became but a new way of picturing the human heart, in the 
knowledge of which such giant strides had been made since the early 
eighteenth century.- Unlike Chateaubriand, he was determined to de- 
scribe all his own weakness, and spare himself in no way. Thus alone 
would it all become worth reading for the men of 1860 or 1880, or 
later. The only excuse for such writing, for wallowing in one's ego, 
was the idea that "someday these pages would be printed, and read by 
some soul whom I love, such as Mme. Roland or the geometer, Gros/' 
Those enlightened readers of the future whom he always addressed 
nowadays were children or even unborn. "I regard my works as lottery 
tickets and count only on being reprinted in i 900.” 

The Recollections of an Egotist , in the manner of a spontaneous 
Stendhalian conversation, or rather soliloquy, pictures his self-interested 
friends, his vanity-ridden contemporaries, great and small, and him- 
self moving amongst them, skeptical, self-conscious, irreverent, yet 
masking an infinitely tender heart, an "impractical" or "Castilian" 
temperament, too often given to enthusiasm and generous indignation. 
Stendhal and his young disciple Merimee vaunted their "egotism" in 
the 1 820s, pretending always to be cold and detached, as if in protest 
at the hypocritical manners of their contemporaries. One follows 
Stendhal's movements in the memoir from the time of his retreat from 
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Italy and Metilda, in 1821, through the new friendships he contracts, 
the salons he penetrates, the bachelor dinners, the fiascos, the love 
affairs with Clementine and "Azure/" the journeys to England, the 
meeting with Miss Appleby. The narrative is carried on by means of 
anecdotes, character portraits, and general reflections upon manners 
and customs, written as if by one who looks back from 1880 or 1900. 
Friends or celebrities are drawn for us with brief and telling strokes; 
the generalizations are offered in the guise of witticisms suggesting 
themselves quite spontaneously — for no one wore his wisdom more 
lightly than Stendhal. But the overtone is far from that of a heartless 
egotist; on the contrary it is the warmth and vivacity of the man that 
makes these pages live for us. 

It must be remarked that when Stendhal, on one occasion, found 
Merimee going far beyond him in cynicism, he turned upon the 
younger man and upbraided him for his coldness and want of sentiment. 

For years, out of softheartedness, he could not bring himself to dis- 
miss the treacherous Tavernier, who rose to be his vice-consul at Civita 
Vecchia. Mme. Jules Gaulthier, one of the most intelligent of the 
women he knew at this time, on seeing a portrait of him, wrote that, 
despite the touch of malice that always hovered at the corners of his 
mouth, he was to her mind "an angel who pretends to be a demon/" 

The unearthing of the Recollections of an Egotist long afterward 
caused some shocked outcries that Stendhal had given us a nauseating 
picture of a man who was equal to the utmost baseness, proof that he 
had not spared himself. But the salient quality by which he has ap- 
pealed to his modern admirers has been the accent of truth, so mani- 
fest in all his autobiographical fragments, the truth, unpretentious and 
yet so novel and surprising at every turn. He writes as if he is uncon- 
scious of any of the inhibitions of circumspectness ; he writes swiftly, 
automatically , lending his statements all the more a truly confessional 
quality. "Often the hour deceived me: I thought it was two a.m. and 
saw that it was six-thirty/" What he tries to conceal, or at least to re- 
strain within decent limits, like a man of the world, are his emotions. 
He laughs, he mocks at them dryly, with an air of extreme detachment. 
Yet, despite the irony with which he regards himself, it is emotion, 
it is passion that so casually appears between the lines. His unaffected 
and almost effortless style thus achieves "the most individual tone/" 
it has been said, “in all literature/" 2 


2 Paul Valery, Varietcs, 31. The names of friends and mistresses were replaced with pseudonyms. 
Stendhal intended to revise and to add to these memoirs and have them published ten years after 
his death. They were not made public until 1892. 
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For example, in telling of the death of his old friend Martial Daru, 
associated with the happiest days of his youth, his feelings become a 
mixture of sorrow, disapproval of the man's faults, even embarrass- 
ment at his demise. These he sets down exactly, without exaggeration. 
Of late they had seen each other seldom. On his return from Italy in 
1821 he had not called on the younger Daru, though warmly invited 
to do so. He relates : 

Toward 1829, the amiable Martial Daru died: he had become heavy and 
insignificant-looking by overuse of aphrodisiac potions, on the subject of which 
I had had more than one scene with him. Several months later, while I sat in 
my Cafe de Rouen, I was thunderstruck at finding news of his death in my 
newspaper. I leaped into a cab and rushed to number 81 Rue de Crenelle. I 
found a servant at the door weeping, and I too began to weep scalding tears. 

I felt myself truly ungrateful; and capped my ingratitude by leaving that 
very evening, I believe, for Italy; I advanced the day of my departure; it 
would have killed me to go into his house. There again you have something 
of the folly that made me so baroque. 

The memoir breaks off with an amusing account of a literary party 
in Paris toward 1 826. It is little more than a hundred printed pages in 
length. Brief as it is, it strikes us as a marvelous historical document, 
and has a most singular spirit and tone throughout; that of a modern 
man of the 1940s, one would say, observing and reporting on the man- 
ners and morals of the 1820s. Perhaps Stendhal himself became tired 
of its "egotism.” Other ideas came to him, in the summer of 1832, for 
stories, even for a long novel. Nearly three years were to pass before 
he resumed writing the chapters of his autobiography. Rich as the 
Recollections of an Egotist promised to be, the next attempt, that 
started with the beginning of his life, was better still. 

2 

During the interval between his two serious attempts at autobiogra- 
phy, he had experienced one more amorous misadventure and a most 
ludicrous one. 

This was shortly after his vacation in France, in 1833. He had 
taken a fancy to a young girl in Civita Vecchia, who was descended 
of a French family named Vidau that had served the consulate in the 
town for generations. Her father, however, had come down in the 
world and married an Italian laundress. The girl was only nineteen and 
he already over fifty-one ; yet Stendhal had the folly to make an offer 
of marriage to her father through his friend Donato Bucci. 
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In a letter of April 15, 1835, to his friend Di Fiore in Paris, he ex- 
plains that though he had once loved “ JAiWe ans ” (Milan) he had won 
only "her elder sister"" (Rome) and was now after four years so tired 
of her that he "would gladly abandon her for a Mile. V[ idau ], of 
whom much good is spoken/" But to marry a young girl was a great 
problem. "What if, in plunging my hand into the closed sack, I find 
that I have seized not an eel, but a serpent!"" 

As he waited for the answer of old Vidau, who seemed kindly dis- 
posed to him, he actually began to go to church every Sunday, in order 
to impress them favorably. In the bargaining that went on, he declared 
that he asked for no dowry — there was none, in fact — but hoped only 
to have an affectionate wife to care for him in his last years, and in- 
tended to leave what money he had to her. 

Little as it was, it would have meant much to this poor family. The 
young girl, like a working-class woman, went about without a hat. 
Her mother appeared dazzled at the opportunity. 

But M. Vidau happened to have an older brother who was an aged 
monk, living in Piedmont, and having a competence of his own. He 
inquired of this brother what could be learned of M. Beyle. When, 
after long delays, the reply came, it was so unfavorable, spoke of the 
prospective bridegroom as so horrid and debauched and godless a man, 
that the marriage, almost on the verge of being celebrated, was forbid- 
den. The monk had threatened to disinherit his younger brother, his 
only heir, if this were not done. 

Stendhal was heartbroken over this contretemps, which came in the 
spring of 1835. It was said at the time that his chief assistant, the des- 
picable little Lysimaque Tavernier, had spread both the evil reports 
of his past and news of the forbidding of the marriage. It seemed to 
Stendhal that Civita Vecchia had nothing else to gossip about, and 
people smirked at him when he took his daily walk. In his humiliation 
and despair he fled to Rome, hiding there for many weeks, feeling 
himself more than ever a persecuted man. Once more, he was con- 
vinced, the Jesuits had undone him. 

Again, in a mood of melancholy reverie, he walked alone in Septem- 
ber 1835 by the shores of the Alban Lake near Rome. His mind was 
fixed upon the past, and once more the idea of writing the story of his 
life, to be published after his death, obsessed him. Above all things, 
women had shaped his destiny, for love of them had occupied his life, 
and he reflected: "With all of them ... I have always been as a 
child."" And yet it was also true that "self-love, self-interest, my very 
self .disappeared in the presence of the person I loved."" 
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His extraordinarily vivid memories crowded in upon him as he 
walked. Finally he sat down upon a little bench for worshipers and, like 
Zadig, took his cane and traced in the dust before him the initials of 
those persons by whom he said “my life could be summed up.” He 
wrote: 

V.A S A d . M‘M'.A.A Ine A IS M de C.G.A r 
1 2 3 4 5 6 

There were the initials of Virginie, Angiola, Adele, Melanie, Minna, 
Angelina, Metilda, Clementine, Giulia. He adds: “Most of these 
charming creatures did not honor me with their favors, but they have 
literally filled my life. After them came my works. The fact is that I 
have possessed only six of the women 1 have loved.” 

But though the role of sex is certainly pivotal in his reflections, he 
did not devote his memoirs to boasting about the girls he had been 
lucky with. What he has to say of them, except for those who were 
plainly strumpets, is rather restrained. The great question was : 

Have J made the best possible use for the ends of happiness of the circum- 
stances in which chance has thrown me ? 

The other question was like that which is asked by every great 
autobiography or confession: will I live? Will I be remembered? 
Stendhal was aware of his talents. But would the world ever know 
that he might have been (as he had Julien Sorel say) another Voltaire 
or Montesquieu, or even a great man of action? The political ideas of 
his time, the literary fashions of his age were alien to him. Fame had 
passed him by. But with an eye to the “lottery” for 1880, or even 
1930, he asked himself earnestly if he was not right after all, and if he 
might not yet win? He remarks at the beginning of his autobiography: 

I can see clearly that many writers who enjoy a great reputation are de- 
testable. What would be a blasphemy to say now of M. de Chateaubriand, 
however, will be a truism in 1 880. 

He too might have been a “success” if he had brought himself to 
write and think like others. But he had been stubborn in his quarrel 
with his age, its fashions, conventions, and its manage de convenance 
with despotism. At bottom he had never sold out. He could say : ‘ I have 
been different. But was I not right to be so?” 

If he continued to be different, opposing those who were “right- 
thinking” to the very end, it flashed upon him, then he would live. For 
like all those who wrote memoirs, Benvenuto Cellini and Rousseau, and 

381 



STENDHAL 


even Chateaubriand, he too desired to live on, to be remembered in 
the days to come. He said : "Benvenuto was truthful and one follows 
him with pleasure, as if he had written yesterday/' though his story 
had not been found until two hundred years after his death. 

The project haunted him once more, and he resumed his autobiogra- 
phy — already interrupted a second time in early 1833 — on the evening 
of November 23, 1835, never stopping for four months until he had 
written some nine hundred manuscript pages. In the rambling intro- 
ductory remarks, he says : 

I have had a fire lit, and write this, without lying, I hope without any illu- 
sions, with real pleasure, like a letter to a friend. 

Then, in addition to the idea of being unsparingly truthful, he has 
the brilliant notion of addressing himself exclusively to an imaginary 
friend of 1880 or 1930, in other words, to readers fifty or a hundred 
years after his time! In short, this freethinker pursues, as Paul Valery 
has phrased it, "a policy of immortality." In his solitude, from his 
vanishing point in time, he strives to forecast what opinion and taste 
will be, and never seems to doubt his own judgment or prophecy. The 
world of his time is a tissue of falsehood. But with the dear reader of 
future times he can be at his ease, discharging his heart in confidence. 
For he wagers that his judgment of religious and political institutions — 
now censored or condemned — will be vindicated. There would be 
only the gap of fifty or a hundred years to bridge and then his ideas, 
now so ridiculed, would be universally accepted. Romanticism, Ca- 
tholicism, and monarchism would be forgotten? 

This was an exhilarating game, quite different from that of other 
autobiographers, who, like Rousseau, write an apologia pro vita sua, 
seeking to justify themselves before God and man, and really addressed 
to their contemporaries — even published for them. Stendhal detaches 
himself from his time, and makes it his consolation for present ills to 
address only his "friend" of 1880 (or 1930). 

"What will this friend's ideas be in 1880? How different from ours?" 
Certainly he would smile at those who wrote only to appease "the most 
rascally of kings" (Louis Philippe) or the "hypocritical Tartar" (Al- 
exander I). He addressed posterity in imagination: 

Oh reader of 1880 or 1900, you will wonder much at our behavior in 1830. 
... You will not think highly of our canons of good taste or fine style. . . . 
[Then soliloquizing] : This is something new for me, to talk to people whose cast 
of mind, education, prejudices, religion are totally unknown. What an en- 
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couragement to be truthful and wholly truthful! That is the only thing that 
endures. . . . What a great good thing would be the memoirs of a man who 
had seen something of his time and was no dupe. 

With complete abandonment his pen rushed on headlong in the 
complete silence. Hitherto he had instinctively tried to avoid conform- 
ing with the taste and the commercial standards of his contemporaries; 
now he wrote without even intending that his contemporaries should 
read him. With utmost care he hid these papers from strangers' eyes, or 
his friends. He wrote with altered names and many secret signs, in his 
own code : 

The embarrassment of having some indiscreet person read my soul in seeing 
my papers has always prevented me. since the age of reason, or rather of pas- 
sion, from writing down that which I truly felt. . . . My bad handwriting 
will hinder the indiscreet. 

His handwriting in the Life of Henri 'Brulard , as he called this in- 
tendedly posthumous work, was more nearly indecipherable than any- 
thing else he had written. 

He had a plan, a frame for his autobiography, and of course ex- 
ceeded it. It was his intention to write at least two volumes in chrono- 
logical sequence: the one we possess concerning his boyhood up to the 
time of his arrival in Italy in 1800 at the age of seventeen; and a second 
(unwritten) dealing with his service under Napoleon, and life in Italy. 
His boyhood itself he divided into four periods : from his birth to the 
death of his mother; schooling under the “tyranny” of the Abbe Rail- 
lane; the year of Terror in Grenoble, in 1793; the phase of the new* 
democratic Central School. But in the effort of recollection certain ele- 
ments loomed larger, clearer than others. He discovered, as he probed 
his own memories, all sorts of things that surprised or shocked even 
himself, and permitted himself to be drawn on. Thus we have probably 
the first autobiography, partial though it is, that appears to be largely 
dictated , without interference or “censorship,” by the subconscious, 
mind. 

After all he had resolved to experiment upon himself, so to speak,, 
like a brave scientist in the unexplored field of psychology. £cce homo: 
he would study man in himself, if only out of pure curiosity. One of 
his manuscript notes reads: “I have no other claim to merit than to 
picture faithfully, after nature, that which appears to me clearly at 
certain moments. I am certain of my good faith. ... I take pleasure 
in writing this.” The story of the boy in Grenoble, in conflict with his> 
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father and his family environment, becomes more truthful than any 
other such memoir because of the psychological discipline of the man 
of fifty-three who writes it. He does not boast of his perfect honesty, in 
order to deceive us : “I do not pretend to picture things in themselves, 
but only their effect upon me/' 

He takes pride in overcoming the instinct to deceive; he even 
pounces upon his own lies. Thus, reviewing his life in the introductory 
chapter, he calls our attention to the fact that in one of his first sen- 
tences, by inadvertence, he may have given the impression that he took 
part in the Battle of Wagram, and exclaims : “How many precautions 
are necessary to prevent oneself from lying ! . . . No, I was not a sol- 
dier at Wagram in 1809. The reader of 1880 . . . must know that it 
was once the fashion to have been a soldier under Napoleon. The fact is 
that I was a quartermaster 

In searching his memory he finds that some events are vague; or that 
he is not certain whether he witnessed them himself, or knew of them 
by hearsay, at second hand. This he always records. The picture of the 
past he says “is like an old fresco from which whole pieces have fallen 
away." There are gaps that ask to be filled in or painted over. But no, 
he decides, he will not “retouch" anything, but will leave the broken 
fresco of the memory as it is. It is thus that he contrives to fall into 
deception less than other men. 3 

In this way, probing the memories of his childhood, he records his 
"criminal" passion for his mother, and gives us what is probably one 
of the first clinical reports of a mother fixation — one that Freud, read- 
ing it some seventy years later, considered a manifestation of psycho- 
logical genius. Not without embarrassment did he write this passage, 
for he remarked he might feel himself later obliged to throw it into the 
fire. But in these “buried memories" he perceives the decisive childhood 
sexual impulses that, to the Freudians, determine the central drama of 
man's life. 

With no less clairvoyance, looking back forty-five years, he discerns 
the beginning of “jealousy" and hatred of his father; describes the 
deepening of these feelings after his mother's death; the transference 
of them to his Jesuit tutor, who oppresses him by virtue of the father's 
authority; and finally to the King of France, whose execution he gloats 
over in secret. In these unretouched memories we may trace the boy's 
alienation and rebellion against his father from the stage of family con- 
flict to its transference, when he joins the collective, social revolt 

s One of liis many "Notices” of his life, written in 1821, ends with the phrase: "!Not reread, in 
order not to lie.” 
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against the Father Image. The case history of the alienated boy ""Henri 
Brulard" assumes the broadest significance as the drama of his struggle 
for full liberty and self-realization — momentarily reached when, at 
seventeen, he crosses the Alps with Napoleon's Army of Italy. 

More than forty years after the execution of Louis XVI, in remem- 
bering that day, he can still burst into rage at the thought of the new 
king, Louis Philippe, and write: 

The death of a guilty K is always useful in terrorem to prevent those 

strange abuses to which such people are led by the extreme madness of absolute 
power. . . . Any compromise, when the safety of the fatherland itself is at 
stake, still seems to me puerile, or, I would even say, criminal. 

Essentially the Henri Brulard is a bourgeois family drama of the 
provinces in the time of the French Revolution. To its readers of 1892, 
nourished upon Flaubert and Zola, it appeared suddenly, with its 
superb character portraits, as a work of matchless realism, surpassing 
even Stendhal's two great novels. The very restraint and sobriety of its 
style, though written in the heyday almost of the Romantic School, 
added to its effect of exactitude. 

"" Often I pondered for a quarter of an hour," Stendhal has said, ""be- 
fore I put down an adjective after a noun." It was not the mot juste 
he hunted, but the precise shade of thought. It was at this stage, he 
boasted in a letter to Sainte-Beuve, that he read a few pages of the 
Civil Code (Code Napoleon) every day in order to improve the tone 
of his writing. He felt pride when he had written a sentence that exactly 
conveyed his own idea, one that he was sure would be offensive to the 
rhetorical ""giants" of 1835, the Chateaubriands and Villemains. No, he 
would not have his work “well written ’ like theirs, at any cost, he 
says defiantly: . . What is called fine writing in 1825-1830 will 

appear highly ridiculous as soOn as France . . . will have found time 
to think of the enjoyments of the mind." 

Of his emotions of absolute joy he said always : ""I cannot describe 
them." He would stop short, as if in fear that affectation would intrude 
itself. His deepest, most genuine emotions are expressed almost invol- 
untarily. Writing of the sorrow caused by the death of Lambert, the 
servant who was his boyhood friend, he remembers the elegiac music 
of Mozart, then the image of the women he had loved who were long 
dead: 

I have given myself much pain in recalling these sensations after many a 
year. Where is Lambert remembered today, save in the heart of his friend? 
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Who remembers the death of Alexandrine [Darn] in January, 1815? Who 
thinks of Metilda, dead in 1825? Are they not mine, do they not belong only 
to me, who love them more than all else, who think of them passionately ten 
times a week? 

Rousseau's Confessions much earlier had lodged a great protest 
against the old ways of education and care of children. Stendhal's 
autobiography embodies, more specifically, a protest against the family 
institution itself, against its repressions and hypocrisies, that made his 
boyhood "a sorrowful drama, suggesting only suffering." 

Rousseau (who had almost no family life) taught that the bonds of 
family must be drawn closer, that parents must show sympathy and 
tenderness. But Stendhal demonstrates that the problem is far less sim- 
ple: only two generations after Rousseau, he dissects the troubled 
modern soul in all its complexity, and demonstrates how the "excep- 
tional" or gifted child may be driven to revolt against the family. To- 
day conflict within the family is stronger rather than weaker; the con- 
ditions of modern society seem to make for increasing breakdown. 
This was foreshadowed in ‘Henri Brulard , which first exposed to us the 
neurotic personality that appears in legions in the twentieth century. 

After Rousseau, the "Romantic Rebels" were given to much confes- 
sion, direct or concealed. The semi-autobiographical poems of Byron, 
the memoirs or novels of Chateaubriand, Musset, and others, all tell 
us much of the conflict of youth with family and social environment. 
In each of these cases the alienated youth seems to ask: "Where shall 
I go with my ideals, in this sort of world given over to money and 
vulgarity? How shall I escape to the places I have dreamed of?" 

But Stendhal, in those pre-Freudian times, located in precise terms 
the sources of struggle between the generations. His position in a 
privileged middle-class family resembled greatly that of youth in our 
century when wealth, education, and leisure — and also neurosis — would 
become widespread. The early loss of his mother intensified his sensi- 
bility. Thus he was able to make the story of his youth universal for 
the innumerable personalities of the modern age who have felt them- 
selves marked by the ordeal of repression and suffering in their forma- 
tive years. 

Today we live among crowds of psychotic "rebels," more or less 
"misunderstood" and . oppressed personalities. The terms of modern 
life seem only to have increased their numbers. And how much modern 
literature, in emulation of Stendhal, was to dwell upon their case! It is 
presented in the "cathartic" or confessional writings of Tolstoy, as in 
Turgenev's fathers and Sons t in the novels of Paul Bourget, Maurice 
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Barres and Andre Gide; in Dostoevski's The Possessed, where the ter- 
rible confessions of Stavrogin are set forth; in Samuel Butler's The Way 
of All Tlesb,- finally in the novels of James Joyce, of Proust and Thomas 
Mann. 3 4 

When Stenahal s postnumous autobiography was finally published 
in 1899, it found its place quite naturally, like his novels, among 
the works of the “social” novelists and dramatists of that time. Despite 
its bizarrsries, its brevity, and the omission of what was to have been 
a summing up of his later life, the Henri Brulard still seems the classic 
study of the alienated ego of modern times. Here Stendhal, often so 
elusive with us, is more himself, more fully revealed than in anything 
else he wrote. And by its terrible honesty, this book haunts those 
readers who arrive at understanding of it, as only three or four of the 
world’s greatest autobiographies have ever done. 

Illness and depression at the end of 1835 caused Stendhal to break 
off his narrative on reaching only the seventeenth year of his life. A 
long leave of absence in France interrupted him further, in 1836. He 
wondered if he could go on in this unsparing manner; or if it could be 
published even after his death. Doubtless to throw suspected police 
spies and Jesuits off his track, he wrote in large letters on the cover of 
his manuscript: “There is nothing political in this romance.'' His exec- 
utors later were to advise suppression of the book, because it de- 
nounced many living persons. So it lay interred for fifty years. 


3 

Repeatedly in his novels Stendhal apologizes for permitting the in- 
trusion of political questions. 

But politics never ceased to interrupt the concert of his imagination 
with its pistol shots. In France the reaction under Louis Philippe 
gathered force during the 1830s. In Italy, where Stendhal lived as if in 
exile from men of wit and enlightenment, an abject despotism, Bourbon, 
Hapsburg, or Papal still prevailed. More than ever before, Stendhal, 
who tended to look upon himself as having been in earlier days one of 
the “obscure artisans of glory” under the Republic and Napoleon, felt 

’‘Tolstoy, though resembling Rousseau: more than Stendhal, greatly admired the latter, having 
discovered his works for himself long before the popular revival. But he warned his friends not to 
read Stendhal unless they had strong stomachs morally speaking. Dostoevski's nihilist, Stavrogin,, 
with his actes gratuites, strikingly parallels Stendhal's heroes. 
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himself truly one of a lost generation. Nor could he gain repose by some 
individual therapy, a logic of the pursuit of individual happiness, so 
long as society itself was made horribly unstable by the continuance 
of unjust political institutions. 

It was his occasional complaint that the enjoyment of the arts, of 
ideas themselves, was spoiled so long as fools and scoundrels, full of 
pretended “finesse and falsity'' managed things so badly that they pre- 
cipitated political revolutions “every fifteen years." The government 
of the violent Napoleon had lasted only fifteen years; that of the “im- 
becile Bourbons" also fifteen years. How long would that of Louis 
Philippe last? 

Interrupting the story of his youth in Henri Brulard, he exclaims: 
“But . . . our grandchildren will have to pardon us who held the pen 
with one hand and the sword with the other." How much happier, he 
often imagined, men would be who lived under the free institutions of 
the future. Perhaps they would even cease to worry about politics: 

Excuse this long digression, O reader of 1880. All that I have just mentioned 
will be forgotten in your time. The generous indignation that makes my heart 
tremble prevents me from saying more. If in 1880 there will be a passable 
government, the rapids, the shoals, the perils through which France will have 
passed in order to reach that point will be forgotten,- history will write only 
one word for the name of . . . [Louis Philippe] : the most crooked of X[ings]. 

Politics was a means to an end — this was increasingly his opinion 
in later years — the end of human happiness. But how could his aristo- 
cratic prejudices be reconciled with his republican sympathies? “My 
parents communicated to me their aristocratic tastes and reservations/' 
he acknowledged. “This defect has remained with me. . . . But at the 
same time I desire the welfare of the people passionately and believe 
we can only win that by settling the question of . . . representative 
government." 

He had perceived his own aristocratic bias, and decided to make the 
best of it. But though his friends doubted his sincere liberalism, logic 
made him a “violent Jacobin, an extreme Republican." The aristocratic 
system was the greatest of all evils to him. It meant the retention of 
irrational privileges. What it came down to, as he brilliantly phrased it 
in a letter of this time, was that “the shepherd always tries to persuade 
the sheep that their interests and his own are the same!" But sooner 
or later the sheep must always he fleeced again. 

Stendhal's political convictions, despite frequent changes of emphasis, 
were always predominantly those of radical democracy. The teachings 
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of .his admired Montesquieu, in 7be Spirit of Laws f had formed the 
ideas of the founders of the American Republic, and Stendhal was 
willing to accept this as the freest political system in the world. Often 
when he felt himself hard pressed by petty tyrants and police spies he 
wished himself cf in a perfectly legal country like New York." 

Toward 1814, his friend Tracy published his Commentary on 'Mon- 
tesquieu's ‘7he Spirit of Caws / which opposed the too great separation 
of powers and expressed faith in government by popular will. Tracy 
recommended that there be but a single legislative house, and held that 
the thirty years' experience of the American Republic exemplified the 
success of what was primarily a plebiscitary s}'stem. This book, which 
also reflected Jefferson's views that the least government was the best, 
was mentioned by Stendhal in letters to his friends as embodying his 
whole political faith. It was a faith that seemed all but Utopian to one 
who lived under the Papal government in Italy. 

Though Stendhal pretended to some knowledge of economics, he 
really disliked the whole subject and boasts that he always left the room 
when people in Paris talked of it. A small pamphlet aimed by him at 
the Saint-Simonian or Utopian socialists, in 1825, entitled Vn Complot 
des industrials (“A Plot of the Industrialists") , indicates how com- 
pletely he misunderstood their purpose, which he held gave too much 
place to mere productive efficiency. Moreover he found the Saint- 
Simonians and other reformist sects doctrinaire and impractical. <c Must 
it be my fate to pass my life between the Royalists, mad egoists in love 
with the past, and the Republicans, generous but tiresome fools, in 
love with the future ?" is a statement of his own dilemma by one of the 
characters in his posthumous political novel, Lucie n Leuwen, written 
in 1834-36. 

Stendhal admired what he heard or read of the United States, but 
wondered if the Americans knew what happiness, music, conversation, 
love were? As early as 1819, in the essay On Love he pointed out that 
a Frenchman living in Ohio was sometimes forced to travel a hundred 
miles on horseback to find someone to talk with. He added: 

A free government is one which not only does no harm to the citizens, but 
which on the contrary gives them security and tranquillity. But that is still far 
from happiness , it needs that man make that for himself; for he would be a 
very crude soul who considered himself perfectly happy because he only en- 
joyed security and tranquillity. ... [In Europe], accustomed as we are to 
governments that injure us, it seems to us that to be delivered from them 
would be the supreme good, as with invalids tormented by painful chronic 
diseases. But the example of America shows us quite the contrary. There the 
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government acquits itself creditably and injures no one. But as if fate wished 
to confound or deny all our philosophy, or rather expose us as ignorant of all 
the [diverse] elements in human nature ... we perceive that when the evil 
arising from government is removed by the Americans they seem to show 
new deficiencies of their own. One would say that the very sources of sensibility 
among those people are spoilt; they are just, they are reasonable, but they 
are not happy. 

No, happiness in the Stendhalian sense was unattainable in a land 
where men thought only of rich acres, or animal hides, or dollars, as 
Europe was already saying of the United States. His investigation into 
American democracy proceeded no further. But the keenest suggestion 
in the passage cited above is his notion that political science and polit- 
ical doctrinaires somehow remained “ignorant of all the [diverse] ele- 
ments in human nature'" — a remark that seems most timely in the 
1940s. 

Those diverse elements in man, enthusiasm, passion, fear, violence, 
constantly absorbed the psychologist in him and made him critical of 
conventional political doctrine, either of the Right or the Left. There 
were times when he, like Jefferson, thought a little violence, an occa- 
sional revolution, was good for society. When in August 1831 he saw 
that Louis Philippe had already betrayed the popular mandate of 1830, 
and still limited the right of suffrage to a tiny fraction of the popula- 
tion, he hinted in a letter that he desired the same fate for this king as 
for his cousin, Louis XVI. He prophesied “a terrible September 3d" in 
ten years, if not in two. Then this king would be followed “by a 
drunken usurper. . . . Thus the Child of the Miracle [royalism] would 
be undone by the mistakes of the Guizot party itself/" There were 
bloody uprisings of the working class in the early 1830s, and a great 
revolution in 1848, followed, as Stendhal foresaw, by a “drunken 
usurper,'" Louis Bonaparte. 

Though he was serving his king, his views were sometimes treason- 
able. In a letter of March 14, 1836, to his friend Mme. Gaulfhier in 
Paris, he discussed the sensational case of the political assassin, Fieschi, 
who had recently almost succeeded in killing Louis Philippe at the 
Opera. “True, Fieschi was wicked/" he wrote; “he was a man of the 
lower class; but he had more will power in himself alone than all the 
one hundred and sixty peers who condemned him to death/" The con- 
sul wrote this from Civita Vecchia, just after Minister Guizot had 
awarded him his long-coveted decoration of Officer of the Legion of 
Honor. It was fortunate that neither M. Guizot, who cordially disliked 
M. Beyle, nor the King ever heard of this private letter. 
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4 

If in his youth he had lived all too much for the present moment, for 
ambition and sensuality, so in his sedentary "old" age he lived almost 
exclusively in the past. Incessantly he looked backward, to dream and 
write the story of his childhood and youth; he reread his early journals 
and philosophical and critical notes of a quarter of a century ago with a 
melting heart; and commented in French-English upon the margin of 
one of his old papers : 

Quelle difference , his life in Civita Vecchia and his life Rue d'Angiviller, au 
Cafe de Rouen! 1803 et 1835 ! 

Yep at bottom, the true preoccupation of my soul has always been the same: 
To make un chef-d'oeuvre. 

O admirable consistency! In those thirty and more years, despite 
every temptation or interruption, he had continued the same stern 
chase, as unswerving as that of Captain Ahab in pursuit of the White 
Whale. His goal had been always the creation of a chef-d'oeuvre, a 
masterpiece. Yesterday it was to have been a comedy; today a novel. 
But always it was to have been the great comedy of himself. 

Since writing Armance and 7he Red and the Black , he had come to 
believe that the novel as a medium was admirably suited to his needs: 
on the one hand it could be a walking "mirror" in which one reflected 
all that was to be seen along the highway of life (un miroir c/ui se 
promene sur une grande route ) ; on the other hand it could serve as a 
most elastic receptacle for his ideas. Through the novel, finally, he could 
continue the endless and narcissistic speculations upon himself, almost 
his last resource against the monotony of his present existence in 
Civita Vecchia. 

Between the two experiments in autobiography, written in 1832 and 
1835, he had devoted most of two years to a new novel whose title he 
•never fixed upon but which was to become known, posthumously, as 
Lucien Leutuen . This too was autobiography, though in fictional 
form. It was always the same novel, always the story of the same fel- 
low — "bold as a dragoon, subtle as a casuist, sensitive as a woman" — 
who, with mere surface differences of character and origin, appears as 
the hero of all his novels, as of his Life of ‘Henri Brulard , and even, it 
has been remarked, in feminine guise, in the unfinished novel Lamiel . 

In few writers has the confessional quality been so dominant as in 
Stendhal. The central problem is always the same: the education of a 
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youth for life; the formation of his mind and character under the blows 
of experience; his debut in modern society. Stendhal even boasts that 
he invents little. He may borrow an episode from the newspapers, or 
from history, grafting it upon the structure of his own life. As he ex- 
plained a few years later in a letter to Honore de Balzac: “I take a per- 
sonage well known to me, leave him the habits he has formed in setting 
off in pursuit of happiness every morning, but give him a little more 
wit." 

This time he proposed to write a satire of the social and political 
world, picturing the morals of the Orleans regime, as earlier he had 
made the Bourbon Restoration his canvas. In place of the ruthless 
Julien, he intended to portray in Lucien Leuwen a gentler, more sympa- 
thetic hero, as the idealized container of his own personality. If Julien 
Sorel was Stendhal in a mood of bitter rebellion, Lucien Leuwen was 
a more fortunate projection of the same character endowed with 
every advantage that might lead to success in life. 

But he too was “born too late/' Like the other Stendhalian heroes, 
he would have liked to figure in the heroic scenes of the Revolution; 
or at least to fight in the Homeric wars of the Empire. Instead, he 
reaches his young manhood in the prosy era of the bourgeois king, 
Louis Philippe. This new age of steam power and big banking Sten- 
dhal now studied with close attention. 

“Society has been changing, and I am not there to see this change/' 
he wrote at this time to a friend in Paris. During his absence Paris had 
become a Babylon of trade and wealth. The railroad had arrived, the 
large factory, the limited corporation, the big bank, the new Bourse; 
even the mysterious telegraph. Stendhal thought for a time of entitling 
his novel: 7he Jelegraph. One of the first was already In operation in 
Paris, he learned, for secret government use. With these great improve- 
ments there had come mass poverty and frequent riots among the 
discontented workmen. Also the Constitution of 1830, and its represen- 
tative system; but this was emasculated by the practice of large-scale 
electoral corruption. 

The government had promised security and well-being; but they 
lied ; they had promised liberty, and lied. Everybody lied and stole. It 
was a time for “charlatanism without talent/' Stendhal observed. “A 
halt in the mud," General Lamarque had called it. Such was the age 
in which Lucien Leuwen had been born, though he had not asked to 
be born in it. 

Stendhal wrote to many of his friends begging them for details or 
“inside stories" of political developments in France. He wanted his 
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novel to be a documented study of the Orleans monarchy and its man- 
ners. The King himself, he learned, was the most avaricious and brazen 
of financial speculators. It was with the aid of a cabal of bankers that 
he wielded power. Stendhal would therefore have his hero born the 
son of a great banker who dominated the Bourse and the court. Using 
a striking metaphor in one of the manuscript notes written for his own 
guidance, he remarks to himself that Lucien is to be “a nail pounded 
by the hammer of his age /' 5 

Lucien Leuwen is again the history of the growth of a mind that 
seeks “happiness” on earth, though on its highest, Stendhalian terms — 
a mind disposed less to action than to reasoning about such action 
or experience as the age accords. The hero is handsome as well as 
vivacious, and born to wealth, since his father heads a great banking 
house of Paris. Unlike Julien Sorel's parent, this father is a kindly 
though skeptical philosopher, who mocks at all things in bans mots that 
are repeated all over Paris, and remind us of the witticisms of the older 
Stendhal himself. By contrast, Lucien is romantic and idealistic. Though 
he is an accomplished student at the Ecole Polytechnique, he is ex- 
pelled from it because of his participation in the students' republican 
riots. Good-humoredly his father scoffs at his political extremism; but 
Lucien continues to show indifference to money or practical career- 
making, and enters the army as a second lieutenant of lancers stationed 
at Nancy, in Lorraine. His thought is to acquire military experience 
that may be of use someday for the popular cause. 

Though he wears a splendid purple lancer's uniform, and rides a 
superb horse, Lucien, soon finds army life in the service of the banker- 


E The inspiration Tor the plot of Lucien Leuwen or at least for its point de depart may have come 
from a manuscript by his friend Mme. Jules Gaulthier, who attempted to write the memoirs of a 
young cavalry officer stationed at a garrison town. After finding that the charming Mme. Gaulthier 
wrote badly, and that editing would help little, Stendhal, evidently with her permission, took up the 
story of the young officer himself; but, as will be seen, made it entirely his own story. Cf. Martineau, 
preface to the Divan edition of Lucien Leuwen. 

In returning to the novel, Stendhal in his manuscript notes reminds himself that he must broaden 
his narrative, give greater attention to minor characters, and avoid having the principal character 
dominate the story exclusively, as in a biography. The model he tried to keep in mind was Fielding^ 
7om Jones , and he notes: . . Fielding describes at the same time the sentiments and actions of 

different persons, and Dominique [Stendhal] of only one. Where does the method of Dominique 
lead, I wonder ^ Is it an improvement?^ ( Lucien Leuwen, Divan ed., p. xxxiv.) It tended, by its 
intensified analysis, toward the philosophical or psychological genre now in vogue. 

In another manuscript note, defining his working method, he writes: 

“Fix the characters clearly in mind; the action only in general outline (en masse)’, admit the 
details only as they present themselves. . . . Reason: because one never thinks so deeply about 
the details as at the moment when one writes the book. In fact, without intending to work this 
way, it was this method that I used for Le Rouge. . . .** (Notes for line Position soctale .) 
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king far beneath his expectations. His fellow officers seem to him un- 
thinking brutes. From his colonel, moreover, he receives a remarkable 
lecture on how to "think right" on all subjects, and advice that he 
avoid going to bookshops, or reading liberal newspapers — for he had 
been detected buying a book! He is also told to frequent only the most 
conservative society, and to go to Mass every Sunday. 

But good society, so called, in the provinces, is dreadfully gloomy. 
Embittered at the usurping king, jealous of the new bourgeois, and liv- 
ing in "perpetual fear of the common people," the provincial noble, 
unlike the Parisian, exhibits a sort of militant dullness, and is given to 
"saying the same things over and over again, for three quarters of an 
hour, without brooking contradiction." 

As for the martial career, there are no more fields of Marengo or 
Austerlitz upon which Lucien may advance himself by courage, be- 
cause the money-minded king uses his troops only for "expeditions" 
against the mill workers in the slums of the cities. Life stretches out as 
a routine of drill grounds, barracks, and billiard games in cafes. 

The future that Lucien has chosen seems only too dismal. But his 
father, by letter, challenges him to show that through his wit and ad- 
dress he may succeed even under such discouraging circumstances; 
and he takes up the challenge. Since Utopia appears far off as yet, he 
observes, and he must meanwhile live under a hypocritical regime, he 
too will play the hypocrite. He determines that he will allow himself, or 
pretend at least, to be "converted" to conservative opinion and usage. 
He will cure himself of the natural disgust that the nobles, officers, and 
priests inspire in him ; he will believe everything he is told, no matter 
how absurd; he will "think right"; he will accept everything, even the 
dirty work of the army. 

By this device of Voltairian satire, under whose light the social ex- 
perience of Lucien Leuwen is presented, Stendhal provides himself 
with ,a marvelous opportunity to ridicule the reactionaries of his time. 
In Lucien' s mouth the hypocritical defense of conservative ideas be- 
comes a travesty; his imitative behavior a farcical charade. It is through 
this systematic parodying of conservatism that Lucien Leuwen assumes 
so much interest for the modern reader. One may imagine the same 
situation for a youth in rebellion against Victorianism; or today, for 
one who has lost faith, let us say, in "economic royalism," yet pretends, 
by giving it lip service, to conform to its dogmas so long as it is ex- 
pedient for him to do so under the force majeure of hunger. 

There are many pages in Lucien Leuwen in which Stendhal in his 
ironical manner epitomizes the intellectual disorientation of his age, 
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which so closely parallels the intellectual dilemma of our own century. 
Lucien is shown taking part with his regiment in those “glorious expe- 
ditions'" at night against weavers in ugly mill towns, that were a feature 
of the Orleans regime. The workers fight the troops with slop pails and 
rotten vegetables, since they have no arms; it is la guerre aux choux 
pourris, Lucien reflects bitterly, thinking of the soldiers of Marshal 
Murat or Ney fighting the Germans. 

Thanks to his fine clothes and rich equipage, Lucien is able to win his 
way into the circles of the Legitimist nobility of Nancy. He goes to the 
most fashionable church in town, buys a breviary which he pretends to 
study, courts the bishop, reads only conservative newspapers in public. 
“ After a while Lucien knew by heart what he must say to them , and 
what their replies would be.” Would this not be equally true today in 
the case of an intelligent young man, forced to frequent only the circles 
of our Union League Clubs in America, our conservative capitalist class 
of the twentieth century? 

“How is it that you say things/' one discerning friend remarks to 
Lucien, “that are absolutely contrary to what you truly believe and 
say to me? Are you not being rather false?" 

Lucien replies (with a sort of righteous indignation) : “Madame, I 
was thrown into the midst of the ocean. I swim in order not to be 
drowned, and yet you say to me reproachfully: 'Sir, you agitate your 
arms too much!' " 

“The inconvenience of speaking out loud what he truly believed 
was the worst of all trials for Lucien," yet he does his best. The pen- 
alty for this life of subterfuge which he feels himself forced to endure 
is fatigue, boredom, a never-ending melancholy that wastes his spirit 
slowly — until one day he glimpses the beautiful Mme. de Chasteller. 
Politics is all-important to Stendhal, as to Balzac; but he also conceives 
of sexual fulfillment as a sine cfua non of his ethical system: to Lucien 
passionate love must be “the one consolation." 

In the manner of his gallant comrades in anus, he at first had thought 
only of adding this presumably accessible widow to his list. Before he 
has managed to be introduced to her — she is one of the proudest aris- 
tocrats of the town — he rides under her window" on his horse, and suf- 
fers a fall. This mischance happens twice, and is one of the oft-repeated 
symbols of sexual timidity that occur when Stendhal writes of love. At 
length Lucien meets her and falls madly in love. 

The Countess Bathilde de Chasteller is a woman dominated by her 
conservative code, by her sense of modesty, by public opinion; face 
means everything to her. Like Metilda Viscontini, in Milan, whom the 
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reader may easily recognize in this great portrait of a woman, she re- 
buffs or torments her admirer, who pursues her all the more ardently. 
(One of Stendhal's marginal notes reads : “You take as your models for 
love always Metilda and Dominique/') Like Stendhal, Lucien talks too 
much when he is in love, misses his opportunities when he might have 
carried her away by storm, merely sits by her side adoring her, and in 
short, “acts always like a child" in her hands. She, for her part, mis- 
trusts his verbal fireworks and his cerebration, taking them for insin- 
cerity. There are quarrels between them, and intervals in which they 
melt toward each other in deepest mutual understanding. The so dif- 
ficult Bathilde, in her yielding moments, seems all the more wonderful 
and appealing as a woman. This extended love episode, filling most of 
the first volume, is a combat between pride and desire, in which every 
nuance of unsatisfied passion is analyzed with infinite subtlety. Indeed 
the dramatic weakness of the novel resides in its excessive passages of 
analysis, given almost without relief. 

By a conspiracy of the local aristocrats and Jesuits who are interested 
in Bathilde's fortune, a rupture between her and Lucien is brought 
about. Through some scandalous rigmarole he is made to believe that 
she has borne an illegitimate child, and is no better than she should be. 
In despair, he leaves for Paris, resigning his commission, retaining only 
the memory of a great unrequited love for a woman who was perhaps 
false to him. 

The provincial scenes in the first volume are remarkable enough, not 
so much for the visual reality which a Balzac or a Flaubert would give 
to them with their painter's eyes, but for the sparkling analysis used in 
portraying a large gallery of characters. The second volume (as we 
have it) , where the action is placed in Paris, has still more remarkable 
things in it, especially for the student of social history. 

By his father's influence, Lucien Is appointed secretary to a cabinet 
minister and takes up a political career. He receives his instructions 
from the elder Leuwen, the banker, in the form of ,a memorable sermon 
on the art of government under a parliamentary system, one worthy 
of the cynical Robert Walpole. “An honorable career ... as the fools 
call it/' opens before him, but his father's one fear is that Lucien will 
not be crooked enough to rise to, his opportunities: 

In a word, will you be enough of a scoundrel for this service? There will be 
many little tricks to be played. Will you aid the minister in carrying them 
off or will you obstruct him? Will you become bitter like some young democrat 
who pretends that he can reform the French people so that they may be like 
angels? 
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The important thing is "stealing money/' All governments, Leuwen 
pere continues, even that of the United States, lie everywhere and al- 
ways. "There are good and bad lies. The good ones are those that are 
believed by the little people with 250 to 15,000 francs a year income; 
the excellent ones appeal to people who ride in carriages; the bad ones 
are those that nobody believes/' Lucien in short must become a rogue, 
that is to say, a "politician" like Martignac, if not like Talleyrand. 
"Leave behind you all your moral scruples you who enter here into the 
government, as men have left their patriotism behind them on entering 
the army." 

Thoroughly convinced, Lucien throws himself into his new role "with 
all that folly of youth that is called zeal." For he seeks distraction 
from his grief. Dressing in sober black, he tousles his hair and tries to 
look "older." Nowadays the ministers are chiefly interested in specu- 
lations on the Bourse, carried off with the connivance of men like his 
father. "Since July 1830 the world of the Bourse has become . . . that 
of the ruling class, the only one possessing influence. The people of 
money displace the families of the Faubourg St. Germain." Lucien is 
assigned to support this whole system by going into the field and "fix- 
ing" provincial elections which sanction it. Such missions, especially in 
closely contested districts, may become turbulent affairs, with the pop- 
ular party rousing the people against the "spies" from Paris. Lucien 
does his work thoroughly, but returns to Paris literally bespattered with 
mud, clods of which are thrown at his fleeing carriage by the enraged 
populace. And one of his assistants remarks: "Well, this is the other 
side of the medal! That mud they threw at us tonight is the equivalent 
of the dust of battle on the fields of honor yesterday." Lucien, filled 
with revulsion, asks himself: "How can I ever extricate myself from the 
mire in which I flounder?" 

No novelist knew "high politics" as deeply as Stendhal. The general 
character of the Orleans dynasty is clearly defined in Lucien Leuwen, 
and bears a striking resemblance to the Walpole era in England, or the 
President Grant administration in the United States. Through the story 
of the elder Leuwen, working closely with the wily old king, Stendhal 
pictures the political divisions in the nation, the maneuvers of blocs, the 
financial intrigues carried on through the court, and the whole art of 
ruling public opinion by deceiving it. 

Lucien, despite some periodic soul-searching, by his cleverness raises 
himself to a place of some power: in part, this results from bringing 
himself to make love (though he still longs for the vanished Bathilde) 
to a Mme. Grandet, whose salon is a political center. But in the end he 
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"becomes fed up with his own successful scheming. His intelligence itself 
breeds suspicion around him, and incurs the silent enmity of his superi- 
ors in the Ministry. In a long soliloquy he reviews his years of shady 
service, and realizes that while he has “sold out profitably/' he has 
only duped himself, since he remains at heart profoundly unhappy, 
and his life appears as dishonorable as it is stupid. And could one say 
that he really lived ? He existed only for the vanity of his family, “ac- 
cording to their lights, not mine.” How long could this go on, and to 
what end? “Is power nothing but that? This house of marked cards — 
how long can it stand up? Five years more, or ten years?” 

As in 7he "Red and the "Black , Stendhal's teaching is that of Polonius : 

, “To thine own self be true.” Lucien must renew that pursuit of happi- 
ness which so often in Stendhal assumes immaterial and metaphysical 
aspects, even aspects of renunciation. At all events his existence must 
cease to be a living lie; his actions, his day-to-day behavior must 
achieve harmony with his “sensibility,” with the beliefs he holds true, 
whether by his reason or his intuition. Otherwise there would be no 
encl to “those self-reproaches which admit of no reply.” 

The end of volume two indicates that Lucien will renounce ambition 
and set off in search of Bathilde. The death of his father suddenly 
brings both financial and political ruin, though he feels indifferent 
to all that, as he leaves for Italy, where he is to serve as a secretary of 
legation. 

Here the novel breaks off, never to be finished. The notes for its plan 
show that Stendhal, in his third volume, intended to reunite Lucien 
and Bathilde so that they might live in Italy, “the richest and noblest 
life possible for the French who dwell outside of France.” But he laid 
his long novel aside, intending to return to France and seek more de- 
tailed information upon the inside politics of its period. 

He entertained great hopes for this work; it was, in truth, an enor- 
mous canvas of the social scene, crowded with characters small and 
large, some of whom were easily recognizable as leading figures in the 
French Government of that time, especially the ponderous Marshal 
Soult, Minister of War, whom Stendhal had met. This was one of his 
obvious reasons for postponing the publication of the book. He had 
literally spared no one in the passages of satire that dealt with the pub- 
lic service. Then he had written it in his most precise and sober style — 
the style of the Code Napoleon, as he jestingly said — which would 
render it unpopular in a time when fashion favored the “charlatans” 
of romantic prose who wrote for servant maids. 
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Lucien Leuwen errs on the side of length, though it has Stendhal's 
unfailing intellectual vivacity to carry it. It would have benefited from 
revision, which he intended to make had he lived. It is as a novel of 
ideas and of satire that the book, unfinished as it is, lives for us; no 
other he wrote is so surcharged with his aphorisms upon war, love, re- 
ligion, business, education, and politics, all seeming curiously timely 
today, as if written for us. In this sense, Lucien Leuwen r almost un- 
known to the English-speaking world, is only surpassed in interest by 
his two more famous novels, Jhe Red and the Black , and 7he Charier- 
house of Parma. Moreover Lucien Leuwen is closer to Stendhal's real 
personality than the ruthless and tragic Julien Sorel. Both Lucien and 
Julien lived lives of dissimulation, while secretly in revolt against the 
society they each strove to master; and their dilemma is akin to that of 
disaffected youth in our own century. But Lucien Leuwen's gentler 
nature, in the end, was to reject power and money in favor of love, 
music, and even gardening. His story is related more closely to the 
older, mellower Stendhal and the spirit of resignation with which he 
lived out his days in the service of a government he hated. 

On February 17, 1835, he wrote in a small memorandum: “I shall 
not be able to print it [Lucien Leuwen] as long as I serve under the 
Budget, for what the Budget most abhors is that anyone should have 
ideas." He feared lest some "'eunuch" of an editor might bowdlerize it. 6 

When he felt himself ill, and at the point of death, he thought of 
sending it to his sister. But she had lately turned pious, and he was cer- 
tain that some priest would induce her to use his novel as kindling in 
her fireplace! Therefore he went to the touching expedient of having 
the whole manuscript elaborately bound, with some fifteen engravings, 
borrowed from an art publication, inserted among its pages. On the 
flyleaf he wrote : 

To fools: this stupid engraving will make this ms. worth much to the bour- 
geois into whose hands it may fall after me. . . . The papers may be preserved 
for the sake of the pictures. 


°Romain Colomb and Merimee did, in fact, bowdlerize his book, as he so greatly feared, by pub- 
lishing only a third of it, as Le Chasseur vert, in the 1855 edition of Romans inedits, using the 
opening section placed in Nancy. The rest of the work remained unknown until 1894, when Jean de 
Mitty, one of the early “rediscoverers” of Stendhal, found it in the Library of Grenoble and 
brought out his somewhat inexact edition in two volumes. I have used the 1926 edition edited by Henri 
Debraye for Champion, and the Divan edition, by Martineau. 

An alternate title Stendhal considered was Jbe Amaranth and the Vlach, referring to the uniform 
of Lucien; another was 7be Red and the White, alluding to the contrasting republicanism of Lucien 
and the royalism of Mme. de Chasteller. But Lucien Leuwen was the title left at the head of the 
manuscript. 
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He also prepared a preface which was in effect one of his counterfeit 
"passports,” and pictured the author as no republican, but a partisan 
of moderate constitutional monarchy. A final word of instruction 
among his papers directs his executors “to wait ten years, if the police 
make publication inadvisable.” 

The older he grew, the more wary and suspicious he became. But 
now what he feared most was that he would die alone on this foreign 
shore, where he stood each day at noon smoking his cigar, as he 
watched the boat from France making for port. His complaints of ill 
health, his petitions for a leave of absence became more insistent than 
ever. At last his prayers were answered in April 1 836, when his friend 
Di Fiore persuaded the Foreign Minister, Thiers, to grant him a re- 
prieve. 
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Jhe Eternal %urist 


O N MAY 20, 1836, Stendhal arrived in Paris, after having ar- 
ranged for his temporary replacement at Civita Vecchia. “7 
have looked too long at the sun,” is one of the revealing phrases 
in a letter written before his departure. He had also written to Sainte- 
Beuve: “Italy is no longer as I admired her in 1815. . . . She is in love 
with the one thing she lacks." That was nationhood, unity, such as 
France, Spain, and England boasted. But would the “lilac robe” of state 
become her well? “The arts, for which she was fashioned above all, are 
only a pis-aller nowadays." 

It was in Paris, as it seemed now to the habitual exile, that the arts 
and the amenities of life flourished. If he could have a small sinecure, 
say a chair as a lecturer upon art or history, which his friends now 
sought for him, and a modest lodging in the center of town, all his 
prayers would be answered and he would write innumerable stories 
and novels. To be able then to go to “a small well-heated salon" such 
as Mme. Gaulthier had, “and chatter with a few intimate friends, who 
regard nothing seriously save friendship and love," would be heaven 
itself, he avowed. Only in Paris, in the 1830s, was there conversation, 
and Stendhal thirsted for it. 

He did not win the sinecure he craved, but something very close to 
it, inasmuch as Count Molg, his benefactor, once more in office as 
Prime Minister, had him placed on half pay, at five thousand francs a 
year, and given some light official tasks that required his presence in 
France for years. This good fortune stimulated a late blooming, a re- 
newed happiness in a Stendhal who, though nearly decrepit in his 
middle fifties, immensely fat and apoplectic, was insatiable in his lust for 
life. 
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Paris had never seen him gayer, more bent, as he said, “on resisting 
old age." He stopped at the modest little Hotel Favart, near the boule- 
vards, and breakfasted every day at the Cafe des Anglais with Di 
Fiore and Mareste. Tuesdays he went to Mme. Ancelot's, Wednesdays 
to Gerard's or others' ; he now even became an habitue of the Countess 
de Castellane's, whose home in the St. Germain quarter was a social 
center not only for the leading authors and scientists of the day, but 
for the ministers Mole, Thiers, and Guizot. Stendhal's interest in 
Mme. de Castellane seemed stimulated by his desire for documentation 
on “high life" in Paris, which he thought he needed for his unfinished 
Cucien jCeuwen. The accomplished hostess, for her part, found him 
charming, judging from their correspondence. For nowadays, when 
appearing in such company, as authoritative as it was respectable, he 
no longer spoke out his mind like a firebrand, but tended to listen in 
silence. Indeed his friends found him a greatly mellowed man. Henri 
de Latouche, for example, testifies that in the aging Beyle the fierce 
Jacobin gave way to the diplomat and officeholder: “Beyle reproached 
me, in his later years, for having remained younger than my age, al- 
ways indignant, discontented, and republican." But others found his 
humor sweeter than ever before. 

Prosper Merimee, who had recently returned from a long tour in 
Spain, brought him one day to meet the Countess de Montijo de 
Guzman, who visited Paris in 1836. “A beautiful example of the Anda- 
lusian woman," Merimee had called her; and Stendhal, having always 
noted something “Spanish" in his own nature, attributed to remote 
Italian ancestors who had once lived under Spanish rule, conceived a 
great sympathy for the accomplished mother of Eugenie de Montijo. 
In 1838 he used to dine regularly with the countess, and her young 
daughters, the twelve-year- old Eugenie and her sister Paquita, grew so 
fond of him that on those evenings they were permitted to stay up 
late to hear his stories. 

In recollection long afterward, Eugenie declared that M. Beyle was 
the first man who moved her heart. He would seat the beautiful young 
girl in his lap and tell her of his wanderings in the army of Napoleon, 
and anecdotes of the Emperor himself. He also pretended gravely to 
be her cavalier. “When you are a big girl, you will marry the Mar- 
quis de Santa Cruz," he would say to her, with a comical emphasis 
upon that noble title, “and then you will forget me, and I won't love 
you any more." But Eugenie, who was to climb even higher than he 
feared, remembered him even in her old age; she kept an engraving of 
the Battle of Austerlitz that he gave her as a present In 1 860, when, 
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as Empress of France, she chanced to visit Grenoble and inspect its 
library, she exclaimed at seeing his portrait hanging there: “Why, it is 
ML Beyle, who used to dandle me on his knee !" 

Before returning to Madrid, the Countess de Montijo cordially in- 
vited Stendhal to come and stay with them as a long-term guest, even 
offering him a carriage for his personal use. But by this time he had 
gone back to Italy and, to his intense regret, found himself unable to 
accept. Eugenie continued to write to him, and in 1840, at the time of 
the Carlist Wars, reported sadly that these upheavals had cost the 
Montijo family a million reals, half their fortune. In reply he wrote on 
August 10, 1840, in his most bantering manner, that he thought it 
would be impossible to regain this vast sum, adding the advice: 

It would be best not to think of such things any more. You will have to 
make the same sort' of effort again at forty-five, that is, at the period when 
the first effects of age overtake us. At such a time women buy a little English 
dog and talk to the dog. 

Shortly before returning to France he had written to felicitate one 
of his literary friends, Albert Stapfer, whose approaching marriage had 
been announced : 

I sincerely congratulate you upon having found a companion for life. One 
may experience moments of vexation in marriage, but never the deep and dark 
dullness of the celibate! 

How his views had changed! Now that he “trembled like an old 
man when the sirocco blew/' he was firmly resolved to find a compan- 
ion for the years that remained. His thoughts fixed themselves first 
upon the “wild and reckless" and still so adorable Clementine de Curial 
who had led him such a dance ten years before. His bitter anger at 
her had long subsided; he had forgiven her not only for having a lover 
before him, but for lovers number three, four, and ethers besides, of 
whom she had written him all too freely during his absence in Italy. 
Faithfully during those ten years, Stendhal wrote her at least once 
every two months. He forgave her even her age, for she was now r more 
than forty-five, and asked only to be reinstated as her cavaliere ser- 
vente . A copy of one of his oft-reiterated appeals to “Menti" belonging 
to this period, the summer of 1836, reads: 

It seems to me that we both have a piece of road to traverse together. This 
road goes in about the same direction; only you are going to go farther than I. 
Would you deign to accept a travel companion who would serve as a sort of 
major-domo, charged with the care of the post horses along the way, and even, 
if need be, driving them? 
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The sad thing is that since this courier has passed a certain age at which 
one mounts horses with grace, his sole merit would be in sparing you the 
trouble of dealing with the postilions yourself. / 

Continuing in this sad tone, he adds with great frankness that he 
has not only few years, but few francs, to expend on their voyage to- 
gether. 

But Menti, who was then at her summer place in Dieppe, replied 
that "one did not light an extinct fire with embers — the embers of 
1826 .” Her passion was dead these many years, and Henri must con- 
tent himself with the place of her first and best friend. 

Do not think that because Stendhal was so susceptible to women, 
and distributed his affection so profusely among them, that he did not 
suffer at this latest blow. Merimee describes him at this period as an 
utterly broken and inconsolable man. 

On returning from Italy he had not seen the young novelist, whom 
he cherished as one of the most brilliant writers of the age, until the 
end of July, when they met by appointment at Laon, a day's ride 
north of Paris. Merimee, a skilled archaeologist, was then occupied by 
his official labors as inspector general of historical monuments, and 
stayed in Laon to make a report on its thirteenth-century cathedral. 

Meeting after long absence, they had a thousand things to say to 
each other. All through that evening they paced back and forth in the 
little public garden set on a high terrace of the ancient Frankish cita- 
del of Laon, more than three hundred feet above the surrounding 
Flanders plain. In the lonely darkness of that sleeping town, Stendhal 
talked endlessly and passionately of his love for Menti: 

He could not pronounce her name without his voice changing. ... It was 
the only time I had seen him weep. An affection dating from long ago was not 
returned. His lady had simply become sensible, while he remained as wild as at 
twenty. “How can you still love me, when 1 am forty-five?” she had asked 
.him. “For me,” said Beyle, “she has always the same age as when she gave 
herself the first time.” 

He spoke of the audacity of the woman, and the memory of it delighted 
him who was so prudent. Then, with that spirit of observation that never left 
him, he described all the smallest symptoms of her growing indifference to him. 
She ended by being tired even of the “LO-GIC” which he always expounded 
to her. 

Thinking of her, the tears came to his eyes, and he cited Dante: 

. . , SVesstm maggiore dolore 
Che rkordarse del tiempo felice 
!Nelta miseria. . . . 
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But no, these beautiful lines of Dante were wrong, he co|ij£nded: 
it was not “all the greater pain” to recall the times of feliciWSin the 
dark present; on the contrary the memory of past happiness 
stayed with us as supreme consolation. “I recall that I defended Dante**'* 
Merimee said, “but now I think Beyle was right.” 

However, his friendship with Menti persisted. The aging belle would 
come to call on Stendhal in 1837, in his quarters, then at the Hotel de 
la Paix, and, with a naivete that was both cynical and disarming, seek 
“the learned counsel of the author of De 1’ amour," on how to win back 
a reluctant lover. And Stendhal, forgetting his own heartaches, would 
become absorbed in the intricate game of her love life, advising or 
warning her, carried away by that overweening passion to observe, 
which is the true, yet vicarious, destiny of the novelist. Gratefully she 
wrote him : 

You are indispensable to me; without you, I would kill myself, for it is only 
through depending on you and leaning on you that I can gather a little strength 
to go on. 

Her breathless notes to him continued in this tone until she was 
fifty, when, her last lover having abandoned her, and feeling herself 
already old, sick, and at the end of her portion of love, Menti did what 
she had often vowed to do: she took her own life. This tragedy was to 
take place several years later, when Stendhal was once more far from 
her side and he too sat waiting silently for the end. 

But in the summer of 1836, at the time that she rejected his re- 
newed proposal, he was still very much the brave old boy and briskly 
rallied from defeat. With utmost pains, he dressed himself in his finest 
coat and richest cravat, put on his lavender, or, it may have been, his 
white flannel English trousers, and cane in hand sailed forth — while 
his friends Mareste and Colomb leered at him — to carry the “attack” 
to another and no less admirable and beloved lady. 

“Jules” Gaulthier, his faithful correspondent of recent years, who 
was masculine only in name, was also no longer young. She was the 
daughter of the prefect. La Bergerie, whom he had known in the time 
of Napoleon, was married to the tax collector of St. Denis, and had 
three grown children. But she was still beautiful, very intelligent, and 
the most literary of his women friends. 

“You reign over my heart,” he had written her from Italy, several 
years before, in a letter full of genuine respect. Later, continuing his 
suit by correspondence, he went so far as to say: “I love you vdth a 
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tenderness that increases every day/' But she replied, chiding him 
gently for paying her what seemed merely polite compliments : "Fortu- 
nately I am as patient as a peasant woman. For have I not waited 
twenty years to hear your declaration of friendship? No one shall 
know our secret, else it would be a secret no longer, and farewell to all 
enjoyment of it." 

Mme. Gaulthier knew him well; she had recognized the depths of 
grace and warmth in him. But she was resolved to set limits to their 
friendship, for she had had experience of the world. When she had 
"played safe," she told him, things had turned out well for her; but 
when she had ended by being too kind, too yielding to her admirers, 
they had ''stood her up." "As you see, my sentimental life has left me 
few happy memories; whereas my friendships have turned out more 
fortunately, and I keep and enjoy them with a pleasure that far sur- 
passes that which the fever of my love might bring." 

Nevertheless, all combed, scented, and wearing his luckiest sus- 
penders, he marched to the final assault on December 25, 1836. For 
two hours he sat alone with her in her little salon in the Rue d'Hano- 
vre and breathed flame. She was gentle, but firm and resourceful in 
defending herself. At last he retreated, sadly baffled. And scarcely had 
he passed beyond her doorway, when she hastened to her secretary 
and rushed off a letter in terms of the warmest affection and respect, 
designed to soothe his wounded old heart: 

It is not to the Duke de M. that I write, it is to you, my friend, who are 
still virtually beneath my window. Do not regret your lost day; it must count 
as one of the greatest of your life and one of the most glorious for me! I feel 
all the soft joy of a great success. Well attacked and well defended; no treaty, 
no quarter, no defeat; there is glory enough for both sides. You will not deny 
that. . . . And I am happy, very happy, and yet I love you well, and to love 
is to wish what your best friends wish; my spirit has divined your virtue. Beyle, 
call me fool, cold female, timid idiot, your scoldings will not efface the hap- 
piness of our marvelous causerie. . . . 

Beyle, believe me, you are a thousand times better than men believe, than 
even you believe, and than even I believed two hours ago. 

On such terms their friendship could be continued. Stendhal re- 
mained the staunch admirer of Mme. Gaulthier and to the end of his 
life "worked for her without pay," as the French saying goes. Her 
affection for him persisted long after his death. 1 

1 More than ten years after that event, when Merimee's essay on Stendhal made its appearance, the 
author of Carmen received an anonymous letter, signed only "Jules,” reproaching him for his want 
of indulgence toward his old friend, and citing from a letter of Stendhal to the correspondent which 

406 



THE ETERNAL TOURIST 


2 

But at the beginning of the year 1837, smarting under the sting of 
two successive “defeats,” and at an age when an old campaigner like 
himself should have known better than to have risked them, Sten- 
dhal found solace again only in travel, this time throughout the length 
and breadth of France. 

Travel books, and touring also, were by now in great fashion. 
Charles Nodier, the romantic antiquarian, was issuing one by one his 
nine volumes of Voyages, pittorescjues et romanticjues dans I’ancienne 
Trance. Nodier's young friend Hugo was soon to write his highly 
imaginative work on the Rhine.- Merimee himself now published his 
essays or travel notes on the art and architecture of the South of 
France and other regions, written during journeys in which Sten- 
dhal, his great precursor in this field, sometimes accompanied him. 

But the writings of Merimee and Nodier were really archaeological 
studies; and Stendhal saw an opportunity to do something quite dif- 
ferent: another useful and perhaps profitable little work describing 
a tour in France, a subject which he hoped would not embarrass his 
official position in the government as a novel might. “There are almost 
no real travel books on France, which is what encourages me to pub- 
lish this,” he remarks in the preface to his TAemoirs of a Tourist 
(Ttemoires d’un touriste en Trance). This was approximately true, 
since almost nothing that might instruct or stimulate the traveler had 
appeared since the eighteenth century, and the best of those was by 
the Englishman, Arthur Young, written on the eve of the Revolution. 

"Never did the thirst for voyage so possess me,” he remarked at 
this time. In the spring of 1837, he went by diligence to the Auvergne 
in the Massif Central west of the Rhone River, where he joined Meri- 
mee, who was still taking notes on the ancient churches in the region. 
Then, at the end of May, they parted company, Stendhal journeying 
via Bourges and Tours, and down the Loire, to seagirt Brittany, which 
he had never visited. After sight-seeing at the old port of Nantes and 
its environs, he continued through Normandy by short rides, return- 
ing to Paris in July. In the autumn of that year he made another tour 
through France, going south this time to Lyons, Valence, and Mar- 

contained expressions of the highest praise of Merimee. “It was/* said Merimde, “a most ridiculous 
communication intended to inspire remorse in me. . . . But who is this < M. Jules*?** he asked 
Colomb. “I never heard Beyle speak of anyone of that name.** 
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seille. Then, early in 1838, he wandered as far as the Pyrenees and 
the Spanish border, and returned by a circular course through Switz- 
erland, down the Rhine Valley to the Lowlands, and by the new 
steam railroad from Brussels to Paris. 

As before, Stendhal's travel notes constitute no methodical “Bae- 
deker," but rather an endless causerie which takes its direction from 
any object or incident that catches his fancy, or, stimulated by some 
chance thought association, digresses into folklore, art, history, poli- 
tics, philosophy, or even autobiography. Yet many modern travelers 
would rather tour France or Italy in his company than with any other 
travel companion. 

He gives us, of course, impressions of the principal towns along his 
route, and some account of their monuments and old churches, the 
facts of which are sometimes borrowed from earlier compilations, 
sometimes incorrect. But he travels wit h his eye upon history. A fair 
landscape is always like music to him; but it is all the better if, as in 
the Midi, it is ornamented with some relic of the Roman Empire, 
such as the Pont du Card, or the colosseum at Nimes. Hence “even 
the most insignificant of ancient columns has an infinite value" when 
viewed on such a journey. “It throws the soul into a special state of 
emotion. The Mozart of this harmony is Titus Livius in the Roman 
countryside." 

In Brittany the sights and sounds, and the people also, remind him 
of the spirit of fanatical superstition attached to the region; he is 
minded not only of the bloody civil wars in the days of the Republic, 
but naturally of Cardinal Gilles de Retz, the “Bluebeard" of legend, 
whose mad debauches and experiments in alchemy terrorized the 
whole countryside in the fifteenth century. This inspires a long chroni- 
cle of the sinister adventures of “Bluebeard" and his execution by 
strangling in Nantes. 

Merimee had tried his best to impart some of his knowledge and 
enthusiasm for Gothic art to his friend, but it is plain that Stendhal 
did not share the current interest in pre-Renaissance architecture. 
There are a thousand Gothic churches in France, he remarks, but the 
deep piety, approaching “terror," that is expressed so often in their 
very form repels him. At the great cathedral of Bourges, he admits, the 
soaring nave seems to make one feel the presence of the Divinity. But 
this feeling of reverence, so far as he is concerned, is spoiled by his 
awareness of “the hypocrisy and the political purpose underlying all 
of it." He is happiest outside of the church, in the charming garden of 
the episcopal palace, which he describes with greater* pleasure than he 
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takes in the cathedral itself. There, on a comfortable bench, under the 
shade of giant trees, he sits dreaming, and tells us of his reveries. 

The glimpse of an unknown Spanish lady with her retinue on a boat 
along the river — “a beautiful Carlist in a green hat" — -may be the con- 
tent of his dream all the next day. Or on another he walks with the 
ghosts of his loves of long ago : 

Formerly, when I was alone, I used to dream of love adventures that were 
romantic and sentimental rather than flattering to my ego. Since then I have 
become less stupid. I have learned, what most men know, that you must ap- 
peal to self-love in the other, carefully concealing the true passion you feel 
as if its exposure would be a serious disadvantage. . . . For, once the other 
person is sure of your feelings, she may think no more of granting that which 
you desire. 

Our oft-blundering, ingenuous Don Juan is now certain that the 
scales have dropped from his eyes ! But experience in this “warfare," 
wisdom of life, has deprived him of the most charming illusions : 

Ah me! I would love to become a fool and an idiot again so far as the 
world's realities are concerned, if I could but enjoy once more those reveries, 
so beautiful and so absurd, which led to such follies on my part, but which, 
as I journey on in solitude, furnish my head with the most wonderful memories, 
everywhere accompanying me, yet harming no one. 

And was it not true, as his reason whispered to him, “that at a 
certain age, at any rate, one must not love"? No, it was a falsehood 
to believe this. Stendhal is incurable. “So long as one is capable of 
loving a woman for her person, or even her naivete, or for her very 
foolishness itself, so long as one is able to cherish an illusion of some 
kind, one may love ." 2 

The Memoirs of a Jourist takes delight above all in dwelling on 
the “little true facts" that reveal the meaning of history to us, accord- 
ing to Stendhal. He observes the folkways and local customs of the 
people in different regions and towns ; he goes into cafes, shops, and 
inns to gather his anecdotes; he stands watching people in the streets 
and squares. “What excites my curiosity most is all that goes on in 
the streets. . . . That which fools scorn as gossip is the only history 
which, in this century of affectation, truly depicts our country." 

A beautiful Bearnaise peasant girl, walking erect with a large basket 
on her head, and in the basket a marvelous peacock for sale in the 


2 This fragment of reverie occurs not in the original Memoirs of a Tourist, but in its sequel, written 
at the same period, and then suppressed, Journal d'un voyage au 3lidi, published only in 1937, among 
his posthumous papers included in the Divan edition. 
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marketplace, is something that catches his eye. The crowds who come 
each year to the fair of Beaucaire absorb him: here women of good 
peasant family surrender themselves to some stranger in the intoxica- 
tion of the dance and the carnival, '‘because they will never see him 
again in their native village/' At Beaucaire or Valence, after the cold 
winter in the North, “at last I felt I had reached the South. . . . Sun- 
light, laughter, and people who live for physical pleasure surround 
me/ J And in Bordeaux, one of the most truly civilized cities of France, 
the' local arrangements of domestic life, providing a well-regulated 
quarter for the class of demimondaines who were the recognized 
mistresses of the youth of good family, recall to him the comfortable 
and elastic social conventions of Italy in the days before 1815. 

Stendhal's descriptions of the natural beauties of France are sober, 
clear, incisive, in accordance with his avowed principle of avoiding 
overemphasis. He writes often in the casual tone of a man of the world 
who never seeks to dazzle the reader with purple patches, as if to 
say: "Look how well I write!" In his mockery of the more extreme 
Romantics, he is led so far as to belittle "la belle Touraine," of which 
George Sand had written in such lyric prose. When he comes to the 
Indre River, which she described with flocks of adjectives, he observes 
maliciously: 

It is a pitiful-looking creek, perhaps twenty-five feet in width and four in 
depth, meandering about in the midst of a rather flat plain, and bordered by 
low hills covered with some small nut trees only twenty feet tall. 

Even riding down the Loire itself, he complained that its banks 
were monotonous, being fringed only with willows and poplars. "The 
interest in a certain landscape of itself is not enough," he remarks; "in 
the long run we must feel a moral or historical interest." Then only did 
a landscape become a "plectrum for the soul." 

Such passages of denigration, added to the outspoken reflections 
on the ugliness of certain cities, such as Lyons, were calculated to bring 
down upon him the wrath of readers or commentators from many 
different parts of the country. But then, he wrote only to please him- 
se!f. 

In Lyons he saw mainly an orgy of silk manufacture; people talked 
and dreamed only of the price of silk, a sign of the sweep of commer- 
cialism, to which he gave full attention. France was changing swiftly, 
was becoming embourgeoisee. He recalled the graciousness of life 
under the old regime, the days of glory and disinterestedness under 
the Republic, and exclaimed that all men seemed to be surrendering 
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themselves to "vile and egoistic passions. ... 1 see nothing of the 
spirit of generosity/' The enriched peasants and bourgeois '"triumphed 
by their baseness, as a pig wallows in slime." Stendhal could not en- 
dure the battles they waged over a matter of two francs with the con- 
ductors of his diligence. "Such affairs fill me with shame, and I avert 
my eyes as from a hideous spectacle." 

Certainly the conditions of life in France, as Stendhal recorded 
them, had become meaner and, for many, more burdensome than be- 
fore, though the industrial revolution promised wealth incalculable. 
The year 1837 was one of intense commercial depression. The work- 
ers had fought hard in 1830, 1831, and 1834; but now they were 
starving, and did not revolt. "We anglicize ourselves, we no longer 
laugh," he remarks. Soon most Frenchmen, like the laborious English 
he had seen, would be working in shops or factories for ten hours a 
day and go sulking about joylessly on the Sabbath. 

"It is a civilization, that has lost sight of its goal," is one of his dis- 
turbing reflections. Another (in the posthumous volume of his travel 
notes on southern France) speaks of the sadness that afflicts him as he 
compares the present with the scenes he witnessed in his adventurous 
youth: "I feel that I have fallen upon an era of transition; and scarcely 
will it have run half its course, when time, which moves so slowly in 
the history of a people, but so swiftly for the individual, will give me 
the signal that it is the hour to leave." Renewing their courage, men 
would resume the advance again, he thought, winning more freedom 
for themselves. Even the arts and literature would flourish more nobly, 
he predicted. "Our French literature [which at present he derided] 
may perhaps hope for a splendid epoch of energy, when the grand- 
children of those who were enriched by the Revolution will have come 
of age." This prophecy might be true enough (as indeed it proved to 
be in the second half of the century) , but he, Stendhal, would not be 
there to witness it. 

His picture of life in the provinces is as dark as the gloomiest pages 
of Balzac written on the same subject. France was a centralized bu- 
reaucracy, and in the country "the government is the prefect/' a provin- 
cial satrap before whom all men bowed low. But these prefects who 
rule with the authority of Paris — "which the provincials hate because 
Parisians enjoy life and think only of their vanity" — are detestable 
mediocrities, who become the butt of Stendhal's satirical spirit. 

In its political reflections, his last travel book was perhaps more out- 
spoken than anything he had written before. No opportunities to tilt 
at the superstitions of the religious and the tricks of the Jesuits were 
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lost. His- freethinking, his Jacobinism were but poorly concealed by 
those occasional passages written to appease the censor, in praise of 
that “wise king . . . whose government interferes least with the gov- 
erned, while assuring them security on the highways, and legal justice 
when they feel like squabbling with each other." But even such a 
paragraph is given away by the irony of its concluding sentence of 
eulogy for the regime: “And what is more, it amuses the people by 
giving the National Guard bright-colored, horsetail plumes to wear on 
their helmets." 

The "Memoirs of a Jourisl gives us also an intimate and parting 
picture of Stendhal in his sixth decade, a picture admittedly full of 
“egotistical details" but also tinged with sadness. We see him posting 
about the world energetically in pursuit of clean lodgings, for he is a 
fastidious man. He suffers a little when riding on the noisy and dusty 
steam railroads, though he likes their convenience : “Many poor devils, 
it is said, are killed on them each week," he observes somberly. He also 
offers some remarkably prophetic doubts about the future of the iron 
roads, then a subject of intense speculation on the Paris Bourse: 
“What will become of the capital invested in the railroads if a carriage 
is invented that can run on ordinary roads?" 

Like an experienced traveler, “avoiding noise and show," he stops 
always at quiet, second-class inns rather than hotels of the first class. 
Wherever he goes he asks which is the best cafe in the town, the place 
where the local blades and the wits foregather. There he samples the 
coffee and tea, but since tea is execrable in France he brings his own, 
sternly instructing the cafetier how to brew it. In Lyons, like a coura- 
geous scientist, he tries twenty-two different ways of cooking pota- 
toes, and gravely reports upon his experience. At Bordeaux he emu- 
lates the winetasters, “artists who can detect not only the vintages, but 
the year of harvest." To impress a gathering of American and Parisian 
bourgeois at an inn in Le Havre, he orders champagne for his dinner, 
giving exact instructions on how it is to be cooled with cracked ice. 
When the ice proves to be wrongly treated, he makes a loud protest, 
startling the other diners, who, though they had formerly ignored him, 
now regard him with respect. This pleases his ego. On boats or car- 
riages, when he finds pleasant company, he invites confidences and car- 
ries on endless conversations. When his companions appear dull, he 
turns up his collar and buries himself in one of the books he carries 
with him everywhere. 

A strange, unclassifiable work, the Memoirs of a Jourist r as one 
reviewer said, was in some wise “dominated by [his] politics through- 
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out / 3 and tended "to create a dislike for our soil and climate, for the 
men and monuments of the past, as for the faith of our fathers/' Sten- 
dhal had frequently compared the landscape of France most unfavora- 
bly to that of his beloved Italy, the only exception being his native 
Dauphine, now rediscovered in all its beauty, and with a reverent 
heart. His friends and literary advisers thought that in many passages 
he was being imprudent. But he replied: 

What is there so imprudent in the Jouriste 1 To please fools while proving 
to them for seven hundred pages that they are fools is an impossibility, in 
any case. 

Only one critic, E. D. Forgues, one of the few who admired Stendhal, 
likened him to Diderot passing through his century, too little heeded 
or unjustly appraised. The others slated him in the press, though ac- 
knowledging the author's wit. But the increasing interest in \e tourisme 
created a ready demand for the fifteen hundred copies of his book, 
which was, after all, one of the prime causes of its being. 


3 

One cherished literary project that Stendhal reserved for his leave 
of absence was that of adapting into French the collection of Italian 
memoirs which he had been gathering for many years. These genuine 
documents, he held, formed a veritable "introduction to the knowledge 
of the human heart." They teemed with conspiracies, robberies, rapes, 
and murders, often committed for the sake of ambition; they were for 
him penetrated still with "the fierce energy ... the gigantic passions 
of the Middle Ages." 

Modem Italian thinkers, like Benedetto Croce, tend -to smile a good 
deal at the habit of most Italophiles, including Stendhal, of seeing 
everywhere the Italy of pagan voluptuousness, Machiavellian perfidy, 
and Borgian crime. Stendhal doubtless exaggerated in picturing the 
Italy of his time in such colors as he used; but his interpretation of 
seventeenth-century Italy as an era of relative anarchy and large-scale 
brigandage, following the downfall of most of the city-republics, 
scarcely errs, and was later corroborated by the more extensive re- 
searches of Jacob Burckhardt. 

But whereas Burckhardt, and also the French historian, Michelet, 
popularized the idea that the Renaissance civilization was a final 
flowering" of culture, engendered by the revival of Hellenistic learn- 
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ing (Humanism) , Stendhal, before them, shrewdly suggested that there 
was a strong relationship between the whole "rebirth" of the fine arts 
in Italy and the social tendencies and drives dating from the Middle 
Ages — a view that is much closer to that of today's historical theorists. 
To his mind the men of the Renaissance, and even their near descend- 
ants, approached what might be called "the state of nature." They 
were what "noble savages" were to Rousseau, and "primitives" to 
aesthetes of today. Stendhal, then, saw "natural man" in the contem- 
poraries of Lorenzo de' Medici and Leonardo. In those days society 
was a miracle of courtly refinement and artistic creativeness; yet the 
age was notable also for its excesses of lust, violence, and treachery. 
To Stendhal this was no paradox. He wrote in a letter of November 
21, 1835: 

It was those bold morals that nurtured the Raphaels and Michelangelos 
whom people pretend to imitate so stupidly by means of academies and schools 
of fine arts. What they forget is that it needs a bold spirit to wield the brush 
of a master, and not that of some poor devil condemned to pay court to a 
bureaucrat in order to get a commission for a picture. 

To the uninhibited violence and passion of the earlier Italians, Sten- 
dhal, like some psychoanalysts of today, attributes their creative 
genius. It was, for his time, a challenging and advanced notion, very 
close to Freud's idea that the great creative artist may be defined as 
"a successful neurotic." In the same spirit, Stendhal, so law-abiding 
himself, fondly regards the seventeenth-century banditti and assassins 
who are heroes of the tales he writes or adapts, in his volume of Italian 
Chronicles ( Cbromejues italiennes ) , as individual manifestations of 
the drive toward liberty and justice. All previous ideas about these 
people, as given by writers of the "melodramatic" school, are false, 
he declares at the beginning of the story of "The Abbess cle Castro." 
"One may say, in general, that those brigands were the opposition to 
the cruel governments which in Italy succeeded the republics of the 
Middle Ages." How often they used poison or the stiletto to dispatch 
some petty tyrant! 

In 1821, Stendhal had appealed to Sir Walter Scott by letter, urg- 
ing him to turn to Italy for his subjects, and "paint a true picture of the 
Middle Ages. , . He had suggested stories based on the lives of 
Rienzi, Cosimo de' Medici, and others. But Scott never replied to him, 
though other English authors such as Byron and Shelley were already 
utilizing the lore of Italy with notable results. Stendhal had continued 
his reading and purchasing of old Italian manuscripts until this became 
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a mania with him throughout the 1820s and 1830s. Eventually he pos- 
sessed a hundred quarto volumes of manuscripts. He wrote to Sainte- 
Beuve, in December 1834, “I have selected that which appealed to me 
as revealing the human heart. . . . Their style is without pretension 
or noble rhetoric, and I shall translate them thus/' The manuscripts 
themselves he desired to bequeath to a library in Paris, so that men 
could see that he had written the truth. 0 

In 1837, finally, he was able to make an arrangement with Fran- 
cois Buloz, editor of the newly founded Revue des deux mondes, to 
publish these tales in his own French versions. Two years later they 
appeared in book form. 

Each of his Cbronicjues is a drama of passional violence. In fc The 
Abbess de Castro" the heroine loves and is loved by a brave soldier of 
fortune who, in an unsuccessful attempt to abduct her, kills her father, 
then is forced to flee for his life. She is shut up in a convent, but even- 
tually, thinking her lover dead, becomes the mistress of the Bishop of 
Castro, and bears a bastard. Her adulteries being discovered, there is 
great scandal, and this at the moment when her first lover returns from 
exile to reclaim her. Though she might have escaped condemnation, 
in remorse, and for honor's sake, she kills herself. 

“Vittorio Accoramboni" is the case of a lady who secretly poisons 
one husband after another, but of whom a horrid vengeance is ex- 
acted by the brothers of one of her victims. Pursued by the authori- 
ties, these murderers are only done for after a stirring, pitched battle 
in the streets of Venice. The other tales, which include that of “The 
Cenci," dominated by such subjects as incestuous passion, parricide 
and rape, are pitched in much the same key. In this whole collection, 
only the tale of “Vanina Vanini" is set in the nineteenth century. This 
is based on the affair of a brave young Carbonaro and a young girl of 
the Roman nobility who, by chance, succors him when wounded, and 
at the risk of her own life nurses him back to health. She loves him 
madly, and willingly yields the flower of her virtue to him; but when 
one day she sees that his heart is more wedded to the cause of Italian 
liberty than to herself, she betrays him to the authorities. The inclu- 
sion of “Vanina Vanini," a story presumably based upon a recent epi- 
sode, among the collection of true chronicles of the sixteenth and sev- 
enteenth century, is Stendhal's way of saying that Italian “primitivism ' 
survives in his own time, that men and human motives have changed 
little. 

ajhey were sold to the Bibliotheque Nationale, in the time of Napoleon III, by his sister Pauline, 
and may be consulted there. 


415 



STExNfDHAL 


These stories of crime and vengeance, which Stendhal in' the main 
adapted faithfully enough from original manuscripts, are in one sense 
a compensation for the very sedentary life he had led since 1814, much 
as in the case of our sedentary authors of crime fiction and their read- 
ers. But in a more important sense they reflect his deep interest 
(despite his love of reason and logic) in “primitive” passion and vio- 
lence, in the “unexpected” (le Alvin imprevu ) , that he constantly dis- 
tinguishes in the unconscious mind. His preoccupation, at this stage, 
is not with ideas of social order, but with the realities of instinctual 
passion, fear, aggressiveness, greed, lust, in individual and group, the 
unshrinking knowledge of which offers a challenge to our systems of 
ethics. The Italians of the Renaissance were, for him, men and women 
who developed their individualities as far as possible, defying the 
limits of morality and religion that had confined men's behavior in 
earlier times. (For this reason, Nietzsche, in imitation of Stendhal, 
later wrote that he wished we might become again as the men of the 
Italian Renaissance.) 

But in this world of violence, are there any standards or code of 
values that may serve to defend society, in the long run, against limit- 
less evil? To Stendhal (as for Burckhardt later) the sense of honor 
was a moral determinant in the Renaissance Italian when all else failed. 
In the long opening story of “The Abbess de Castro,” approximately 
the size of a short novel, Stendhal, with his usual shrewdness, pre- 
sents a complex picture of such unbridled conduct, yet shows the 
sense <5f honor irrevocably determining the self-inflicted fate of the 
Abbess. It is the same motive, that, in the guise of selfless patriotism, 
in “Vanina Vanini,” determines the young revolutionary rather to go 
to his death on the wheel than accept the chance of escape which his 
treacherous mistress, in her repentance, offers him. The sense of honor 
is an enigmatic enough mixture of conscience and egotism ; it is com- 
patible with vice and maddening illusion; yet the most gifted person- 
ality, though plunged in defeat or despair, may still draw immense 
strength from its source. 4 

Stendhal's recurrent absorption in the anti-rational, the unexpected 
and the fantastic in human nature, has troubled many pious moralists. 
Yet what he attempted with so much insight was to introduce method 


4 Cf. Jacob Burckhardt: 3'be Culture of the Renaissance, pp. 262-63, London, 1944, Oxford Press. 
There is great correspondence between the ideas of these two very different students of Italian his- 
tory; Burckhardt expressed deep approval of StendhaPs interpretation of old Italy in 7be Charter- 
house of Parma. However, Stendhal did not refer to the sense of honor as explicitly as does Burck- 
hardt, but rather by implication. 
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and subject to reason these hitherto forbidden, uncharted regions of 
the mind. (It was a work that at the end of the nineteenth century 
would be taken up on a grand scale both as the field of scientists and 
great novelists.) Meanwhile he bids us in the Italian Chronicles to 
seek "understanding of the profound hatreds, the eternal suspicions, 
which gave so much wit and courage to Italians of the sixteenth cen- 
tury, and so much genius to their artists/' 

Nor was he wrong to say this, we reflect, when we think of the 
residual violence that has featured Italy's recent tragic history, and 
Germany's, under the madmen of power. Indeed, Stendhal recalls to 
us that a secret esteem for crime lurks in the minds of the uneducated 
masses, behind the facade of a policed civilization, and is linked with 
impulses either of revolution or of destruction and retrogression. He 
was of course not the first thinker to make such observations. From 
Stendhal and Freud (both essentially men of reason grappling with 
the anti-rational) we have received gloomy warnings of the dangers 
that lie in the easy assumption of an inevitable social progress. Never- 
theless Stendhal — his was no "closed system/' to be sure — clung firmly 
enough to his faith in a naturalistic "logic," a pragmatic strategy of 
happiness. Similarly, in" his later years, Freud's dark presentiments 
about the future of human society were also brightened by hope for 
the conciliation of the ego and the collective. 

The Italian Chronicles , besides being the most spirited of Sten- 
dhal's shorter pieces, have the added value of providing a key to the 
understanding of his last book, that masterwork of his ripe years, 7he 
Charterhouse of Parma. It was while he lived in France that he dreamed 
of Italy in her freshest colors. It was while he was absorbed in read- 
ing over and adapting one of his most precious Italian manuscripts, 
one giving the secret history of the celebrated Farnese family, that the 
inspiration came to him to enlarge upon this subject in the form of a 
novel. 
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“7he Charterhouse of Parma " 


S ELDOM does Stendhal “invent” stories or plots; rather he takes 
them from newspaper reports of a trial, as in 7he Red and the 
Black, or from historical documents. For it is the moral ideas 
that these histories or plots illustrate that interest him. 

For six years, since 1832, he had had in his possession a large Italian 
manuscript recording the rise of the Farnese family in the sixteenth 
century. This manuscript, he had said in a letter written at the time 
of its acquisition, was like a novel. “It has everything, even magic.” 
The powerful Farnese clan, he noted, enjoyed its fortune “thanks to 
a strumpet, Vanozze Farnese.” 

In the time of the .unspeakable Pope Alexander VI, she had reigned 
as the veritable queen of Rome, being the mistress of Alexander's favor- 
ite, the Cardinal Roderigo Lenzuoli. It was owing to her cleverness and 
influence that her young nephew, Alessandro Farnese, whom Sten- 
dhal considered one of the most brilliant and fortunately endowed 
personalities of the sixteenth century, won advancement to the highest 
places in the Church. But in youth the young Farnese had abandoned 
himself to sensual pleasures; enamored of a certain Roman lady, he 
had attacked her carriage escort, killed one of her servants, then car- 
ried her off to a castle, where he detained her for a month. The affair 
created a scandal even in those pagan days; Farnese was seized and 
imprisoned in the ancient Castel San Angelo in Rome. But with the 
aid of Roderigo, his aunt’s lover, a rope three hundred feet long was 
smuggled to him, and he was able to escape from the tower of the 
great fortress, avoid trial, and live in hiding or exile. Eventually, thanks 
to the intrigues of his aunt, he was pardoned and even elected a cardi- 
nal while still a mere youth. This did not prevent him from forming a 
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secret connection with still another noble Roman lady, named Cleria, 
noted for her great piety as well as her beauty. This union,, which en- 
dured for many years, brought him two natural children. Ac the death 
of his mistress, Farnese, now in middle age, altered his whole way of 
life, and by his great religious devotion and diplomatic services distin- 
guished himself as one of the leaders of the Church. At sixty-seven 
he was elected Pope and became known as Paul III. 

Here, then, were the historical materials which, augmented by cer- 
tain legends concerning other ruling Italian families, provided the grand 
outlines for the romance of Jhe Charterhouse of Parma. The story of 
the Farnese family appealed to Stendhal as a perfect illustration of 
the art of life in old Italy whose children seemed to grow like fair 
plants thrusting themselves toward the sun, charged with the will to 
live, and the will to power. 

In the scattered diaries of Stendhal, nowadays written furtively on 
the margins of his books, occur notes showing that even while engaged 
in his tour of France in 1838, he was absorbed in reading and translat- 
ing his Italian manuscripts. Under the date of August 16, 1838, while 
studying the Farnese papers, he writes (in English) : “ Jo make of the 
sketch a romanzetto ?” During the two months following he was occu- 
pied with the plan of his "little" romance. 

He was now in a very happy frame of mind, in marked contrast to 
the sadness he felt when writing of Julien. His tales were appearing in 
the leading literary review of the day, the 'kerne des deux mondes, and 
his Memoirs of a Jourist had sold reasonably well. The tardy, if 
modest, recognition of his talents gave him hope of freeing himself at 
an early date from distasteful consular work. And best of all, Giulia 
Rinieri, his “mad virgin" of the 1830 Revolution, had returned to Paris, 
and, stealthily, to his arms again. He was thus able to mark one more 
red-letter day upon his historical suspenders: “August 3, 1838. . . . 
She has rendered to Dominique his friend of eleven years ago.” (Actu- 
ally it was eight years since he had first met her.) These autumn days 
of his life brought a modicum of happiness more surprising and poign- 
ant than he had ever known. It was in this mood that he began to write 
at top speed on November 4, 1838, continuing without a halt for seven 
weeks, to December 16, when the two volumes of his novel were com- 
pleted! 

In Jhe Charterhouse of Parma the little Duchy of Parma replaces 
Rome: he takes the historical figure of Vanozze Farnese and makes her 
the Duchesa Sanseverina, or “Gina"; Cardinal Roderigo becomes 
Count Mosca, Minister to the Prince of Parma and lover of Gina; the 
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handsome young Alessandro Farnese reappears as Fabrizio del Dongo, 
nephew of Gina ; Cleria, of the Farnese annals, turns up again as Qelia 
Conti. But the singular thing is that all these characters and their ad- 
ventures typifying the sixteenth century are carried over by Stendhal 
into the nineteenth century ; we are asked to believe that the despotism 
and debauchery of Rome in 1500 could reappear in the little Italian 
principality of Parma in the 1820s. In short Stendhal reverses the pro- 
cedure of Walter Scott; instead of writing really of modern people 
dressed in antique costumes, he writes of sixteenth-century characters 
and events as if they appeared in his own time. 

The Charterhouse of Parma is, therefore, a sort of paradox among 
historical romances, and to this fact may be attributed most of the ob- 
jections to the novel made by Italian critics such as Benedetto Croce, 
who have assured us that only “the Italy of Stendhal" is to be seen here. 
Insofar as the novel is a wish-fantasy, this impression is true enough: 
in old age Stendhal had the habit of reliving his life in dreams. He 
dreamed of his youth in Italy, and by a further leap of the imagination 
transformed those scenes he knew into those of the year 1500 when he 
would have desired to live. 

But, it has been pointed out, in the 1 820s industry and commerce 
already were changing Italy; popular political movements were under 
way, and young Italians, instead of climbing garden walls to serenade 
their belles, were organizing the struggle for liberation. Despotism still 
existed, to be sure, in various parts of the divided country, but in weak- 
ened, transitional form. Stendhal, in his canvas of “modern” Italy, it 
was said, ignored that which was most generous and heroic, the Car- 
bonari, who fought for national revival. 

However, Stendhal did, most patently, seek to picture the movements 
and forces that foreshadowed the, coming upheavals in Italy. But to 
write with open sympathy (such as he felt) for Carbonarism, for the 
revolutionary movement of Young Italy, was exactly what he could 
least afford to do when he was still serving as a French diplomatic officer 
in the Papal States. 

Yet The Charterhouse of Parma is really penetrated with the spirit 
of Carbonarism, the cult of Italian liberty in the 1830s. Its irony is 
directed unflaggingly against an outworn despotic and religious ortho- 
doxy. The young Fabrizio is shown to be so much allured "by the cause 
of the “antichrist,” Napoleon, that he flies from home during the Hun- 
dred Days in order to take part in the Battle of Waterloo. Indeed all of 
the novel's principal characters are presented as extreme individualists 
imbued with the qualities of independence, courage, and will typical of 
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the grest Renaissance Italians. By disposition they are rebels who 
openly or secretly flout existing law; as Stendhal himself remarks apolo- 
getically in his preface, they all violate the criminal code in one way or 
another. Fabrizio is the most innocently romantic and naive among 
them — but were not the Carbonari like him? 

It is significant also that the climactic episodes of the romance take 
place in the prison of the great Farnese Tower (an imaginary edifice 
recalling the Castel San Angelo in Rome), where Fabrizio is unjustly 
incarcerated by the tyrannical Prince of Parma. These dramatic scenes 
in the prison-fortress were undoubtedly inspired, in part, by Stendhal's 
reading of his friend Pellico's prison memoirs, which during the 1830s 
were read all over Europe. The experience of Fabrizio thus symbolized 
the sufferings of the Italian political prisoners long pent up in the dun- 
geons of the Spielberg, and clearly recalled to the many readers of Pel- 
lico that in Italy, at this period, the only place for generous youth might 
well be a prison dungeon. Stendhal's dedication for the second volume, 
as usual a little mystifying, in deference to the censorship, reads : 

By her continual outcries this republic will prevent us from enjoying the best 
of monarchies. 

The “republic" he mentions was not yet in being. 

7he Charterhouse of Parma was, then, a pageant of feudal Italy in 
modern dress to many of its readers, especially the Italians among them. 
But was it the less real or truthful? It is, in great measure, thanks to 
Stendhal's special tactics, a profoundly “realistic'" romance. Like an 
observant foreigner, Stendhal saw more deeply than many Italians Into 
their own moral ambiguities, to which, in the long run, would be 
traceable their tragic blunders in the thirty years that were still to pass 
before unification came, in 1871. 

But if too much of the old sixteenth-century Italy survives in Sten- 
dhal's picture — and it was that century that witnessed Italy's conquest 
by foreign powers and her inoculation with the habits of corruption — 
it is nonetheless true that he writes of his adopted land with love. For 
in contrast to the historical thinkers after him who worshiped the 
Nordic way of life, Stendhal is with all his heart a Meridional, and 
celebrates the way of life of the southern European, whom he honors 
for having produced a true civilization both in ancient and in recent 
times. The uninhibited “naturalness" of Italian folkways once more 
wins his eloquent commendation. His Italians are nearly always virile 
models of the passionate life, and imbued with energy to boot. The 
natives themselves, while flattered enough, have sometimes modestly 

421 



STENDHAL 


disclaimed the virtues that Stendhal so liberally accorded them. Human 
traits and habits produced by climate and race are still not susceptible 
to exact measurement. While Stendhal could observe men and things 
with remarkable objectiveness, there is no doubt that, part of the time 
at least, he saw in sun-drenched Italy that which suited his doctrine, 
that which had helped him in the years of his youth to realize happi- 
ness. This novel, perhaps more than any other he wrote, was both pro- 
fession of faith and confession. The impetuous, nearly automatic speed 
with which he wrote it — twenty to thirty pages or more in a morning — 
and the sense of relief and ''pleasure" which, he remarks repeatedly, it 
gave him to do it, hints to us how much it was the work of a dream. 
His mind was lightning-fast. But two hundred thousand words in fifty- 
two days i 1 


2 

Over and over again, all his life he wrote the same novel. The hero, 
whether Julien, Lucien Leuwen, or Fabrizio, is always himself as a 
young man making his way through the school of experience. Each of 
his heroes is a youth of zeal and imagination, imagination inspired by 
the reading of books which have filled him with "noble illusions" about 
the world. Each feels himself disoriented by the defeat of the French 
Revolution and its popular symbol, Napoleon. Fabrizio, being a noble 
young Italian, is less calculating and more impulsive than Julien Sorel 
or Leuwen; but he too is shown to be, by force of his sensibility, sex- 
ually timid. Fabrizio, too, though held in the mold of his Italianate 
character, has a passion for self-analysis before action that makes him, 
once more, the "modem" Stendhalian man. But while Julien is tragi- 
cally destroyed, his Italian counterpart achieves success, in the sense of 
fullest self-realization, through methods that are entirely amoral by 
nineteenth-century lights. 

This time Stendhal was resolved to entertain the public by narrating, 
by telling a story, rather than by cool philosophizing. We must note 

1 His faithful alter ego, Remain Colomb, tells us that one day in the winter of 1839, when 
Stendhal was busily correcting the manuscript of 7be Charterhouse, he fell sick with gout and 
rheumatism, and what of pain and distress absent-mindedly misplaced a sheaf of some sixty pages 
of the original. As the presses were waiting, tie set to work and wrote a new version of the whole 
missing sequence, a long chapter, which he finished in two days or so. Later, when the whole book 
was printed, he told Colomb about his misadventure, and Colomb relates: “I began to search for 
the lost manuscript, and soon located it under a great pile of papers, pamphlets, and proof sheets. 
Astounded at my discovery, he, nevertheless, feared to look at the original, and would not even 
compare it with the pages he had rewritten.” 
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that he was writing during the flood tide of romantic prose in France, 
with Dumas, Hugo, Eugene Sue, and Honore de Balzac (a Balzac still 
much addicted to “melodrama'') as his competitors. Though Stendhal 
was the true forerunner of the “realistic" school, the elaborate plot of 
7he Charterhouse is outwardly in the cape-and-sword tradition of the 
1830s. But in examining closely the romantic properties of his novel, we 
perceive that in spite of them the rationale of his characters and their 
action is determined as by a psychologist and not by a literary roman- 
ticist. The personalities before us, in contrast with the world of volup- 
tuousness, conspiracy, assassination, in which they move, are amazingly 
real, owing to the faithfulness with which the behavior pattern of each 
is observed. 7he Charterhouse of Parma is once more a novel of ideas. 

The time of the story is the era of revolution and continental war, 
1798-1825. Fabrizio del Dongo, born in the year of Napoleon's first 
invasion of northern Italy, is the younger son of a Lombard nobleman 
who brings him up in the seclusion of his country estate outside of 
Milan, because he is an enemy of the revolutionary French and a par- 
tisan of the Catholic-Royalist House of Hapsburg. But Fabrizio's beau- 
tiful Aunt Gina, who enjoys great influence over him, had married one 
of Napoleon's Italian generals and absorbed his enthusiasm for revolu- 
tionary ideas. Her nephew too becomes infected with Bonapartism in 
boyhood. After the defeat of French arms in 1814, the royalist nobles 
come creeping back to Milan ; also the Austrian military rulers, the Jesu- 
its, and all the other servants of medievalism. But during the exciting 
interregnum of the Hundred Days, when Napoleon suddenly escapes 
from Elba, to give a last battle to the Holy Alliance, Fabrizio, then 
only sixteen, obeys a reckless impulse and flies from his home to fight 
at Waterloo under the banner of the “liberator" and “true king" of 
Italy. Aristocratic, handsome of face and figure, artless in his idealism, 
Fabrizio is of course a “sublimation" of all that Henri Beyle was in 
youth, or would have longed to be. Like the young Beyle, he finds his 
father avaricious and detestable and rebels against him. His mother and 
aunt, on the other hand, actually serve as his confederates in arranging 
for his flight. The mother, however, becomes vague as the story pro- 
gresses, and eventually dissolves into the high-willed but maternal 
figure of Gina, to whom her role is transferred. 

The Battle of Waterloo is a digression, having little to do with the 
novel, and indeed takes place before its real plot begins. But Stendhal, 
who all his life regretted his lacbete in lying in the arms of Mme. Pie- 
tragrua during that historic event, indulges in the vicarious experience 
of living through the great battle in fifty pages which have become as 
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celebrated as anything in all the literature of war. In contrast with the 
romantic stage scenery of the rest of the novel, the Waterloo chapters 
compose one of the greatest experiments in literary realism, a triumph 
of Stendalian sincerity in art. 

It seems that no one before him had the notion of describing a battle, 
not as if he were one of the commanding generals endowed with a 
bird's-eye vision and knowledge of everything going on, but as if he 
were a combatant, writing down only what he might have seen with 
the eyes in his head. The result is that original painting of the "fog of 
war/' which Stendhal imagined was witnessed by the participants at 
Waterloo, based, of course, upon his own observation of large engage- 
ments on numerous battle fronts. As in a dream, or a flickering, oft- 
broken motion picture him, Fabrizio moves through the flotsam of the 
great battle, tossed hither and yon, his efforts at aggression or display 
of courage seeming almost comic against the confusion of the real scene. 
He fights, advances, retreats, gets lost, is wounded, robbed, and is both 
entertained and succored by the looters and camp sutlers who throng 
the battlefield. He wonders: "Have I really been under fire?" And like 
the other Beylist heroes asks himself: "Was Waterloo nothing but 
that?" 2 

On his return from the fields of glory to Milan, Fabrizio finds him- 
self disinherited by his father and outlawed in his country. But he has 
the protection of his resourceful aunt; and, while he evades the police 
authorities from day to day, she bargains for his freedom. Through one 
of her admirers, an influential priest of Milan, Gina (who is now a 
widow) is able to arrange for the pardon of her adored nephew. Exiled 
to a neighboring city, he is to undergo a period of probation, during 
which his conduct must be of the most rigorous orthodoxy. It is by his 
spirit of independence and enthusiasm that Fabrizio has incurred the 
suspicion of those who rule Lombardy. Now he must win their good 
opinion by (1) going to Mass every day, and having a confessor; (2) 
avoiding persons "reputed to be intelligent"; (3) reading nothing but 
the official gazettes. " 'Finally/ the Canon added with a touch of malice, 
'he should pay court openly to one of the pretty women of the noble 
class. This will show that he does not have the somber and discon- 
tented cast of mind of a potential conspirator.' " 


3 Military men who were present at Waterloo attested to the accuracy of this word painting. One 
veteran of war, Tolstoy, used its lessons to great advantage, as he acknowledged afterward, in the 
description of Borodino, in 'War and Peace. Stendhal’s “Waterloo” is often singled out for study in 
comparison with Hugo’s version in Ees Wiserables (incorporating the typical errors of romantic 
art) , and with Zola’s treatment of the Battle of S^dan in £a D ebdcle, modeled after Stendhal. 
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Fabrizio's education in conformity and virtue is now conducted 
solemnly enough under the eye of the clerics and his aunt. The beauti- 
ful widow, however, despite her secret passion for her nephew, is now 
impoverished and in search of a career herself. She is one of the great 
belles of Milan, a ravishing creature, all fire and wit and gaiety; but 
she can also will greatly, and exhibit a boldness in action that is reck- 
less of moral consequences. In short, a composite of the Italian woman 
of destiny, with something in her of Lucrezia Borgia and Vanozze 
Farnese as well as that later femme fatale of Milan, Gina Pietragrua, 
whom Stendhal once loved and lost. 

One evening in her box at the Scala, she meets the Count Mosca, 
Prime Minister and Chief of Police of the neighboring principality of 
Parma. 

He might have been forty or forty-five; he had deeply lined features, with 
no trace of self-importance, and a simple, lighthearted manner which told in 
his favor. He would have looked very fine indeed, if a whim on the part of 
Iris Prince had not obliged him to wear powder on his hair as a proof of his 
professing the right opinions in politics. 

The powdered wig is of course the symbol of attachment to the 
ancien regime , the altar and the throne. But the middle-aged Mosca 
is quite a deep fellow: formerly a fervent Jacobin, or Italian republican, 
under Napoleon, and a brave officer to boot, he has ended by growing 
more moderate with age, and joined the party in power; but while 
earning the reputation of one of the most astute statesmen in Europe, 
he works secretly, in the interests of the popular welfare, to mitigate the 
excesses of the conservatives in his government. In his private conver- 
sation he mocks lightly at the dignity of his position, laughs at the 
prince he serves, jests about the intrigues he carries on, and strongly 
resembles the elderly Beyle in his role as consul to a king he despises. 

But brilliant though he is, as his epigrams on history, religion, and 
power politics show him, his heart has always remained young. Loving 
Gina, he is ready to abandon all the power he holds and place such 
fortune as he possesses at her feet. His proposal to her — for he is mar- 
ried and long separated from his wife — is that they should go to live 
in retirement in Naples upon the moderate income he enjoys. But be- 
cause he has been uncommonly honest for a politician, it is not a large 
fortune and offers no prospects worthy of her beauty and his talents. 
Perhaps this proposal is not inducement enough? 

As an alternative Mosca then suggests that Gina come to Parma, 
where she can share his immense political power, virtually equal to that 
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of the prince, and where the ever-fascinating exercise of such power 
will keep them both from being bored . In Parma there is a certain aged 
Duke Sanseverina, a man of great wealth but only recent nobility, who 
feels that he needs more public honors than Mosca is willing or able to 
grant — without certain considerations. He will persuade the old duke 
to marry Gina, as a formality, then leave her in his palace in Parma 
and depart forever to serve as ambassador to France. By this manage 
de convenance Gina will become a duchess and be able to live secretly 
as Mosca' s mistress, while playing a mighty role at the court of Parma. 
And her husband would not live forever. 

"But do you know that what you propose is highly immoral ? 11 she 
protests demurely. 

"Not more immoral/' he replies, "than that which is done at our 
court or twenty others. The advantage conferred by absolute power is 
that it sanctifies all sorts of conduct in the eyes of the common people/' 
Officially no one will notice what they do, and so no harm will follow. 
Besides, court life is dull and has, nowadays, a most pessimistic tone. 
Gina will spread happiness and gaiety, a moral good in itself. She yields 
to him, one of her real motives being the hope of furthering Fabrizio's 
career, and removes to the city of Parma, where she soon shines forth 
as the Duchess Sanseverina. 

The whole court, prince, princess, even the royal mistress, fall under 
her spell; the affairs of Mosca prosper, and the Opposition Party is the 
more easily held in check. 

But what of the beloved Fabrizio? Must he live only to pass his time 
in cafes, ride an English horse on Sundays, and pay court to a dull mis- 
tress? What future was there now that the Revolution and Bonaparte 
were undone and careers were no longer open to talent? The sage 
Mosca points out that "though the next century will be dominated by 
lawyers/' the young man is too noble and enthusiastic to be one of 
them. The army career which Fabrizio would favor would mean but 
the life of "the squirrel in a turning cage." Civilization, hierarchic and 
bureaucratic, seemed to have reached a dead end in Europe. "The main 
qualities required of a young man of today/' Mosca reasons, "and for 
the next fifty years ... so long as we are ruled by fear [for property] 
and religion, are those of being incapable of enthusiasm and lacking in 
wit." 

What else was left? He must, like certain famous ancestors, take up 
the robe, and Mosca and the duchess would scheme to have him made 
Archbishop of- Parma one day — the Prince Ranuccio would be per- 
suaded to do this, since Mosca was indispensable to him. 
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It seemed to Fabrizio a dreadful fate to be a priest, and not a “hero.” 
But Mosca, with deep worldliness, urges : “I do not at all intend to 
make him an exemplary priest. ... He may remain as ignorant as he 
wishes.” Was he not, by birth, a great noble? 

The education of the charming Fabrizio is now continued at a great 
seminary in Naples, according to instructions laid down by the amiably 
Mephistophelian Mosca and transmitted by his aunt. He must first of 
all learn the “rules of the game” — the game of life, of course— and how 
little, alas, they seem to have changed from the time when Stendhal 
superbly travestied them ! 

“Believe or do not believe that which you are taught, but never make any 
objections. Consider that you are learning the rules of the game of whist. Would 
you object to the rules of the game you are to play?” 

How to succeed, how to conform, or at least how to appear to con- 
form, to the opinions of those who rule society in an age of darkness, 
is a theme upon which Stendhal discourses with exquisite irony. Re- 
peatedly his heroes put on the masquerade of orthodoxy or respect- 
ability the better to ridicule it. Fabrizio must believe and obey! 

“Remember that there are people who will note carefully your slightest ob- 
jections; they will forgive you a little amorous affair if it is handled in the 
right way, but not an iota of doubt. . . . Bear this in mind at the confes- 
sional. ... 

“The second rule which the count prescribes for you: if you are suddenly 
struck by some brilliant idea, if some crushing retort comes to you which may 
change the entire course of the conversation, do not give in to the temptation 
to shine, but remain silent; people who have finesse will see your cleverness 
in your eyes. There will be time to show your wit when you are a bishop.” 

There you have the moral subtilizations of Stendhal applied in de- 
fense of one's sensibility — Jesuitism turned against the Jesuitism with 
which he was at war all his life. 

After three years Fabrizio returns, a man of the world at twenty-two, 
clad in the Purple Stockings that officially mark him as a noble and 
privileged member of the clerical novitiate, and destined for the higher 
offices in the Church. His protectors arrange for an audience with the 
Prince of Parma, and this too provides a scene that sparkles with Sten- 
dhalian intellectual comedy. 

The monarch is no fool; surprised at seeing before him not a dull 
little abbe but a youth of fire and beauty, he resolves to have a little 
■ sport with him. “I think I shall play the Jacobin; we shall see what 
answers he will give.” 
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He begins in the manner of Frederick the Great, the patron of Vol- 
taire : 

“Well, well, Monsignor, are the people of Naples happy? Is the King liked?” 

“Serene Highness,” Fabrizio replied without a moment’s hesitation, “I used 
to admire, when I passed in the streets, the excellent bearing of the troops of 
His Majesty’s various regiments; the better classes are respectful toward their 
masters, as they should be; but 1 must own that in all my life I have never 
allowed people of the lower classes to speak to me about anything but the work 
which I pay them to do.” 

Thus Fabrizio went on, parrying every effort to draw him out on for- 
bidden political topics with reflections full of prudence and piety. Ideas 
about liberty, justice, or popular welfare were “infamous”; what if 
their application brought some material gains? Would they not end by 
destroying “princes established by Qod ”? And of what avail were “a 
few years of well-being, or even a century of good fortune, compared 
with the eternity of suffering they ensured in the next world?” 

The prince was put out of countenance and thought to himself: 
“There’s a sly bird for you; I recognize the Sanseverina touch.” For he, 
like everybody else, lusts for the clever Gina, and so is under pressure 
to show favor to her charming nephew. But if he could expose the 
youth a little he would have the remarkable aunt a little more under 
his thumb. He comforts himself by considering that, given enough rope, 
this clever youth, like all the other lively young men, would reveal him- 
self at heart a follower of Voltaire and Rousseau, and so hang himself. 


3 

Fabrizio, with powerful support, and by his own diplomacy, climbs 
in the court of Parma, a microcosm of royalist society, and a mirror of 
the political-clerical conflict gripping the Europe of the Holy Alliance. 
The complicating factor is the ill-concealed passion of the duchess, now 
a ripe woman of thirty-five, for her young nephew. Their endless, en- 
chanting tete-a-tetes are artless on the surface, semi-incestuous under 
the surface, and the meaning of this is not lost upon Mosca, middle- 
aged, but all somber flame for bis mistress. 

In one of the truly "Shakespearean” scenes in which the novel 
abounds, Mosca is shown pacing back and forth in the shadows of a 
long room, at the opposite end of which Fabrizio languishes at the feet 
of Gina, opening his heart to her like a child to a mother. Mosca sees 
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the danger. He is a man of will, who has played boldly with life for 
high stakes, and holds to the ruthless maxim that “the risks a man is 
willing to take are the measure of his rights over other men.’’ He 
fingers his dagger, deliberating whether to kill them both and himself, 
but replaces it after an agonized and silent soliloquy, and hurries out 
with a formal “Good night.” For he is also a man of measure: “I must 
avoid bloodshed at all costs. And. young men want each woman they 
meet, but forget about her the next morning. He bribes the servants 
and pays his sbirri to watch them. 

Fabrizio feels himself helplessly drawn by the maternal in the older 
woman, but is also aware of a growing sense of danger and guilt. Gina 
would perhaps have stopped at nothing; but in his malaise, Fabrizio 
takes a solitary journey to revisit his native countryside and distract 
his mind. He does not recognize the deep attachment to his aunt as the 
“great love” that he, like all the youth of the 1820s, seeks. By the shore 
of Lake Como, at the foot of the Alps, he wanders in a profound rev- 
erie; prowls about the chateau where he was born and from which 
he is banned; revisits in secret the church of his boyhood and a beloved 
old abbe who is an astrologer, and, dying, prophesies terrible dangers 
and adversities for his young friend. 

In this so “thickly foliated romance” (as Balzac called it) there are 
continually surprising rituals and symbols, recalling ancient legends, 
surging up as if from the dark of the unconscious mind. Fabrizio, wan- 
dering in his native forest, that is territory forbidden him by the Aus- 
trians, determines to “reject” and never to speak of his evil passion for 
Gina, but asks himself if he will ever know, ever be capable of real love. 
There is the suggestion here of a hidden fear of impotence.* 

At one point he goes to seek a spot in the forest where his mother 
once planted a young chestnut tree in his honor, calling it “fabrizio' s 
tree.’’ To his intense relief he finds it still living and erect. The fear had 
come to him earlier that his father — “that stern man who had never 
loved him” — kind his elder brother, both of whom he hates for their 
unnatural cruelties to him, “might have had the tree cut down.” But 
only a single branch “broken by the wind, or mischief-makers, hangs 
down, all withered.” Reverently he cuts it off, cleans the wound with 
his knife, and turns up the earth around this tree which is the image of 
fruitfulness, before departing on his lonely way. 

This was but a superstitious folly, the author apologetically com- 
ments, yet the whole extended passage is extremely rich in symbolism 
and “dreamwork.” Fabrizio is modern youth, in reverie in the myste- 
rious forest of life, feeling himself persecuted by his own father, fearing 
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for his own strength, filled with guilty longings or remembrances, “at- 
tentive ever to the need for keeping on his guard in the presence of 
hypocritical and dangerous enemies/' 

During that long dark night in the forest, brooding, sometimes weep- 
ing, never closing his eyes, he wrestles with the problems of his ambiva- 
lent relationship with Gina, his future as a priest, his doubts of himself 
when on the threshold of life, his sense of society's injustice and of his 
own privileged position/ But when the night has ended, he has arrived 
at certain “courageous resolutions/' and at last joys in the mighty dawn 
that pours its light down the giant spurs of the Alps and ovef Lake 
Como. He feels himself charged with “generous and virtuous senti- 
ments . . . delivered of an enormous burden." 

His solutions are “Italianate" in the Stendhalian sense: “Since my 
birth has given me the right to profit by those social abuses it would 
be an extreme folly not to take my share." Fabrizio stops thinking at a 
certain point, accepts life, and suffers no prolonged torments of con- 
science over doctrines. But one marvels at how well Stendhal, nearing 
sixty, remembers and understands all the dreams, the fears, the desires 
of the heart of youth. 

On his return to Parma, Fabrizio becomes absorbed in a little actress. 
Her jealous lover, the clown, Giletti, encounters him by chance on a 
road outside of Parma and attacks him; Fabrizio, though poorly armed, 
kills the clown and runs off with the actress. 

For a nobleman to kill a poor comedian in self-defense was then a 
legal bagatelle; but high politics and the Opposition Party in Parma, 
eager to injure Mosca and his brilliant mistress, will otherwise. Fabrizio 
is charged with murder by false witnesses, and his arrest is ordered by 
the prince, still piqued at not having had his way with the Duchess 
Gina. The youth is driven to flight again, and experiences some pictur- 
esque adventures, including a new though shallow amour (for an opera 
singer), which lures him back to Parma. Discovered in spite of an amus- 
ing disguise, he is apprehended and imprisoned in the mighty citadel of 
Parma without charge or trial, for a term fixed at twenty years. 

As in 7he Red and ihe Black , so in 7he Charterhouse a prison plays 
a most significant part in the drama. And what a prison is the “Farnese 
Tower," three hundred feet high, with great windows opening upon a 
splendid view of life itself, for Fabrizio' s keep is on the topmost terrace, 
adjacent to the turret in which the governor and his beautiful daughter 
live. The prison enters the story because Alessandro Farnese, the orig- 
inal model of Fabrizio, was imprisoned in the Castel San Angelo, one 
of whose famous inmates was Benvenuto Cellini. But another reason for 
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it is that Fabrizio is after all the blood brother of Julien Sorel. He too 
must be alienated from his evil father, he too divided in his heart be- 
tween two women, one older, one very young. And the recurrence of 
these themes is required by the “system” of Stendhal’s libido, by the 
unconscious desires and wish-fantasies in his mind. 3 

Imprisonment was what Stendhal most feared; and though he could 
be brave enough in time of war, the thought of the risks he ran of being 
shut up in the Spielberg fortress as a liberal often made him take almost 
comical precautions against the police. Prison meant the end of his lib- 
erty; it meant death, and resolution. It was both feared and secretly 
longed for. As often as he mocked at the fear of death in others, so did 
his mind preoccupy itself with it, drawing little pictures of pistols on 
his manuscripts, gripped by the fixation of suicide and death as the 
“Dionysian” immolation which would finally dissolve his ego, with all 
its doubts and conflicts. But while unconsciously he renounces life, the 
ultimate prison house of death is graciously ornamented by his imag- 
ination, as was that mythical underworld to which the heroes of ancient 
Greek legend used to descend, and Orpheus went to find Eurydice and 
sing to her. 

In the citadel of Parma, Fabrizio, who has been struggling for solu- 
tions of. his own problems, finds a peace he has not hitherto known and 
a great love. In the daughter of the governor, Clelia Conti, whom he 
has only seen once before in Milan, as a mere child, he recognizes his 
long-sought Eurydice. He too, like Julien Sorel in the prison of Ver- 
rieres, experiences that Dionysiac frenzy of self-fulfillment that 
Nietzsche would call “liberation from the principium individuationis." 
So long as he may speak with his eyes to Clelia on her balcony, or, 
despite the prison bars that separate them, make ardent love to her in 
sign language, he will not leave his prison for any other place in the 
world. 

Meanwhile his high-willed aunt and the resourceful Count Mosca 
have been moving heaven and earth to arrange for Fabrizio’s escape. 
They convey a rope to him, and devise a system of secret signaling by 
a lantern in the hills to the youth up in the tower. To the anguish of his 
infatuated aunt, he signals back: “J do not wish to escape , 1 wish to die 
here!" 


3f ‘These themes . . . corresponded to strong sentiments that sought to liberate themselves: 

thwarted ambitions, aesthetic feelings, old fears, disgusts, obscure dreams, . . . Stendhal carried 
in himself a fixed image of bis hero . . . and Fabrizio is . . . brother to Julien, albeit a privi- 
leged brother, fairer and happier,” Pierre Martino, Revue d'bistoire litteraire de la 7Tance (1930), 
p. 114, 
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To escape, live in exile from all he loves (as even Clelia urges), 
would leave him ""unable to breathe/' It were better to be poisoned by 
his jailers, as his friends fear is Intended. This is a fate that only Clelia's 
courage and cleverness spares him. 

It is only because Clelia, despairing of his safety, commands him to 
escape, that he finally makes his way down the sheer citadel walls. But 
feeling that she has betrayed her father in aiding Fabrizio's flight, Clelia 
vows before Cod that if only her lover's life is spared, she “will never 
see him again" as long as she lives. 

The affair of Fabrizio and Clelia is a model of pure and passionate 
love, which Stendhal paints with great depth of sentiment and yet with 
restraint Clelia, like Gina, is one of Stendhal's matchless portraits of 
women, for the understanding of whom his own sexual timidity and his 
masochistic penchant for feminine authority so singularly qualified 
him. 

Prior to his escape, the indomitable Gina, with the aid of the wily 
Mosca, has been waging a mighty political battle to defeat the rival 
party, turn Parma upside down, and win the release of Fabrizio. In 
this mimic warfare every device of power politics is employed by both 
sides; newspapers are bought, the public is agitated by rumors, and 
poison too comes into play. At Gina's command, one of her would-be 
lovers, a revolutionary poet, does for the prince with a deadly potion, 
for Gina has given up her nephew for lost. In her frenzy, she even 
orders the bursting of a dam on her estate outside of Parma, loosing a 
flood of moderate depth upon her enemies. At her chateau in Sacca, she 
meanwhile holds a great Priapic feast, attended with fireworks, the dis- 
tribution of money and vats of wine for the peasants. “Wine for Sacca, 
water for the people of Parma!" she cries. These episodes, extravagant 
though they seem, were developed by Stendhal from actual incidents in 
the history of the city-states of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries; 
they seem scarcely suited to 1825. 

At this point, the novel should have been brought to an end, whether 
tragic or comic : at the conclusion of Chapter XXII of the second vol- 
ume. It was the opinion of no less an authority than Balzac ; for, here- 
after the force cf the action is diffused; the principal characters seem 
exhausted by their passion. The heroic figure of Gina retreats into exile 
with that man of wit, xMosca; Clelia goes to the altar with the respect- 
able husband chosen by her father ; Fabrizio takes vows, becomes pro- 
foundly religious, and in a threadbare old cassock preaches the most 
fervent sermons. What follows appears to us anticlimactic after the 
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dramatic amplitude of the prison sequence, and somewhat comic in 
spirit. 

But Stendhal intended to write a third volume; he had a good deal 
more to say and, as always, it was not wanting in interest and impor- 
tance. Prodded by his bookseller to shorten the novel, he " strangled" 
or hastily compressed what remained, to his own regret. Much of its 
retrospective and philosophical summation was to have been developed 
in that imagined Charterhouse of Parma to which Fabrizio eventually 
retreats, and which happens to provide the mystifying title of the novel, 
though mentioned only briefly on the last page. 

It was the essence of his plan in this novel, which is the uninhibited 
realization of his own dream, that his hero should triumph over life's 
adversities and dangers. It was to be an illustration of his favorite thesis 
that happiness was attainable in Italy. For in that fortunate land xhe 
people were possessed still of the advantages of a form of civilization, 
ancient and subtile, which also wisely permitted them to live as 
'"natural" beings in full accord with their instincts for animal pleasure. 
Whereas in northern Europe man, caught in the mold of modern 
society, showed himself already dominated by money-greed, vanity, 
and the fear of public opinion. 

7he Charterhouse of Parma , compared with Toe Tied and the Black , 
is a work of affirmation; it is a "hymn to life"; a song of the Italy he 
loved in youth and dreamed in age; it is suffused with joy, and good 
humor lightens even its most ironic passages. While it is a beautiful 
pendant for the earlier masterpiece, it reflects the mere resigned temper 
of Stendhal in his late years. He loved life with his last breath, and tar 
from being a pessimist, was equal, up to the very end, to trie most 
Shandean gaiety. In his swan song he gives us intimations, more clearly 
than before, of his challenging doctrines concerning his "art of happi- 
ness," which, now by brave defiance of the social police, now by skill- 
ful protection of the sensibility and discipline of the emotions — 
"distracting" if mot removing life's chagrins— may lead to the full 
flowering of the individual being. 

That such physical and moral harmonies could be achieved only in 
Italy strikes us as adventitious, and grounded in the accidents of his 
personal geography. But have not modern men continued to search for 
their own “Italics" wherever in the world they may be found? Has not 
"escapism," never better diagnosed than in Stendhal, remained a pro- 
found symptom of social malady since his time? 

Both as essay in ideas and work of art his novel is a persuasive 
pleading for the true therapy of man as social being. Even religion is 
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pressed into service and shown to have a vital and protective function 
for Stendhal's “natural"" Italian. "To believe is a good thing both for 
this world and the next/" was Gina"s parting counsel as Fabrizio 
entered upon his clerical career. By intuition he is a believer, but it is 
no burden to him. The concluding moral of the whole tale is as impious 
as possible. 

Fabrizio"s eloquence and fervor as a preacher enchants all Parma, 
wins him the greatest honors, and draws crowds of women of the best 
society, who weep and swoon on hearing him. Only Clelia shuns him. 
At length, partly out of a presumed piety, but also out of curiosity and 
downright jealousy, she too comes to the cathedral. Once having heard 
him she promptly yields and sends him a note fixing an assignation. 
Fabrizio is filled with a sense of triumph; as he doffs his old cassock for 
mufti, and goes to her, he exclaims: “At last I am done with preach- 
ing !" But owing to her earlier vows to the Virgin (never to see him) and 
with not a little casuistry, Clelia insists upon receiving her lover in an 
apartment that is always completely darkened. To the public he remains 
a great prelate, privately he is the discreet lover. Eventually Clelia bears 
him a son, whom he educates to be a great lord. 

When Clelia dies, after but a few years of happy union with him, 
Fabrizio goes to his monastic retreat at the Charterhouse of Parma, 
a new “prison"" deep in the countryside, where he lives out his days 
renowned in all Italy for his virtue and wisdom. For all these person- 
ages the end comes quickly, as if they disdained to live, once the cycle 
of danger and passion was finished for them. 4 * * * * 9 


4 

On reading 7he Charterhouse of Varma, Balzac said in his enthusi- 
astic review: “He [Stendhal] has written f The Prince of Modern 
Times/ the novel Machiavelli would have written if he were living 
banished from Italy in the nineteenth century."' Other reviewers and 
commentators shared Balzac"s view of its “Machiavellian" character 
without approving of the novel. They went on to point out that each of 
the four principal characters was essentially “immoral"" or antisocial: 

Gina was a strumpet who exploited men"s passions for her, married an 

old man whom she cuckolded, poisoned the Prince of Parma, and com- 

mitted adultery with his young successor to win the freedom of Fabri- 
zio, for whom she showed a guilty love. Mosca served a prince whom 

he despised, gave bribes, provoked public disorder for political ends; 
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Fabrizio lived but for his amusement and sensual pleasure, and entered 
the service of the Church without being truly called; while even the fair 
Clelia betrayed her father and broke her vow in surrendering herself to 
Fabrizio. At first blush their lives seem rooted in cynicism. And the 
public career of Mosca in particular appears, as Charles Maurras said, 
“a charming manual of political knavery.” 

In short, the rather simpliste impressions of Balzac (who with the 
publication of this novel now came forward as an unconsidered ad- 
mirer and champion of Stendhal) have helped to spread the notion that 
in presenting characters who were “as a law unto themselves,” the 
author had given too little thought to the opposition between unre- 
stricted individual liberty and the general good. Some of the fore- 
runners of modern Machiavellianism (or fascism) have used or abused 
his ideas : these are Count Gobineau, Charles Maurras, of the Action 
Franchise, and Maurice Barres. Yet the Left also has cherished Sten- 
dhal as its own : Leon Blum and Louis Aragon (and the young Resist- 
ance leaders of 1940-44) have taken their inspiration from him. The 
modern critic, Andre Suares, has named him pre-eminently the "good 
European” and “the poet of France and Revolutionary Europe.” Each 
generation and each camp has used him according to its own world 
view, as has happened with others of the more difficult and inscrutable 
masters of the world's literature. 

It is nonetheless true that in this novel he illustrates and defends his 
ethics' of passion, presenting his principal characters as inherently rebels 
against society. In doing so, Stendhal continued the work of Rousseau, 
who advocated the “return to nature” and the liberation of the in- 
dividual. 

Born under an authoritarian regime that collapsed, and having seen 
later the attempts to restore that ancien regime in the face of all popu- 
lar movements, his chief concern, during the phase of history through 
which he lived, was lest social institutions crush the free individual. It 
was to be the overwhelming concern of the great social-minded writers 
at the end of the nineteenth century, the Russians, Swedes, French, and 
English of the movement that embraced Tolstoy and Shaw, among 
whom Stendhal, posthumously, took his natural place. 

One can- scarcely leave the subject of this novel without consider- 
ing further the portrait of Count Mosca. It has exerted a spell upon 
thoughtful readers who have seen in him the political oracle of the 
older Stendhal. Only a born diplomat and a profound student of 
statecraft, Balzac held, could have drawn such a portrait. Balzac even 
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assumed that Mosca had been modeled after Prince Mettemich him- 
self, though Stendhal denied this. Mosca was most likely patterned 
after Count Saurau, minister to the Duke of Tuscany, who after 1815 
labored secretly for the unification of Italy, and was much admired 
by the consul at Civita Vecchia for his sagacity. Stendhal explained 
to Balzac that he took real people and placed them in different circum- 
stances. Thus there was actually no despotic Prince of Parma ruling 
in 1825 — rather a mild regency government under Marie Louise, the 
wife of Napoleon, placed in that principality by the Congress, of 
Vienna. The Prince Ernesto Ranuccio IV may have been modeled 
after that Duke of Modena, who, in Stendhal's time, prohibited the 
passage of diligences through his territory for fear they might become 
carriers of modern political ideas. But as Stendhal wrote to Balzac, his 
studies of high politics were really carried on at St. Cloud at the court 
of Napoleon L 

Worldly, irreligious, tolerant, and philosophical, Mosca is essen- 
tially an Italian Humanist of the Renaissance type, and the Humanist 
then was amoral by our present standards. In him Stendhal exempli- 
fies what he has called "the ravishing happiness of power/' but also 
its dangers, of which he is aware. (The picture of the power politics 
of his imaginary Italian duchy may well be regarded as a microcosm 
of the political activity Stendhal observed at. the Grand Council of 
Napoleon.) Problems of the utmost complexity are, met and solved 
with infinite finesse by Mosca. While pretending to be a conservative, 
he mocks at his prince, yet also serves him faithfully, for "the tradi- 
tion of the courtier" is strong in him. But he stops the too frequent 
hanging of the revolutionary Carbonari; he ridicules the prince's 
inept measures of despotism. "You must either slay ten thousand peo- 
ple at once, or yield to the force of events," that is, make concessions 
to popular demands. This is a remark worthy of Machiavelli, who at 
any rate was S3^stematic in his approach to the problems of power. 
But then, unlike Machiavelli, Stendhal's Count Mosca shows a con- 
science. There are things he will not do in any event, because he does 
not want to be afflicted with "dark thoughts," that is, remorse, in his 
old age. He is also bent on avoiding violence and bloodshed. To be 
sure, he mocks at the republicans and the doctrinaires who believe 
that a constitution and a representative system alone will lift man- 
kind into Utopia. But, at heart, he is a cagey, opportunistic Liberal. 

In the field of politics, as in that of social ethics, Stendhal delights 
in rattling all the skeletons in the closet. He stresses the atavistic in 
human nature; he shows us how easily men of power may dazzle and 
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mislead the people. For did he not live and serve under Napoleon the 
Great? The lesson of Napoleon for him was that of the need of will 
and energy as well as good doctrine. The French Republican leaders 
were still talking of freedom and equality, quarreling with each other 
and accomplishing nothing— in 1799 as in 1939— when Napoleon^ 
seized his chance and made himself the "progressive" dictator of the 
bourgeoisie, the armed champion of their revolution. Nor can the les- 
sons that Stendhal draws from Bonapartism be ignored by us who 
have seen recently how the statesmen of the world's richest and most 
advanced nations, while prating of their humane principles, permit- 
ted a few energetic scoundrels to win power over most of the Euro- 
pean continent. And how much dreadful effort and sacrifice of life 
and treasure it would need, in the end, to repel the threat of the new 
barbarians. 

Stendhal tenaciously believed in the eighteenth-century concepts 
of reason and progress, by whose lights we still struggle to advance 
again; but he also warns us that besides having humane ideals we must 
have will, enthusiasm, and energy in order to realize them. This ex- 
ponent of extreme individualism, hating the reaction that dominates 
Europe in his time, is no political retrograde but a realistic democrat 
whose minimal demands are for the free press, the jury trial, a parlia- 
mentary system, and universal education. Big Government in its Na- 
poleonic form sometimes allured him by its mastery of the realities of 
power, but Jefferson's maxims of liberalism had the more enduring 
appeal, by his own testimony. Meanwhile his satirical picture of a 
despot and his rule is not designed to make his readers long for the 
blessings of authoritarian regimes. 

The setting and the action of Jbe Charterhouse of Parma are ro- 
mantic ; the treatment and style are realistic. 

Stendhal admitted that he liked his characters to be of a heroic 
scale and "noble." His descriptions of them are brief and without the 
massed detail or vivid colors of Balzacian description at its best. But, 
as in 7he Red and the Rlack, he "places" them by their mental charac- 
teristics, their -habits of fearing or desiring, loving or fighting, their dif- 
ferent ways of pursuing happiness. 

Whereas -characters in Balzac's novels are often represented by but 
a single human trait, appearing as the man of avarice, or the man of 
power, the man of pleasure, the "beast of prey," those of Stendhal are 
rounded, complex, made of many contradictory impulses. 

Unlike his contemporaries, Stendhal does not rejoice or weep over 
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his personages ; he neither condemns nor apologizes for them (or very 
seldom), so that they seem to have an objective existence; their own 
acts and words speak for them. 

Was he romantic or classical? Obviously he was both. By his dry 
wit and his restraint he often resembled the great seventeenth- and 
eighteenth-century French prosateurs and moralists. But, by his own 
definition, he was also romantic, since he wrote to please himself, or 
his own idea of the time spirit, and not in imitation of models ap- 
proved by the Academy. 

As Stendhal largely resisted the intellectual influences and fashions 
of his time there is something timeless about his novel. Much of Jhe 
Charterhouse of Parma might have been written by a contemporary 
of Shakespeare or Cervantes; but other parts of it might have been 
written in 1938 instead of 1838. 

His style, which was severely censured during his own epoch, was 
made up of short and often choppy sentences, sometimes ill-formed, 
sometimes monotonous by dint of repetitions of phrasing and sentence 
structure. But Stendhal sought above all to be clear and exact, often 
going to great pains to explain his thought in precise terms. He wished 
that his style might be neutral, impersonal, even impalpable, for he 
thought that an involved style that called attention to itself was an 
obstacle to the communication of ideas. And ideas were of para-: 
mount importance to him. In the end his great lucidity won the admi- 
ration of readers of later generations. His pleasantry about carrying 
over the tone of the Civil Code, which he told Balzac he read each 
morning while writing 7he Charterhouse , has become famous; but 
there is no doubt that he sought a corrective against romantic style 
and romantic thinking. Nevertheless, as he goes forward under the 
lash of strong feeling, in his last novel, his prose assumes a pace and 
power unsurpassed by anything written in his century. The intrigue 
of Jhe Charterhouse of Parma is designed upon a vast scale. Yet the 
novelist directs the action like a general who is a born strategist of 
life. Though the characters, behavior, and the setting may sometimes 
appear arbitrary, we end by accepting them, by reading with excite- 
ment, never knowing from page to page what intellectual surprises 
this master of psychological probabilities will provide next. 

But the success of his novels is based chiefly on their use as vehicles 
for his ideas. One may reread him endlessly, each time discovering 
new shades of thought cr Often there is a whole book contained in a 
single page of his/ J Balzac commented admiringly. His work suggests 
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to us that we must seek to revive the novel in which ideas are drama- 
tized. It is perhaps the only hope for prose fiction. The novelist too 
must be a man of intelligence. 


5 

Early in April 1 839, 7he Charterhouse of 'Parma was published in 
two volumes by the bookseller,. Ambroise Dupont. The contract 
brought Stendhal twenty-five hundred francs, considerably more than 
any other of his books, and this one was well received by the public, 
selling in two editions, amounting to three thousand copies. But as 
France began to read him, Stendhal had already left the country for 
Italy. This was part of the mystery that always attached to him, a 
mystery made up of his pseudonyms, his long absences abroad, his 
independence of spirit, that set him apart from his contemporaries. As 
Balzac wrote: 

In the world of letters, M. Beyle is not a courtier; he has the most profound 
horror of the press. ... He does not haunt the footsteps of the reviewers. . . . 
When his books come out he is usually two hundred and fifty leagues from 
Paris. ... I admire this pride of character or this sensitiveness of self-esteem. 

Balzac, who had only recently begun to enjoy the success he mer- 
ited, had met M. Beyle two or three times in society, before he read 
the new novel. Encountering him by chance on the Boulevard des 
Italiens, Balzac congratulated him warmly and doubtless promised 
that he would say something about the new book in the JZevue de 
Paris. To Balzac, he seemed almost a legendary figure; his speech was 
full of charm and eccentricity, while “his fine forehead, his keen and 
piercing eye, his sardonic mouth . . . had altogether the physiog- 
nomy of his talent/* The two stoutest men of letters in France ap- 
proved of each other generously, but went their separate ways. 

Few reviews of any consequence appeared in the press; there was 
danger that the book would be entirely overlooked. Stendhal's faith- 
ful cousin, Colomb, therefore earnestly besought Balzac, whom Sten- 
dhal already called “the King of Novelists/* to rescue the work from 
oblivion. Rather late, for Balzac was much overworked, the article ap- 
peared, taking up seventy pages, in two numbers of his own Jlevue de 
Paris , in September and October 1840. The impetuous author of the 
Comedie humaine did nothing by halves and his long notice, with its 
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ringing encomiums, made up one of the few literary triumphs Sten- 
dhal enjoyed in his lifetime: 

Ca Chartreuse de Parme is of our period . . . the masterpiece of the Litera- 
ture of Ideas. . . . 

M. Beyle has written a book in which sublimity glows from chapter to 
chapter. 

Balzac has the air of embarking on a controversy, of taking up 
cudgels for what Sainte-Beuve would call one of his "'beloved un- 
knowns/* He tells us that he only seeks to bring fame, "to do justice 
to a man of immense talent/' whom the public ignores and who is 
read only by "a few privileged beings/' And is that not a good deed? 
he asks. 

M. Beyle was "'one of the superior men of this time/' The picture of 
Waterloo, the atmosphere of Italy, the action of his romance, were 
all beautiful and true beyond words. The whole thing was perhaps too 
long; it should have been either shorter or longer, he remarks shrewdly. 
But what living man knew politics and court life so deeply? Who was 
there who could depict characters of such "'monumental” size? Art- 
lessly and generously Balzac bubbles over with his admiration, which, 
he assures us, increases each time he reads the novel over, and he con- 
cludes : 

It is hard to explain how this observer of the first order, this profound diplo- 
mat who, whether in his writings or in his speech, has furnished so many proofs 
of the loftiness of his ideas and the extent of his practical knowledge, should 
find himself nothing more than consul at Civita Vecchia. No one would be 
better qualified to represent France at Rome. 

To Stendhal, who was in Italy when this article of Balzac's was sent 
to him in October 1840, the unstinted praise of the man who was be- 
coming the leading novelist of his day was heady wine. It is evident 
that he felt quite overwhelmed, and started to write a letter of thanks 
to Balzac three times — we do not know which draft was finally mailed: 

I was quite surprised, sir, at the article which you were so kind as to devote 
to the Chartreuse . I must thank you for your advice even more- than for your 
praise. You have shown a perhaps exaggerated pity for a poor orphan aban- 
doned in the streets. I had expected not to be read before 1 880. 

With much humility he admits the justice of Balzac's criticisms of 
the length of his novel and accepts his suggestions that some of its di- 
gressions be emended. For who was a better judge of the subject than 
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M. de Balzac? (When, however, he came to revise his first version, 
his tendency was to lengthen rather than diminish it: a whole added 
chapter concerning the experiences of Fabrizio, after his adventures at 
Waterloo, and exceedingly rich in Stendhaiian wit and inventiveness, 
is the result of this attempt at excision, and may be read in the appen- 
dix of modern editions of the novel.) But though he appreciated Bjl- 
zac’s' advice with regard to organization, he resisted proposals for the 
improvement of his style. 

The amusing thing was that Stendhal despised Balzac's often in- 
flated style. In the 'Memoirs of a Tourist he had remarked, in one of his 
digressive literary notes, that while he admired Balzac, he thought his 
style (even In the brilliant Vicar of Jours ) was overladen with phrases 
such as “snow is falling in my heart/' and other such fine touches de- 
signed to please servant maids or provincial readers. In his letter of 
October 1840 to Balzac, he argues vigorously against “the style now 
in fashion." Nothing will induce him to write like Sir Walter Scott, 
Xavier de Maistre, Mme. Sand, or Chateaubriand, who, he was cer- 
tain, would be ignored by future generations. No, he must strive to be 
clear at all costs: “If I am not clear, the world around me collapses." 
In a portion of his letter that was perhaps suppressed, Stendhal goes 
so far as to criticize and warn Balzac upon his own style and his 
marked tendency to overwrite. 

But there is no doubt that Balzac had made him happy. No con- 
temporary having such influence, not even his own friend Merimee, 
had -ever spoken kindly of his books. (Stendhal had known nothing 
of the great interest that Goethe took in Jhe Red and the Black in 
1831.) He was even in some embarrassment lest his friends laugh at 
the whole business as a hoax: “I wonder what faces they will make 
when they read this/' he exclaimed. 

Jhe Charterhouse of Parma gained a moderate public success; but 
as its spirit and tone were utterly opposed to the current literary trend, 
it exerted no discernible influence at the time. Soon Stendhal was for- 
gotten again. Even the rousing calls of a Balzac could not help him. 
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M RACULOUSLY his leave of absence was prolonged for 
three whole years, up to the spring of 1839, thanks to the 
benevolence of Minister Mole; then abruptly and pain- 
fully came to an end. 

During his stay in France, besides enjoying literary dinners, going 
to the theater, and haunting the bookstalls, Stendhal delighted in fol- 
lowing the great game of politics as if from the wings. Under the wily 
constitutional king, the tactics of parliamentary combination had be- 
come trickier than ever. With infinite cunning, the rival party leaders 
of the Right, Center, and Left constantly maneuvered for advantage, 
while the even more astute “July Monarch” played them off against 
each other in the interests of his personal rule. On days when im- 
portant debates were expected in the Chamber of Deputies Stendhal 
would attend in the gallery. Thus he himself applauded the overthrow 
of Count Mole's Ministry, which terminated his holiday. 

On January 3, 1839, he wrote to an Italian friend in Rome that a 
great parliamentary contest was shaping up which promised to be more 
amusing than the finest novel in the world. As always, Guizot, chief 
of the Conservative party, was pitted against Thiers, the “eloquent 
representative of the Center,” while Odilon Barrot, the leader of the 
moderate Left, also pushed himself forward from time to time. Sten- 
dhal writes: 

Three thieves have combined to rob a man who is possessed of the fair 
diamond that is called power; once the man is down and out how will they 
arrange to share this diamond? 

Uncertainly propped up in office was the government of Count 
Mole, the liberal Catholic, who befriended Beyle. A resounding at- 
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tack was being prepared by the leading orators of the opposition, in- 
cluding the Deputy Duvergier de Hauranne, sometimes described (by 
Sainte-Beuve) as one of Stendhal's young philosophical disciples. With 
a discerning eye Stendhal points to the heart of the dilemma that has 
often plagued bourgeois politics, whose factious conflicts always cen- 
ter upon disagreements over the profits of power rather than its per- 
manent disposition: 

Here is the funny side of the picture. . . . The attacking forces are moving 
to have the Chamber vote a resolution which strongly censures the policy of 
the Minister and may force him to hand in his resignation. The opposition 
cannot say plainly to the Ministry: “Instead of doing this you should have 
done that.” 

For if they succeed, tomorrow they will find themselves in the Ministry and 
then, by the words they pronounced yesterday, will be obliged to do that which 
they themselves recommended. 

Therefore they must find some ingenious way of censuring the Minister 
violently without ever saying what they would do in his place, otherwise their 
speeches on the morrow will provide an extreme embarrassment for them. 

And now, my dear Count, you may understand how amusing this contest 
seems to a nation that is so full of wit. And especially when the leading figures 
are among the cleverest people in the country. 

It was all too fascinating; but the attacks of the liberal opposition 
leaders, including his own friend, Duvergier, so hugely enjoyed by 
Stendhal, embarrassed the government enough to force a vote of con- 
fidence that led to the resignation of his protector, on March 8, 1839. 
Renewed efforts to win some office that would keep him in Paris failed 
again; and in June, Stendhal was forced to return to his disagreeable 
duties at Civita Vecchia, with Marshal Soult as his chief. En route he 
tarried at Florence and Siena, pleading an attack of gout. But happily 
the affectionate Giulia Rinieri was there to console him. Only in mid- 
August did he regain Civita Vecchia. 

Conditions here had become even less agreeable than ever before. 
His detested assistant, Lysimaque Tavernier, reigning in bis absence, 
had managed to advance himself recently to the office of chancellor to 
the consulate, and with the aid of the ambassador to Rome had gained 
the Cross of the Legion of Honor. Stendhal also found that trade had 
become far more active and the routine business of his office, much as 
he tended to neglect it, now seriously interrupted his own writing 
program. Defying the polite complaints of his superiors in the Foreign 
Ministry, he continued to absent himself as often as possible by mak- 
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ing frequent journeys to Rome and the Alban Hills / and even as far as 
Naples, which he revisited in the company of his friend Prosper Meri- 
mee in November 1839. But Merimee, now very much the dandy, the 
lady-killer and the time-server in public office, irritated him by his 
"fearful vanity/' Stendhal, it must be noted, could not abide the real 
cynicism of the future court favorite of Louis Napoleon. Their friend- 
ship cooled. What Merimee later wrote of Stendhal, scarcely the loyal 
testimony of a disciple and friend of twenty 3^ears' standing, reflected 
the polite rupture that took place late in 1839. 

At this period we place another amorous passade involving a cer- 
tain unknown "Lady Earline/' so named in the hermetic fragments of 
Stendhal's diaries. Presumably she was a respected figure in Roman 
diplomatic society, whether English, as the name suggests, or Italian 
we do not know. Stendhal studied the defences of this lady, and ana- 
lyzed her as " reservee , timide, si bourgeoise — la femme sans roman!” 
Nevertheless, though he had now turned fifty-seven, he once more put 
on his finest sartorial armor and gallantly "attacked," that is, he made 
his declaration and proposals in full accordance with his precepts. He 
was ignominiously rebuffed. 

By January 1841, his diary notes record the aging Lovelace as watch- 
ing "Lady Earline" at a ball in Rome, with an aching heart. She had 
closed her door to him forever. 


2 

On returning to Civita Vecchia, Stendhal resumed his habit of writ- 
ing every morning to distract his mind from a sense of loneliness and 
the cares of the consular business. It is evident from a letter of April 
25, 1838, dated at Bordeaux, that he planned a series of novels that 
were to deal with the moral customs of the regime of Louis Philippe 
in France, and form a "history of my time," to be published only 
after his death. One of these, Cuoien Ceutoen, was two-thirds done. 
Another he outlined in the autumn of 1839, making detailed notes on 
its brincipal characters. Beginning the writing of it in October, he soon 
completed three hundred pages of the unfinished novel that was to be 
called Lamiel . But he interrupted it midway, and early in, 1840 tried 
to revise and rewrite the opening chapters with great care. His earlier 
novels, even 7be Charterhouse of Varma T had been censured for being 
too cerebral. What he was concerned about once more was to "nar- 
rate an action, instead of the moral resume of an action." Illness stayed 
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his hand. All that we have is a strange fragment, half of an unrevised 
novel, and some notes that give a clue to the nature of the concluding 
section. 

It is plain that he was influenced, at this stage, by the successes of 
Eugene Sue and Balzac with novels of horror or crime. T must follow 
the methods now in fashion/' he tells himself, "though adapting them 
to my ideas." But inevitably Camlet was to carry on in the tradition of 
Jhe Red and the Black, and the heroine, again a free soul in rebellion 
at the vulgarity and hypocrisy of the world, was to be the female 
counterpart of Julien Sorel. 

Stendhal's mood darkens perceptibly in this novel of his declining 
years, whose tone is quite different from the tender irony of T'he 
Charterhouse. In the depression that followed his return to his post 
in the "desert," as he called Civita Vecchia, his very appearance 
seemed to disintegrate. Those who saw him in Rome occasionally in 
these last years found him fatter than before, but also more lined and 
wrinkled than ever. And his face was now somewhat disfigured by all 
sorts of muscular tics and contortions. His smile seemed more a gri- 
mace than a smile. As if aware of his increasing heaviness and ugli- 
ness, he made himself even more bizarre than before. He would laugh 
and mock at everything, and most of all at himself. "Well, I would 
rather be taken for a chameleon than an ox," he would say to explain 
his strange sallies. At Rome, as he himself related, he used to eat at 
one of the best restaurants of the town, but in old age had an infer- 
nal habit of breaking dishes, owing to his great corpulence and conse- 
quent awkwardness at the table. And so he felt obliged to pay a double 
tip to the waiter who served him. "Hilariously he likened himself to 
Philopoemen paying Megaris the added reckoning for his ugliness, as 
he at Rome paid for his embonpoint ." 1 

In the unfinished novel Camlet, we find a striking portrait of an ugly, 
hunchbacked, intriguing fellow, named Dr. Sansfin, whose wit re- 
veals him as a possible self-caricature of the author. One of his bitter 
sayings, reflecting Stendhal's present mood, runs: 'This world is noth- 
ing but a bad comedy played without grace by heartless scoundrels 
and infamous liars. . . ." 

Lamiel, the heroine, however, is a beautiful girl, with an oval face, 
fair hair, deep blue eyes, and a long chin, much like Stendhal's friend 
of long ago, Melanie Guilbert. Born in the foundling asylum of a Nor- 
man village, she is adopted and reared by the sexton and his wife; but 
because of her remarkable intelligence she is engaged by the local 

1 DesrocBes, “Souvenirs Anecdotiques sur M. de Stendhal,” Revue de Paris , Tome XXVI, 1844. 
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chatelaine, the Duchess de Miossens, to be her reader and compan- 
ion, and takes up residence in the castle overlooking the village. Yet 
Lamiel is discontented and restless: she has a disposition to reason 
and read books; curiosity about everything dominates her; and the 
country nobles seem as horrid to her as the peasants. At length she 
falls dangerously sick, and none can diagnose her illness, until the 
cunning hunchback, Dr. Sansfin, is called in. He announces that her 
illness is simply boredom, and proceeds to "cure" her by acting as her 
mentor, giving her all sorts of forbidden and " immoral" books to read, 
preaching to her incessantly his own "terrible maxims/' She must 
know herself and the world, casting off hypocrisies and repressions 
such as her foster parents and the curate believe in, or the duchess finds 
useful in dealing with her servants. His cure for her is the advice to 
"hearken to the voice of nature, and follow every caprice ... in 
order to gain pleasure, the sole object of the human race/' He warns 
her: 

“How many young girls die before reaching the age of twenty-three and 
then what good are all their pains, the pleasures they have denied themselves 
in order to win the good opinion of the eight or ten old women who form the 
high society of the village?” 

As a parting shot, he adds that while engaged in the pursuit of hap- 
piness, Lamiel must not fail to arrange "all the necessary little subter- 
fuges and tricks" (of hypocrisy) which will permit her to hold the 
good opinion of the old women who enjoy social credit. 

In old age Stendhal enjoyed his youthful disciples as much as 
Socrates did. He delighted in playing cicerone and mentor to the 
Counts Cini and Caetani, or in Paris to young Ampere and Duvergier, 
advising them what books to read, or even where to find a reasonable 
and discreet bordello. Much in the same terms as we conceive he used, 
Dr. Sansfin reasons with Lamiel and instructs her. In this world, he 
says, men are either dupes or rogues. But could Lamiel believe him 
any more than the others? Did not he too have some interest in de- 
ceiving her? He answers her doubts by inviting her to "test" his truths 
freely: 

“As I have said, being surrounded by gross creatures to whom ,1 must lie 
every day in order not to become the victim of the brute force they wield, I 
find it the greatest boon to discover an unspoilt person filled with natural genius. 
To cultivate that genius and to dare to speak the truth to her is a supreme 
pleasure consoling me for all that I am forced to do each day to earn my living." 
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But what is love, Lamiel asks, that everyone talks about, and warns 
her of? “A dangerous subject/' he replies, which he refuses to discuss, 
for he himself has elaborate plans for her: the ugly man loves her, but 
intrigues to have her marry the foppish son of the duchess, hoping 
to make her his mistress afterward and use her wealth to further his 
own schemes for gaining political power during a revolution. 

Lamiel uses his devil's counsels to her own ends. Since she must 
know what love is, she walks in a strip of woods near the village — 
that the cure has forbidden young girls to enter — with a sturdy peas- 
ant youth. He proves to be interested only in his crops and the money 
he may earn; therefore she promises him ten francs, twice his daily 
increment, if he will show her what "love" is. 

“Kiss me/' she said. He thought it was almost too good to be true; 
she paid well and she was so pretty. She desired to be his mistress, she 
said point-blank: 

fc Ah, that is different/' said Jean in a businesslike tone. And then without 
transports of feeling, without love, the young Norman took Lamiel for his 
mistress. 

“Is there nothing more?" Lamiel asked. 

“No." 

“What, is love no more than that?" she asked herself in surprise. tc Why then 
do they condemn it?" She called him and paid him the ten francs. He gave 
impassioned thanks. . . . She watched him go off, then burst into laughter, 
repeating to herself: “What! This famous love, is it only that?" 

In this tone of brutal satire the story continues. Beautiful Lamiel, 
sufficiently armed with knowledge of the real world, seduces and 
marries the young Duke de Miossens, then leaves him because he is 
only an effeminate aristocrat. Fleeing to Paris, she deliberately lives 
the life of an expensive courtesan, takes a notorious gambler for her 
lover, and by grace of her beauty, wit, and style, becomes the toast of 
the demimonde. 

At this point, the manuscript becomes merely a series of notes. 
Through their brief indications we gather that Lamiel has never known 
a great love, despite many trials, until one night when, lying sleepless 
in her boudoijr, she hears a robber enter her apartment. Hiding behind 
a curtain, she watches him, then suddenly steps forth. He springs at 
her, knife in hand, ready to slit her throat. But in the struggle her 
breast is exposed, and he changes his mind about killing her, instead 
paying her attentions of another sort to which she makes ,no resistance. 
His passion and courage please her, for in tarrying he risks his very 
life. 
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“Who are you?'' — “VaTbayre. I make war upon society, which 
makes war upon me / 3 He is a celebrated criminal, full of apt quotations 
from Moliere and Corneille. Lamiel joins forces with him and aids him 
in crime, but eventually he is caught and sentenced for life to the 
hulks of Toulon, while she is forced to live in hiding. 

The rough plan suggested by Stendhal's notes shows the Mephis- 
tophelian doctor turning up again and bringing about a reconcilia- 
tion between Lamiel and the young Duke de Miossens. Several years 
later, passing through Toulon by chance, Lamiel sees Valbayre in 
chains and promptly abandons all her rank and wealth to help him 
escape and rejoin her. However, her criminal lover tends to kill too 
many people and is at last properly guillotined. Whereupon Lamiel 
with a rare spirit of enterprise sets fire to the Palais de Justice in Paris 
and throws herself into the flames ! 

But it would be wrong to judge a work left in so fragmentary a 
form. Doubtless Stendhal would have given an extensive revision to 
this added study of “energy 33 in female guise; he would in the end 
have eliminated many of its extravagances. The character of the dia- 
bolically ugly and skeptical Dr. Sansfin, as a caricature of the author 
himself playing the part of the philosopher corrupting the young, is 
most intriguing. From the manuscript notes it appears that Stendhal 
intended to deepen this character and enlarge his activities. Even so, 
Sansfin strongly reflects the defiant and unregenerate quality of Sten- 
dhal's skepticism in his last days. 


3 

A long letter of March 14, 1841, to his friend Di Fiore shows the 
consul in merry humor as he sits for his portrait by the fashionable 
Swedish painter, M. O. Sodermark, who had recently gained a Prix 
de Rome. “My features appeal to the painters/ 3 he observes. His head 
was really splendidly formed; its small, shrewd, deep-set eyes, its 
rounded masses and deep lines, especially about the rather mocking 
lips, were something to conjure with. He thought, however, that the 
artists did him little justice: one, an Italian, made him look like a 
“hard-boiled general 33 ; another rendered him a man about town; a 
third made him seem “silly/ 3 But he was pleased when a famous sculp- 
tor asked for permission to model his small hands for a statue of Mira- 
beau. 
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His letter speaks also with an interest that never diminished in him, 
no matter how old he was, of a new contralto who had come to sing 
at the little opera house of Civita Vecchia, and whom he heralds as a 
future star of the comic opera. The whole seaport was ago g over her. 
"But I am too 'important' to pursue Signora Mollica/' he remarks wist- 
fully. One of his young clerks was busy looking after her, a firebrand 
named Alberti, who had a habit of getting into mischief. A year or two 
earlier, on the consul's doorstep, he had stabbed one of his mistresses 
with a poniard for having deceived him, then threw himself on M. 
Beyle's mercy. What punishment would be suitable for such a crime? 
the consul asked him paternally. "Three months in jail," the young 
man promptly answered. And with great diplomacy his chief obtained 
a light sentence for him. In any case, he remarked, the wound had not 
been serious, having been inflicted in a well-defended portion of the 
false woman's anatomy. 

The letter gossips cheerfully of local scandals, opera music, and re- 
cent exhibitions of painting in Rome — then abruptly breaks off. 

That letter was not to be resumed for three weeks, until April 5, 
when he wrote Di Fiore again somberly: “7 too have been glued to the 
Zhiknown /’ 

On March 15, 184 1, on the day after he had begun that earlier let- 
ter, as he sat at his writing table in his room overlooking the Mediter- 
ranean, he had suddenly felt a terrific pain in his head, then had fallen 
to the floor in a coma. After an hour had passed, his servants found 
him in his study and carried him off to bed, where he lay with his 
limbs and facial muscles partly paralyzed. He found difficulty in eat- 
ing, drinking, and even speaking. His left leg and thigh were numb; his 
tongue, all thickened, seemed to fill his mouth. 

He had been suffering severe headaches for some six months past. 
After his first stroke he recalled that four times in those recent months 
he had experienced sudden lapses of memory, and for six or eight 
minutes at a time found himself unable to speak in French. Then the 
words would come back ; after what seemed long effort he would suc- 
ceed in uttering them. Yet he had done nothing about these warning 
signs. 

But now, under the effect of this attack, he lay more dead than 
alive, in the heat of Civita Vecchia, tended only by his ignorant serv- 
ants. Nor did he think much of the local doctor who diagnosed his 
case as one cf "nervous apoplexy without hemorrhage." Only after 
weeks had passed did he recover enough strength to make the painful 
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journey to Rome and seek the treatment of a learned physician who 
served tho Pope himself. This doctor bled him and ordered prolonged 
rest. He therefore decided to stay on in Rome, and engaged a furnished 
room next to that of his Swiss friend, Constantin, for he had feared 
greatly that he might die alone in dreary Civita Vecchia with not a 
single friendly soul to speak a cheering word to him at the end. 

All day long he lay helplessly in his room on the busy Via dei Con- 
dotti, nursed by a fat serving-woman. At least the painter Constantin 
was able to look in twice a day to see to some of his wants. Though 
the maid quietly robbed him of various articles of clothing one by 
one, as he noticed, first his shirts, then his shoes, he felt too weak, too 
helpless to protest. 

“I hold myself back,” he wrote later. "I do my utmost not to ask 
her for those boots, since I may turn very sick in her hands. In any 
case, it will be better than dying alone in some tavern out in the coun- 
try.” 

The letter to Di Fiore was resumed as soon as he had sufficient 
strength to write, and 'in it he occupied himself in noting down all the 
symptoms of his disease, saying: 

I observe myself with curiosity; except for my awkwardness of speech, I 
now enjoy all my natural faculties. ... But sometimes I cannot bring myself 
to say: "Qive me a glass of water." 

. . . Four or five times a day I feel on the verge of choking. ... A hundred 
times I have given myself up for lost, believing firmly as I go to bed that I will 
never wake up again. ... I have concealed my illness as carefully as possible; 
I find that there is no shame in dying in the streets as long as one does not do it 
on purpose. 

He bids his friend Di Fiore adieu, concluding: earnestly hope to 
come back. But after all I do want to say good-by to you, in case this 
letter will be the ultima. I truly love you and there are not so many I 
love. Take whatever happens cheerfully.” 

He was resigned to waiting for the end, and had foreseen how it 
would come. His friends Merimee and Sainte-Beuve had heard him 
utter the wish: “To die of apoplexy in the street at some unknown 
doorstep!” But he disliked talk of death, holding it to be something vile 
and ugly. In his Life of Rossini, he had written: “Men will always be 
frightened when death is mentioned, and to speak of it will always be 
an act of foolishness, or a priest’s trick; since death is inevitable, let us 
forget about it.” . 

In the fragment of a story found in his posthumous papers (Kne 
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Position sociale , dating from 1833), he had set forth explicitly his 
stoical belief : 


“But Madame, death is only a word, devoid of sense for most men. It takes 
only an instant, and in general one does not feel it. One suffers, one is astonished 
at strange sensations which come upon him, and suddenly one suffers no more, 
the moment is past, one is dead. Have you ever ridden in a boat through the 
dangerous rapids under the bridge of the Saint-Esprit on the Rhone, near 
Avignon? The passengers all talk about it in advance; they are afraid; finally 
they perceive the passage ahead at a certain distance; all at once the boat is 
seized by the current and in the twinkling of an eye one sees the bridge left 
behind." 

After his heart stroke he wrote in the same unregenerate spirit in his 
letter to Di Fiore: "It is only the passage that is difficult, and this 
simply because of all the nonsense with which our heads have been 
stuffed since the age of three." 

He had little faith in the doctors who gave him horrid sulphuric 
medicines that he was certain did him no good. He even chided his 
friend Constantin for his obvious and solicitous efforts during daily 
visits to his bedside, "to sweeten the pill." The only possible cure 
would be that used, several years before, by Count Mole, a leave of 
absence permitting him to return to France. 

But the end he waited for was not to come this year. By midsum- 
mer, he had recovered to a remarkable degree and was back in Civita 
Vecchia again. Now he was no longer alone. Writing to his cousin 
Colomb, from whom he had concealed his illness, he reports: 

I have two dogs whom I love dearly.* one is a black English spaniel, very 
pretty but very melancholy; the other, whom I call Lupetto, is coffee-colored, 
and very lively, very much the young Burgundian. I was so sad at having 
nothing to love. 

By August, stout fellow that he was, Stendhal felt so much in his old 
form again that he surrendered himself to excesses which he himself 
thought he was done with forever, and in view of his cardiac condi- 
tion, subjected him to the gravest risks. The result was renewed illness 
that made his retirement from the consular service and return to France 
imperative. 

Yet this latest folly was not entirely his own fault, and partook so 
much of chance or accident that he considered it nothing less than a 
"miracle"! 
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He had been forced to direct the affairs of the consulate himself, 
until his chancellor, Tavernier, could return from a journey to Con- 
stantinople at the end of July 1841. Then he set off for Florence, per- 
haps with the desire to see his beloved Giulia Rinieri again, she who 
had made him so happy in 1830 and 1838. Oddly enough, she was 
gone when he arrived, and there was only the opera to beguile him. 
But to his great pleasure a young Italian chanteiise, known as La 
Cecchina, a dark and passionate beauty, whom he had met in Naples, 
was singing at the Florence opera house. He called on her a few times. 
Then the opera closed in August, yet the buxom actress still lingered 
in Florence, alone, bored, unhappy, perhaps awaiting a letter and 
money before rejoining her reigning lover abroad. Thereupon Stendhal 
(deserting his consular duties) also tarried a whole fortnight longer 
and, gallant as ever, offered his company and protection to the young 
woman. His random notes on this passade hint at a last stroke of good 
fortune, the “swansong" of our assiduous, though decaying, Don Juan. 

One of the toasts of Naples in her day, La Cecchina was always 
known for her impetuous and fantastic character. Her first husband 
had been a French musician ; but after he died, it is related, she married 
a young concert pianist whom she loved to the point of frenzy. When 
he in turn died, the strange young woman, though transported by her 
grief, with her own hands placed his remains in an alcohol bath ff so 
that she might preserve him in visible form as long as possible." 2 
Truly she was one of those flaming Italians pictured for us by Sten- 
dhal himself, and one is not surprised to find that La Cecchina enjoyed 
the fantastical old "Dominique" for all his purplish-brown wig and his 
facial tics. Aged though he was, old enough to be her grandfather, he 
was still a merry soul, and he amused her. To him this encounter was 
"an oasis in the desert," the desert that was now his life. 

Suddenly his diary notes abound in secret exclamations of wonder 
and joy, as if some astonishing victory had been won. He commemo- 
rated the "miracle" in his unique gibberish on the margin of a copy 
of Jhe Charterhouse of Parma, marking down the date as August 2, 
1841. Also, on August 10, there is repetition of the "miracle," and the 
touching phrase (in English) : “ Perhaps the last of his life 

2 R. VIgneron: En Marge de Ca Chartreuse de Panne: a propos de Madame Os. ^Modern Philology , 
Sept. 1944, Chicago. 
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Because of the great heat, we are led to presume from these scraps 
of allusion, the lady had received him on the first occasion while only 
clad in a light dressing gown. Then the temptation of the moment had 
overwhelmed the old gallant . 3 As if struck by lightning he was drawn 
toward that which a chance breeze suddenly exposed. For in his notes 
he seems to repeat her mild plaint of protest: "C'est mon peignoir cjui 
est remonte.” 

Afterwards, he expiated. Feeling on the verge of another stroke, he 
wrote a pathetic letter to Minister Guizot describing his grave ill- 
ness and begging for a leave of absence that would permit him to 
consult the famous Dr. Prevost at Geneva and return to France for a 
rest. A month later the permission came; leaving his office in charge of 
Tavernier he set off via Geneva for Paris, where he arrived November 
8 , 1841 . 

Dr, Provosts examination and treatment evidently gave him en- 
couragement, for he came back to Paris confident that he was on the 
road to recovery. His letters, either diplomatic or personal, show no 
sign of mental deterioration at this stage. But his friends, as Romain 
Colomb testifies in his Notice biographicjue , were greatly shocked at 
the sight of him : 

Sadly I remarked the ravages that disease had left, and had great difficulty 
in hiding from him the sad appearance and effect he made. Physically and 
morally he seemed strangely broken down; his speech, once so lively, was now- 
halting or stammering; his character was also sensibly altered, so to speak; his 
talk offered less of asperity or contradiction; he understood better the little 
duties that comported with social relations and acquitted himself more care- 
fully; all in him seemed more communicative, more affectionate; even ... in 
-the direction of sociability. . . . 

Yet with undiminished zest he resumed the same round of life he al- 
ways enjoyed in Paris. He went out to dinner, visited Mme. Gaulthier 
and Clementine de Curial, and attended the weekly soirees of Mme. 


s His abracadabra-like diary runs: 


15 Cuglio i84i 
KUe 7aussl 
two 

c'est mon peignoir est remonte 

and ten days par le bat . B. .a. .t. Le 19 I go out 

for Rome 

Professor Vigneron, in his diligent study (ibid.), has suggested that Kile 7aus$ refers to that pro- 
funda fossa described by Petronius in his “Priapics/* that femineum barathrum which suddenly 
opened before Beyle's startled eyes. (But his secretive notes leave the whole episode most obscure.) 
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Virginie Ancelot, his “Tenth Muse/' who also had more embonpoint 
than before. The added good humor and patience that even the dull- 
witted Colomb noticed — for Stendhal always seemed to be repelling 
his advances — was also shown in his growing fondness for the very 
young; to whom he seemed drawn as if with a sense of arrears of pa- 
ternal enjoyment. As with Eugenie before; so now Stendhal loved to 
play the genial old uncle with Louise Ancelot, his friend's fifteen-year- 
old daughter, whom he regaled with bedtime stories. 

The girl (who was to become noted in later life for her piety and 
philanthropy) was then being reared in orthodox fashion at the his- 
toric convent of Picpus in Paris, and Stendhal would talk with her of 
all the saints whose stories she learned. But then he would always end 
by asking her mysteriously: ‘"And what of St. Opportune?" There 
was no such saint, she would reply laughing. And he would insist seri- 
ously that there was, that she must learn all about him too. Louise, 
after inquiry, assured herself that his saint had never existed. Yet he 
would always ask her in gently bantering tone : “And what of St. Op- 
portune?" 

Louise, who also kept a diary, wrote : 

M. Beyle has come back; he has certainly grown older; if his wit has lost 
something, his heart seems to me to have gained much. 4 

With Mme. Ancelot he carried on some pleasantries about standing 
as a candidate for the French Academy. For was he not old enough 
now, he remarked to Colomb? “Mme. Ancelot . . . thinks she can 
have me elected." It was a way of being kind to her, for that strenu- 
ous woman was forever organizing campaigns, even one to establish 
an Academy for women. But Colomb could never judge when his 
cousin was being serious or was jesting. 

Busily he made plans to resume literary work. He would be retired 
on half pay, would live in a fourth-floor room in the center of Paris, 
and still be able to eat heartily and dress as fastidiously as ever. 

Early in 1842, Buloz, editor of the Revue des deux mondes , con- 
tracted with him for another series of his Italian tales, to be published 
both in that famous review and as a book, for a compensation of five 
thousand francs. Visibly the future prospect brightened, for never be- 
fore had his writing received such public recognition and support. 

Late in February he felt strong enough to take part in a large shoot- 
ing party arranged by the Countess Clementine de Curial at her estate 
near Compiegne. With a great crowd of guests, dogs and valets de 


4 Maxtineau: Stendhal et le salon de %me. Ancelot. 
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cbasse he rode across the fields in a train of carriages, firing away at 
birds they flushed, and bringing down three, for he was a good shot. 
But on returning from the hunt he was almost too fatigued to make his 
toilet for the elaborate dinner party that followed, whose gaiety, flow- 
ing wine, and hearty fare left him, he admitted, physically "embar- 
rassed." 

Fat and apoplectic though he was, on beginning his sixtieth year, 
he continued to frequent society and its exhausting dinners, for he 
had the repute nowadays of being "one of the last Frenchmen who 
loved conversation for its own sake/' Some three weeks after the hunt 
at Compiegne, on March 22, 1842, he went to a large official dinner 
given by M. Guizot at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. Returning at 
seven that evening, while walking on the Boulevard des Capucines, 
he suddenly collapsed and fell to the ground under a new stroke of 
apoplexy. People in the street carried him into a shop, then to his 
lodgings at 78 Rue Neuve des Petits-Champs, where Romain Colomb 
soon arrived to care for him. 

For some twenty hours he lay completely unconscious. 

At two o'clock of the following day, March 23, 1842, death came 
to him as he lay in his uninterrupted coma, mercifully unfelt, and in 
the swift, unexpected manner he had desired; he died repentmam 
inopinatamcjue . 

His cousin piously ordered a religious service performed for him at 
the Church of the Assumption, but the simple burial rites at the Mont- 
martre Cemetery were without benefit of clergy. As he had willed- a 
small stone was placed at his grave with the brief strange legend : 

Arrigo Beyle , 'Milanese 
Visse, amo , scrisse 5 

Merimee, one of the three persons who made up the small funeral 
cortege, remembered wondering at the time if they had not forgotten 
or left something out. But the dead man had requested that there be no 
prayers said at his grave. 

Few great men in history have passed away so ignored by the pub- 
lic. 

‘The famous epitaph renouncing his French citizenship is believed to have been inspired in 1836 
by Stendhal’s anger at the cowardly foreign policy of France under Louis Philippe. Appeasing the 
Holy Alliance led by Mettemich, the French Government abandoned all pretense of sympathy for 
popular movements, as in Italy and Poland during the 1830s. Thus, this pure Frenchman, with a 
German «om de guerre, ended by making Italy the fatherland of his choice. VTien he died he was 
far more reconciled to life in France than ever before; but his executors respected his written will. 
Cf. Cordier, Comment a vecu Stendhal, pp. 65-71. 
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Two Paris newspapers gave brief notice of his death in obituaries 
of three lines; it was as if he were but a diplomat of the fourth class. 
One journal even misspelled his name as “Bayle," and gave his pen 
name as “Frederic Styndall" — which was really the title of a recent 
novel by the popular serial writer Keratry. Obscurity shrouded him at 
once. Kis passing was almost completely overlooked by the literary 
world; only his young friend E. D. Forgues, critic of the liberal daily, 
£e National, a week after his death, protested that “one of the most 
distinguished spirits of the age" had gone to his grave with no more 
notice than some old broken-down actor. 

But the public had known very little of the Observer of the Human 
Heart under his confusing pseudonyms. “There was silence around 
him, when he died . . . regretted by a few, he was forgotten by the 
many," Sainte-Beuve wrote a decade afterward. For years his own 
friends seemed to accomplish almost nothing that might help to pre- 
serve his memory. But his was a lively ghost that from the grave whis- 
pered and laughed incessantly for the “Happy Few" he had courted. 
Little by little his books were bought up, collected, disappeared from 
circulation. In due time the ghost began to walk abroad, making at first 
a quiet stir which steadily grew louder and ended as one of the great- 
est commotions ever heard in all the annals of the literary dead. 
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The Stendhal Revival 


K FTER that prayerless burial, two of the mourners present, Ro- 
/ \ main Colomb and Prosper Merimee, taking counsel with each 
j[ \ other, agreed to do what they could to perpetuate, nay to re- 

vive, the memory of their almost forgotten friend. Merimee undertook 
to write a brief memoir or biographical study of “H.B.” for which 
Colomb was to supply the factual material. Colomb, for his part, was 
entrusted, as executor, with the task of republishing as many as pos- 
sible of the dead author's works and letters. The new edition would 
serve as a literary monument to Stendhal, erected by his surviving 
friends; and since there was some small public demand for a few of 
his books, their royalties might help to support his sister Pauline, as he 
himself had been doing since 1830. To carry out this trust, Colomb 
turned for help to Louis Crozet, the scholarly engineer and sometime 
mayor of Grenoble, who had really been Stendhal’s most intimate 
friend. 

Patiently these two old men, both sexagenarians, labored to pro- 
mote the fame of Stendhal; for in their different manners, Colomb’s 
unquestioning, Crozet’s more critical, they were convinced that his 
strange genius had never won the recognition it merited. Had not Bal- 
zac written in his article of 1840 that in all Europe only some twelve 
hundred or fifteen hundred readers— diplomats, society men, phi- 
losophers, and the like — could truly understand and enjoy him? Crozet 
sometimes feared that the tendency of nineteenth-century literary taste 
might forbid even such a limited recognition. For in his opinion Sten- 
dhal had “too much wit” ; a novel such as Jbe Charterhouse of Parma 
was so packed with ideas as to seem fatiguing to modern readers. 

Truly the prospect for a collected edition seemed dark. One of the 
few serious studies of his work that appeared as an obituary essay (by 
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Bussieres) in the Revue des deux mondes described him as a curiosity 
of literature and predicted that he would have, not fifteen hundred, 
but “only one or two readers in each generation." That same year, 
1844, another critic, Louis Desroches, in the Revue de Paris, though 
extolling Stendhal as a man of the highest intelligence, described him 
as profoundly out of key with his times and “wanting in the strength of 
character that would have permitted him to overcome his own [lit- 
erary] weaknesses.” 

But their dead friend continued to haunt his intimates. For was there 
ever a man who had so much life in him? At the thought of writing his 
biography, Crozet, who (according to Stendhal himself) “knew him 
inside out,” grew hopeless. Probably no one would ever succeed in 
telling the whole story. “He had not one personality but many,” 
Crozet concluded. As he looked at a little drawing that had been left 
to him by Stendhal, done by De Dreux Dorcy, the portrait painter, 
he said that it was a fair likeness of one of his friend's physiognomies. 
For he had at different times quite different physiognomies. 

Combing over the immense mass of his posthumous papers, in the 
chest he had left them, Crozet and Colomb discovered and read (with 
no little alarm) the “Journals” and the unfinished autobiography of 
“Henri Brulard.” Revealing though it was, they determined that the 
autobiography (like the "Journals”) must not be published, for it de- 
famed almost everybody in Grenoble, even Stendhal's father, and 
spared only his two old friends. The Recollections of an Egotist was 
handled with the same prudence. Crozet even considered eliminating 
7he Red and the "Black from the Collected Works! 

Yet though their taste was uncertain, devotion to their friend spurred 
on the two old men to long and selfless efforts to prepare Stendhal’s 
works and letters for republication, and, despite the world’s indifference, 
to solicit the aid of friendly authors and booksellers for the project. For 
all his faults, and his self-proclaimed egoism, Stendhal had been entirely 
honorable as a friend, their letters to each other testified. As he piously 
deposited De Dreux Dorcy's portrait of Stendhal in the Library of 
Grenoble beside those of the other notables of the old town, Condillac, 
Mably, Barnave, and Mounier, Crozet could not help remarking with 
a sigh that his friend might have surpassed them all had he willed 
to do so. 

At last, in 1845, they induced that speculative “artist” among Pa n 
risian booksellers, Jules Hetzel, to reprint 7he Charterhouse of Parma. 
But the sales were discouragingly slow; and even the enthusiastic 
Hetzel was forced to admit that the public “seemed fiercely determined 
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to forget the name of Stendhal." The assistance of Balzac, who con- 
tributed his long eulogy as a preface, helped not. 

That same year Colomb brought out his small ?\ T oii*ce biographicjue, 
which, though ill-written and even somewhat pompous in tone, has the 
Boswellian merit of being an eyewitness report. Merimee, who had 
promised to perform this service, ended by completing only a brief 
essay called “TLB., an memoir a fairly malicious sketch of only twenty 
pages, in which he told precious anecdotes of his older friend and 
mentor, but carefully avoided reference to his literary productions! 
Concealing the influence Stendhal had exercised over him, Merimee 
presented him as essentially an odd character, an amusing causeur and 
maker of paradoxes, but not as an author of any merit. This “Memoir" 
was published in 1850 in a private edition limited to but seventeen 
copies, and having as frontispiece a rather scabrous etching by Felicien 
Rops. (A bowdlerized version of the same sketch was used as the 
preface to the Correspondance inedile, issued in 1854.) 

The political upheavals of 1848-51 discouraged the reprinting of 
Stendhal; yet in certain select circles he was read and spoken of with 
intense curiosity. Finally, in 1853, eight years after Hetzel's partial 
failure, Colomb was able to arrange with the large hous.e of Michel 
Levy to have Stendhal 5 s principal works and letters issued in a col- 
lected (but incomplete) edition embracing the three finished novels, 
two volumes of tales (including the opening portion of Laden £euwen t 
under the title of £e Chasseur Vert , the Essay on £ove, the V/alks in 
Rome , and two small volumes of selected letters. At the same time the 
influential Sainte-Beuve was induced to devote one of his Causeries du 
lundi to Stendhal; according to legend, he was persuaded to do this by 
means of a secret honorarium from the booksellers. He had known the 
author well, and his essay, spread over two of his Monday causeries , 
has the value of a contemporary account, though a very prejudiced one. 
To Sainte-Beuve, Stendhal was a wit who had provocative intellectual 
qualities, and who served in the advance guard of the Romantic School; 
but the famous critic showed a real distaste for Stendhal's novels which, 
as a belated convert to the Church, he termed offensive, ill-written, and 
mechanical. It is a sobering reflection that the man who dominated 
French literary criticism for forty years disparaged not only Stendhal, 
but Balzac, Flaubert, and even the young Zola. 

But Sainte-Beuve acknowledges : “Ten years have scarcely passed and 
here is a whole new generation that takes up [Stendhal's] works, 
seeks him out, studies him from every angle as if ... he were a 
classic." This is an exaggeration, but it is nonetheless true that a few of 
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the younger literary critics were discovering Stendhal ; Baudelaire, it is 
said, read him with deep interest; and finally Hippolyte Taine, the 
young historian, critic, and philosopher — in France he was to be as 
Huxley, Spencer, and Matthew Arnold all in one — entered the lists. 

Up to the clays of the Second Fpnpire posterity had stored Stendhal 
in a niche of its library of dead authors, beside the late eighteenth- 
century moralists and memoirists, such as Chamfort and that cold and 
* dry wit, Duclos. To be sure, Merimee, at the conclusion of his “Mem- 
oir" had offered the hope, none too confidently, that a revival of in- 
terest might come about at some distant future date: 

I wonder if some critics of the twentieth century will not discover the books 
of Beyle among the rubbish of nineteenth-century literature, and render him 
the justice that his contemporaries did not grant him. It is thus that the reputa- 
tion of Diderot has grown in the nineteenth century, it is thus that Shakespeare, 
forgotten since the time of Saint-Evremont, was discovered by Garrick. 

It seemed most improbable that Stendhal, read by literary curiosity 
seekers mainly, would achieve the fame of a Diderot, despite the ef- 
forts of his friends who still survived him. But the coming of revolution 
shook men's minds; and one of the revolution's uncalculated effects was 
to produce a new intellectual generation possessed with renewed faith 
in science and rational progress, and so attuned to the thought of 
Stendhal. 

In the late '40s, the youthful Taine, then a student at the Ecole 
Normale, heard the lectures of an obscure professor named Jacquinet, 
in which the novels of the forgotten Stendhal were enthusiastically 
recommended. Soon Taine and his fellow students at the great college, 
who included such future celebrities as Edmond About, Francisque 
Sarcey, and Prevost-Paradol caught the contagion and became fanatical 
admirers of the author of 7he Red and the Black. The concept of 
Julien Sorel appealed to their own mat de siecte a generation after he 
was created. As a fervent democrat, Taine defied the attempts of the 
university authorities, under the President-Emperor Louis Napoleon, 
to censor his thought and writing; punished and “exiled" to the prov- 
inces, the brilliant youth fortified himself by reading everything he 
could find of Stendhal's. His classmate Prevost-Paradol, the future 
literary critic, publicist, and diplomat, in 1851 joined the resistance to 
Louis Napoleon's coup d’etat and went to prison for a time. Taine, 
more the intellectual and the bourgeois at heart, confined his own 
opposition to this new political tyranny to advocating the democratic, 
.progressive, and materialistic doctrines which he espoused. 
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The strongest currents of thought now swung away from the Tran- 
scendentalism of the Romantic generation toward materialistic de- 
terminism. At the head and front of this intellectual movement of the 
mid-century stood the many-sided Taine, attacking classicism and ro- 
manticism in literature, championing positivism in the field of science, 
determinism in history, mechanistic sensualism in psychology. And 
through him not only the philosophic-moral theories but the very 
method and spirit of Stendhal lived again and gained an immense fol- 
lowing. In an essay written in 1864, Taine most handsomely acknowl- 
edged his debt to the forgotten master whose books he had almost com- 
mitted to memory, and whom he was determined to rehabilitate. 

He had simply gathered up the ideas of Stendhal “when they were 
lying on the ground/'’ he declared, and given them currency. “Stendhal 
taught me to read beyond the black and white of the printed page 
. . . and to observe the exact feelings, the movement of ideas, the 
states of mind” represented in old texts and memoirs that formed the 
true material of historians . It was to his spiritual mentor that T aine owed 
the idea of his famous interpretation of the French Revolution, 7he 
Origins of Modern France , it was from him that the concept of the 
inner weakness and collapse of the old regime had been taken; similarly 
his new interpretation of Napoleon I. 

But it was in the field of psychology that the “admirable divinations” 
of Stendhal could now exercise an immense influence. Stendhal, wrote 
Taine, was “perhaps the greatest psychologist of all the ages,” and had 
“introduced into the history of the human heart the process of 
science.” He had “treated human emotions like a naturalist and physi- 
cian . . . marked out race, climate, temperaments” and probed toward 
the “fundamental causes” of history and sociology. The years that im- 
mediately followed the publication of Darwin’s Origin of Species 
(1859) and Taine’s writings on psychology marked the turning of the 
literary movement toward realism and toward the narrowly Tainian 
doctrine of determinism that the young Zola adopted. The novel, said 
Taine, ought to be "un amas d’ experiences,” which closely enough re- 
flected Stendhal’s theories. Thus one who was perhaps the most 
learned, or at- any rate the most intellectually brilliant, man of letters 
of the third quarter of the century in France became a conductor for 
the ideas of the forgotten novelist. The historical cycle had swung 
away from German metaphysics to the skeptical and naturalistic ideas 
of the eighteenth century, of which Stendhal was a continuator. But 
still it was not respectable to read him under the Second Empire. 

It was in 1880, when France was once more a republic, that Paul 
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Bourget, in the footsteps of Taine, wrote a famous essay championing 
.Stendhal, still caviar to the multitude, in which he went so far as to 
declare that "there was something of Leonardo da Vinci in him." 
When, in the following year, Emile Zola named him "as the father of 
us all/' the Naturalistic School in literature adopted Stendhal as its 
patron saint. 

Now there came a veritable tug of war between various literary 
schools and political factions, each of which claimed Stendhal for its 
own. The Zola group was opposed by the ''psychological" novelists of 
the type of Barres and Bourget, and, later, Andre Gide, who with some 
justice claimed Stendhal to be more truly their own progenitor. (I 
doubt if Zola, though sincerely admiring Stendhal, understood his 
real tendencies, which leaned toward the novel of ideas rather than 
the slice-of-life; for the psychology of the Zola school is actually far 
simpler than that of Stendhal and treats of types, realistically observed, 
rather than complex personalities.) 

The discovery of extraordinary literary treasures among his post- 
humous papers by the late Professor Casimir Striyenski, of the Sor- 
bonne, gave strong impetus to the Stendhal revival of the 1880s. One 
by one, the Journal (1888), the unfinished Camiel (1889), 7he Life of 
Henri drulard (1890), Recollections of an Egotist .(1892), Lucien 
Leuwen (1894), the notes on Napoleon (1897), and a mass of un- 
published letters and miscellanies, all buried in the Library of Grenoble 
for fifty years, were unearthed and published for the first time by Stri- 
yenski, then by Jean de Mitty, Paul Arbalet, and other scholars. And 
what was surprising, these writings seemed completely in key with the 
works of the great literary realists and the social dramatists, French, 
Russian, or, Scandinavian, who now engrossed the modern public. 

Even dead, he was vigorously assailed by critics of Catholic faith, 
such as Brunetiere; but his more numerous literary supporters raised 
him to the level of a Voltaire — who had much less wit, in reality — a 
Diderot, a Rousseau. To many of the new novelists, he outranked the 
prodigious Balzac, whom he easily surpassed in intellectual force. The 
self-declared "Milanese," who had censured his French compatriots 
more than any other man of his epoch, thus became in .the end "one 
of the glories of France." 
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Manuscripts of Stendhal, comprising seventy-two volumes, are deposited in 
the Library of Grenoble. The manuscripts of the Chronicjues italiennes, in- 
cluding the original Italian documents from which they were adapted, are in 
the possession of the National Library in Paris. 

The best modern editions of Stendhal’s works are: (1). the elaborately an- 
notated Champion edition, Paris, 1913-39 (not yet complete); and (2) the 
Divan edition, edited by Henri Martineau, Paris, 1925-39, and up to now 
comprising seventy-four volumes, the most complete edition available, includ- 
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Royer, P. Jourda, A. Paupe, and Henri Martineau. 

The bibliography of books and monographs about Stendhal and his works is 
vast, and in France approaches in quantity the literature about Napoleon and 
Voltaire. Research into every aspect of his biography and bibliography has 
become a mania for hundreds of scholars since the 1 880s, when the late Pro- 
fessor Casimir Striyenski set the fashion. An extensive Stendhal literature 
exists in Italy as well as in Germany. 

The most useful bibliographical surveys are: (1) that formerly issued at 
Grenoble from year to year, in pamphlet form, by the Stendhal Club (which 
Striyenski founded), under the heading Bibliographic Stendhalienne, 1928— 
39, Grenoble, Allier pere et fils; and (2) Bibliographic Stendhalienne, by 
Henri Cordier, containing facsimiles of titles of original editions of Stendhal’s 
works, Paris, H. Champion, 1914. Also A. Paupe’s J-listoire des ceuvres de 
Stendhal, Paris, 1903, introduction by C. Striyenski. 

A list of works about Stendhal, found most useful in the present study, fol- 
lows: • /* 
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Claix, estate at, 3, 13, 43, 54, 90 
Clarke, the Misses, 289, 296 
Classicism, 223-24, 292, 294, 295, 
461; unities, 293 

Clementine. See Countess Clementine 
de Curial 

Clevia (noble Roman lady), 419, 420 
Climate, 222 

Code Napoleon , 385, 398, 438 
Colburn (publisher), 227, 271, 320 
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Colomb, Romain (cousin) , 24, 26, 27, 
29, 38, 42, 44, 69, 189, 190, 191, 
194, 266, 267, 281, 300, 301, 321, 
325, 329, 369, 399, 405, 453, 454, 
457, 458, 459 

Comedie bumaine , £a (Balzac), 341, 
439 

Comedy, 87, 391, 445 
Comment a vecti Stendhal (A. Cor- 
dier), 280 

Committee of Public Safety, 287 
Common people, 32, 352, 388 
Conciliatore (review), 204 
Condillac, Etienne Bonnot de (1715- 
,1780), 34, 82, 83, 222, 254, 458 
Confalionieri, Count Frederico, 238, 
261, 262 

Confessional therapy, value of, 257 
Confessions (Rousseau), 30, 336, 386 
Confessions of a Child of the Centur y 
(De Musset), 331 
Congregation (secret order), 234 
Constant de Rebecque, Benjamin 
(1767-1830) , 254, 286, 316 
Constantin, Abraham (friend), 365, 
450, 451 

Constitutionnel (newspaper) , 202, 

203 

Consultation pour Banti (Stendhal), 
137, 145 

Conti, Clelia (character), 420, 431, 
432, 434 

Conventionalism, 333 
Conversation, 93, 300 
Conversations with Eckermann 
(Goethe), 226 
Cordier, Auguste, 280 
Corneille, Pierre (1606—1684), 78, 
95, 294, 448 

Correggio (1494-1534), 199, 215, 
220, 226, 323 


Correspondence inedite (Stendhal, 
1854), 459 

Cost ‘Tan Suite (Mozart), 201 
Cosmopolitanism, 12S 
Cousin, Professor Victor, 299 
Covent Gardens Theater, London, 
272, 274 
Creation, 290 
Crime, 306 

Croce, Benedetto (1866- ), 41 3 f 

420 

Cromwell (V. Hugo), 296 
Crozet, Louis (friend), 34, 37, 38, 76, 
78, 108, 120, 122, 137, 144-45, 
146, 206, 219, 225, 235, 266, 280, 
457, 458 

Crystallization (love), 255, 311, 337 
Cubly, Mile. Vlrginie, 41-42, 44 
Curial, Countess Clementine de, 266, 
277-84, 285, 309, 371, 378, 403-4, 
405, 453, 454 

Cuvier, Baron Georges (1769-1832), 
288, 301, 316, 355 
Cycles of culture, 222 

Dante, Alighieri (1265-1 321) , c/uoted, 
404-5 

Danton, Georges Jacques (1759- 
1794), 2S6-S7, 327, 333, 343 
Daru, Baron Martial, 47, 52, 53, 63, 
65-76, 91, 92, 96, 103, 106, 110, 
122, 124, 126, 127, 134, 151, 163, 
379 

Daru, Countess Alexandrine, 124, 
126, 135-3S, 141-51, 157, 158, 
161, 171, 174, 178, 181, 189, 232, 
241,, 386 

Daru, Noel (father’s cousin), 46, 47, 
48, 49, 50, 51, 53, 81 
Daru, Count Pierre, 47, 51-52, 53, 
54, 56, 62, 68, 69, 72, 76, 92, 120, 
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122, 124, 125, 128, 132, 133, 136, 
137, 139, 141, 142, 145-46, 150, 
151, 171, 172, 173, 174, 179, 186, 
193, 292, 339 

Dauphine, 1, 2, 54, 309, 413 
David, Jacques Louis (1748-1825), 
125, 223 

“Day of the Tiles” (June 7, 1788), 6 
De V amour (Stendhal, 1819), 103, 
129, 210, 238, 241-46, 256, 257, 
259, 260, 262, 267, 269, 284, 289, 
291, 310, 311, 389, 405, 459 
Death, 451 
Debraye, Henri, 399 
Delacroix, Ferdinand Victor Eugene 
(1799-1863), 224, 225, 298, 299, 
323, 324 

Delecluze, Etienne, 301-2 
D elpbine (Mme. de Stael) , 80, 154 
Dembowska, Countess Metilda, 239 et 
seq., 275, 279, 284, 315 
Dembowski, Count Jan, 239, 240 
Democracy, 271, 322, 390 
Desroches, Louis (critic), 458 
Destouches, Philippe (1680-1754), 
29 

Destutt de Tracy, Count Antoine- 
Louis-Claude (1754-1836), 34, 82, 
93, 218, 222, 237, 254, 285, 286, 
287, 288, 295, 301, 354, 389 
Destutt de Tracy, Countess, 277, 285 
Determinism, 461 
Devonshire, Lady, 317 
Didot, Pierre (bookseller), 225 
Diderot, Denis (1713-1784), 294, 
460, 462 

Di Fiore (friend), 266, 343, 376, 400, 
402, 448-51 

Don Qiovanni (Mozart), 135, 201 
Dongo, Fabrizio del (character) , 420, 
423 


Dorcy, De Dreux (portrait painter), 
458 

Dostoevski, Fedor Mikhailovich 
(1821-1881), 341, 387 
Dover packet, 270 
Drama, 78-81, 293, 296 
Dresden, Germany, 185, 219 
du Barry, Madame, 324 
Dubois -Fontenelle (a master), 33-34 
Duchesnois, Mile, (actress), 87 
Dugazon (actor-teacher), 99-103, 
105, 108, 110, 119 
Dupont, Ambroise (bookseller), 439 
Durand (instructor), 21 
Duvergier de Hauranne, Deputy, 443, 
446 

Ecce Homo (F. Nietzsche), 349 
Ecole Centrale de Grenoble. See Cen- 
tral School 

Ecole Polytechnique, Paris, 34, 43, 45 
Edinburgh Quarterly Review, 231 
Education, 89, 391-92, 437 
Edwards, Edward (friend), 231, 232, 
270, 271 

Ego, 258, 387, 389, 417 
Egotism, 244, 275, 377, 378, 379, 412, 
416. See also Souvenirs d’egotisme 
Emotions, words dominate, 337 
Encyclopedists, 82, 291 
Energy, 437, 448 

England, 172, 270-75, 353, 378, 411; 
aristocracy, 275; class feeling, 272; 
fourteen-hour day, 317; growing 
wealth, 317; "Haydn , JAozarX and 
SHetastase, 202; hellfire and hunger, 
198; industry, 275; in the 1820s, 
320; lower classes, 275; prudery of 
the middle classes, 209; revolution 
of steam power, 271; ruling hier- 
archy, 275; society in post-Na- 
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poleonic era, 317; Stendhal’s first 
visit (1817), 232; Stendhal’s sec- 
ond visit (1821), 270-75; Sten- 
dhal’s third visit (1826), 283, 309, 
316; Walpole era, 397; working 
classes, 317 

Enthusiasm, 123, 426, 437 
Environmentalism, 222 
Epicurus, 123, 348 
Escapism, 433 

Essay on Love (Stendhal). See T)e 
l' amour 

Eugenie, Empress. See Countess Eu- 
genie de Montijo de Guzman. 
Euripides, 294 

Fabrizio (character), 281, 421, 422, 
424-35, 441 
Farges, Louis, 326, 464 
Farnese, Alessandro ( 1 468-1 5 49) , 

418-20, 430 

Farnese, Vanozze, 418, 419, 425 
Farnese family, 417-19 
Farnese Tower, 430 
Father-hatred, 335 
fathers and Sons (Turgenev), 386 
Faure, Felix (1841-1899), 20, 37, 
124, 133, 140, 143, 154, 166, 174, 
176, 195 

faust (Goethe), 300 
Fauriel, Claude Charles (1772-1844), 
288-89 

Fear, 367, 426 
f elide '(De Nerciat) , 29 
Fenelon, Abbe (1651-1715), 346 
Fielding, Henry (1707-1754), 341, 
393 

Fieschi (assassin), 390 
Tilosofla Nova (Stendhal), 77, 80, 82, 
84, 88, 93 

fingal (Ossian), 166 


five blasters (J. W, Krutch, 1930), 
334 

Flaubert, Gustav (1821-1880) f 331. 

341, 342, 335, 396, 459 
Florence, Italy, 162 r 239, 250, 25. 

317, 318, 356. 359. 360. 364, 443 
Forgoes, E. D. (critic), 413, 456 
Foscolo, Ugo (1778-1827), 240 
Fouche, Joseph (1763-1820), 152. 
2S9 

Fouque (liberal), 343, 345 
Foy, General, 351 

France, 356; aristocrats and the rich, 
287; art, 226; Austrian invasion, 
190; authorities, 358; best charac- 
ters, 230; “candle -snuffing,” 233; 
cant and respectability, 258; Catho- 
lic mysticism, 222; censorship, 295: 
class feeling, 272; classicism, 294; 
civilization, 411; commercial de- 
pression, 411; Congregation, 234; 
constitution (1S30), 392; Consular 
Republic, 333; conversation, 228- 
29; court life of 1760s, 257; de- 
cadent society, 333; defeat (1940), 
233; degraded, 234; description of 
its soldiers (1794), 63; description 
of May (Floreal), 112; elections, 
351; embourgeoisee, 410; foreign 
policy, 455; hypocrisy and conven- 
tionalism in society, 199; immoral- 
ity, 207; in 1837, 411; July Revo- 
lution in 1830, 350-51; life in the 
provinces, 411; literature, 411; lit- 
erary taste, 294; lower orders of 
the people, 287; Marshal Petain, 
233, 236; musical prejudices, 308; 
musical taste, 202; natural beauties, 
410; physical love, 257-58; po- 
lemic against, 198; political reflec- 
tions, 411; popular movements, 
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235; press, 236-37; reaction, 233; 
reaction under Louis Philippe 
(1830), 387; Republic, 410; Resto- 
ration, 315; ridicule, fear of, 155, 
198; salon life, 300; society, 228; 
Stendhal in, 264-84, 379, 387, 407, 
419; travel books, 407; vanity, 155, 
198, 377; want of character in its 
people, 176; White Terror of 1815, 
233; without liberty and without 
glory, 232; women, 210 
France, Anatole (1844-1924), 323 
Francesca da Rimini (Pellico) , 205 
Fra Angelico (1387-1455), 220 
French Academy, 294, 295 
French Revolution, ix, 10-11, 21-23, 
24, 25, 26, 27, 32, 33, 79, 122, 123, 
127, 172, 193, 225, 232, 234, 2S6, 
293, 295, 330, 331, 333, 385, 411, 
422, 461 

Freres Proven^aux (restaurant), 171, 
268 

Freud, Sigmund (1859-1939),. 257, 
417 

"G./* JMme., 352 

Gagnon, Elisabeth (great-aunt) ,4, 11, 
16, 31, 35, 232 
Gagnon, Gaetan, 84 
Gagnon, Dr. Henri (grandfather), 4, 
8, 10, 11, 13, 14, 15-16, 17, 27, 28, 
29, 32, 40, 42, 43, 44, 69, 73, 76, 
116, 117, 232 

Gagnon, Henrietta. See Henriette 
Gagnon Beyle 

Gagnon, Remain (uncle), 9, 17-18, 
19, 24, 29-30, 40, 41, 44, 52 
Gagnon, Seraphie (aunt) , 6, 9, 1 0, 1 1 , 
13, 19, 20, 21, 25, 27, 28, 29, 31, 
32, 40, 42, 43, 50 
Qalignams (journal), 226, 291 


Gaulthier, Mme. Jules, 297, 371, 372, 
378, 390, 393, 401, 405, 406, 453 
Gay, Delphine, 304-5 
Gay, Mme. Sophie, 142, 304 
Geneva, Switzerland, 57, 58, 352 
Genoa, Italy, 250, 372 
Geoffroy, J. L. (critic) , 87 
Gerard, Baron, 301, 303, 402 
Germany, 126-32, 222, 233, 235 
Giletti (clown), 430 
Gide, Andre (1869- ), xi, 312, 

313, 387, 462 

Gina. See Angiola Pietragrua 
Gina (character). See Duchesa San- 
severina 

Girardin, Baronne de (nee Delphine 
Gay), 304-5 
Giulia. See Giulia Rinieri 
Qlobe, £e (literary newspaper), 295, 
297, 313 

Gobineau, Count Joseph Arthur de 
(1816-1882), 230, 435 
God, opinions about, 289, 290, 318, 
347, 368 

Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von (1749- 
1832), 57, 128, 161, 197, 226, 295, 
300, 328, 349, 441 
Good Europeans, 230 
“Good neurotics,” 51 
Gorlitz, testimony at (1813), 183, 
184 

Grandet, Mme. (character), 397 
Grassi, Tommaso (1790-1853), 205 
Green, Professor F. C., xii 
Gregorio, Cardinal, 326 r 
Grenoble, France, 1-3, 15, 16, 25, 30, 
31, 41, 43, 73, 86, 94, 189, 195, 
232, 251, 332, 334, 383/458; Li- 
brary of, 16, 280, 399, 403, 458, 
462 

Gros, Antoine (artist) ,159 
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Gros, Gabriel (scientist), 35 
Gregory XVI, Pope, 361 
Griesheim, Wilhelmina (Minna) von, 
130, 131, 134 

Guilbert, Mme. Melanie, 100, 115- 
125, 175, 177, 181, 445 
Guizot, Francois Pierre Guillaume 
(1787-1874), 358, 361, 390, 402, 
442, 453, 454 

Gunnell, Miss Doris, 296, 464 
Guthrie, Professor Ramon, 347 

24. B., un memoir (Merimee), 459 
Happiness, 83, 123, 153, 179, 212, 
217-37, 349, 381, 389-90, 393, 
417, 433, 436, 446; through art, 
217 et seq. 

“Happy Few,” 349, 456 
Haydini (Carpani), 201, 202 
Haydn, Franz Joseph (1732-1809), 
134, 162, 201-3, 293, 304 
Haydn, Mozart and Metastase (Sten- 
dhal), 201, 202, 203 
Hazlitt, William (1778-1830), 320 
Helvetius, Claude Adrien (1715— 
1771), 34, 51, 82, 83, 222, 254, 
255 

Hermitage (museum), Russia, 220 
Henri Brulard. See Life of "Henri 
Brulard 

Hernani (V. Hugo), 296, 344 
Hetzel, Jules (bookseller), 458, 459 
History of Painting in Italy (Sten- 
dhal, *1817), 188, 217, 218, 220- 
21, 223, 225, 226, 231, 234, 349 
Hobhouse, Sir John Cam (friend of 
Byron), 205, 207-8, 272 
Holy* Alliance, 292, 358, 423, 428, 
455 

Homer, 68, 293 
Honor, sense of, 416 


Hookham (publisher), 308 
Horace, 68 

Hospice of St. Bernard, 59 
Hotel de Bruxelles, Paris, 262, 265, 
267 

Hotel d'Ingliterra, Florence, 162 
Hotel Favart, Paris, 402 
Human beings, classification of, 288 
Humane ideals, 437 
Humbug, 299 
Huron (Voltaire) , 287 
Husbands, 159, 210 
Hugo, Victor Marie (1802-1885), ix, 
225, 289, 290, 294, 296, 304, 320, 
344, 407, 423 
Hypocrisy, 235, 446 

Ideas, 358 

Indemnity, law of, 311 
Individualism, 348, 437 
Indre River, 410 
Inquisition, 303 
Intrigue, 210-11 
Ischia, isle of, 317 
isere River, 1, 14, 43 
Italian Chronicles (Stendhal) , 369, 
414-17 

Italian manuscripts, collection of, 
368-69, 414-15, 417-19 
Italy, 387, 413; art of life, 198; arts, 
205, 222, 223; assassinations, 164; 
Austrian domination, 238; before 
1815, 410; censorship of university 
and press, 233; children of pleas- 
ure, 228; cholera plague, 367; 
Church, 222-23; Cisalpine Re- 
public, 233; cities, 229; clerical 
tyranny, 198; folkways, 421-22; 
foreign despotism, 198, 205; in the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, 
322; in 1828, 322; in 1830, 359- 
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60, 420; in 1839, 439; literature, 
205; moral ambiguities, 421; 
mother of the fine arts, 199; Mus- 
solini, 228, 233, 322; northern 
(1800) , 70; political prisoners, 421 ; 
popular movements, 235; press, 
236-37; revolutionists, 260; Ri- 
sorgimento, 205, 323, 359; (before 
the) Second World War, 321; se- 
cret police, 236; sixteenth-century, 
417, 421; seventeenth-century, 413; 
spring (1819), 248; Stendhal in, 
55-72, 153-69, 186, 193-216, 284, 
317, 356, 377, 379, 383, 420; 
women, 210; yoke of foreign con-" 
querors, 205 

Jacobin Club of Grenoble, 31, 32 
Jacobins, 205, 388, 412 
Janin, Jules Gabriel (1804-1874), 
350 

Jacquinet, Professor, 460 
Jealousy, 103, 114, 118, 159, 186, 
187, 210, 256 

Jefferson, Thomas (1743-1826), 237, 
389, 390, 437 

Jena, Battle of (1806), 126, 127 
Jersey, Lady, 272, 317 
Jesuits, 229, 233, 234, 289, 333, 33S, 
351, 380, 396, 411,427 
Johnson, Samuel (1709-1784), 294, 
295-96 

Joinville, Lieutenant Louis (friend), 
65, 66, 67, 69, 156, 157, 186, 187 
Journal des debats, 87, 225, 301, 350 
Journal (Stendhal, 1888), 462 
Journal of Italy (Stendhal) , 66, 68 
Joyce, James (1881-1941), xi, 81, 
387 

Julien Sorel (character) . See Sorel 
Jussieu, Adrien de, 304 


Kant, Immanuel (1724-1804), 84, 
128, 224 

Kassera, Countess, 248, 253 
Knabelhaber, Karlotte, 132 
Konigsberg, Prussia, ISO 
Krasnyi, confusion at (1812), 173 
Krutch, Joseph Wood, 334 
Kutuzoff, Prince (1745-1813), 177, 
178 

Laclos, Pierre Choderlos de, 29-30; 

cjuoted, 1-2 
cc Lady Earline/' 444 
Lafayette, General de (1757-1834), 
286, 287-88, 353, 354, 358 
Laffargue (Paris cabinetmaker), 332 
Lamartine, Alphonse de (1790- 
1869), 299, 317, 318, 320 
Lambert (manservant), 19, 26, 37, 
385 

Lamberti, Signora, 155 
JCamiel (Stendhal, 1889), 391, 444- 
48, 462 

Lanzi, Abbe Luigi (1732-1810), 218, 
219, 220 

La on, France, 404 
Larue (actor) , 99 
Latouche, Henri de, 310, 351, 402 
Latour-Maubourg, Marquis de, 185, 
370 

Laughter, 87 

Lausanne, Switzerland, 237 
Leghorn, Italy, 250, 364, 452 
Leipzig, battle at (1813), 184, 188 
Lenzuoli, Cardinal Roderigo, 418 
Leonore (character) , 245, 246 
Leroy (artist) , 3 1 

Leschenault, Mile. Jenny, *143,’ 148, 
150 

Les Echelles (village), 18, 19 
jCetellier (Stendhal), 162 
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Letters Written in Vienna on the Cel- 
ebrated Composer Joseph Viaydn, 
followed by a Life of Mo zait and 
Some Considerations on Met astasia 
and the Present State of Music in 
Prance and Italy (Louis Cesar Bom- 
bet), 201, 202, 203 
Liaisons dangereuses r £es <de Laclos) , 
1, 29-30, 104 
Liberalism, 437 
Liberals, imprisonment of, 233 
Life of Jdenri Brulard (Stendhal, 
1890), xi, 5-6, 11, 22, 25, 66, 96, 
115, 193, 194, 254, 283, 292, 305, 
325, 375, 383, 385, 387, 3S8, 391, 
458, 462 

Lingay, Joseph (friend), 225, 226, 
235, 266 

Literature, 258, 323, 358, 386, 423 
Lives of the Painters (Vasari), 161, 
218 

Livia (Bialowiska) , 164 
Locke, John (1632-1704), 34, 82 
Lodi, battleground, 66 
Loire, 410 

Lolot (friend) , 268, 272, 273, 274 
Lombardy, 238, 239 
London, 232, 270-74, 275, 283 
London Magazine, 320 
London Revietv, 271 
“Louason." See Mme. Melanie Guil- 
bert 

Louis XIV (1710-1774), 234, 293, 
330* 

Louis XVI. (1754-1793), vii, 6, 22, 
52, 384, 385, 390 

Louis XVIII (1755-1824), 193, 194, 
205, 231, 267 

Louis Philippe (1773-1850), 353, 
354, 358, 363, 364, 375, 382, 385, 
388, 392, 442, 444, 455 


Louis Napoleon (1808-1873), 390, 
393, 444, 460 

Love, 31, 85-86, 120, 121, 1S7, 218, 
246, 243, 249, 253 f 324, 375, 380, 
381, 396, 409, 447, 450; all-per- 
vading, 254; among Arabs, 289; 
“attack" in, 243, 250; beauty, 256; 
crystallization, 255, 256; defined 
by xMme. Beugnot. 267; “disease" 
of, 254; Don Juan type, 257-58; 
ego, 258; eloquence and, 241; fall- 
ing-in-love process, 255, 256; femi- 
nine (in a man), 246; fidelity, 252; 
first (of youth), 242; German way 
of, 131; ideal passion, 243; kinds, 
256; language of, 242; marriage, 
S5; passion, 242, 250, 257, 375, 
378, 396, 416, 435; passional, 248; 
physical, 257-5S, 337* Rousseau, 
246; search for, 91-124; “scien- 
tific" study of, 254; sensualist phi- 
losophers, 254; seven stages, 256- 
57; sexual timidity, 395, 422; 
“spiritual," 257; system of nature, 
part of, 258; through taste, 256; 
types, number of, 256; vanity -love, 
257; women (Italian or French), 
131. See also T>e V amour 

Lucien Leuwen (Stendhal, 1897), 
246, 252, 389, 391, 393, 394, 399, 
402, 422, 444, 459, 462 

Lyons, 371, 410, 412 

Machiavelli (1469-1527), and his in- 
fluence, 123, 220, 223, 228, 434, 
435, 436 

Madonna del Monte (inn at), 166, 
167 

Maggiore, Lake, 65, 143, 165, 166 

Maistre, Comte Joseph de (1753- 
1821), 234, 299-300 
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Maistre, Xavier de (1763-1852), 441 
Maladechno (town), 180 
Malivert, Viscount Octave de (char- 
acter), 311-16 
Malojaroslavetz, Russia, 178 
Mantegna, Andrea (1431-1506), 220 
Mann, Thomas (1875- ), 387 

Manon Lescaut (Prevost), 16 
Mante, Fortune (friend), 37, 76, 88, 
101, 111, 114, 118 
Mantua, action before, 70 
Marengo, Battle of (1800), 60, 62 
Mareste, Baron Louis Adolphe de, 
235, 239, 261, 262, 266, 267, 268, 
272-74, 281, 289, 297, 306, 317, 
318, 321, 325-27, 357, 362, 365- 
66, 402, 405 

Marie-Louise, Archduchess, 136; late 1- 
Empress, 139, 173, 191 
Marion (peasant girl), 8, 9, 19 
Marriage, 130, 185-86, 259, 355, 356 
Mars, Mile, (actress), 102 
Marseille, 112-15 
Massirili, Pietro (patriot) , 229 
Masson, Andre (painter), 344 
Matrimonio Segreto, I 1” (Cima- 
rosa) , 60, 61, 201 
Martineau, Henri, xii, 77, 399 
Martino, Pierre, 182-83, 431 
Martyrs, Les (Chateaubriand), '133 
Maurras, Charles (1868- ), 230, 

435 

Melanie* See Mme. Melanie Guilbert 
Melodrama, 423 

Memorial de Sainte -‘Helene (Napo- 
leon), 335, 351 

Memoirs of a Man of Quality (Pre- 
vost), 22 

Memoirs of the Life of Rossini (Sten- 
dhal, 1824), 308-9, 450 


Memoirs of a 7ourist (Stendhal), 
407, 409, 412, 419, 441 
“Menti. 53 See Countess de Curial 
Merimee, Prosper (1803-1870), 15, 
127, 144, 179, 182, 183, 214, 215^ 
243, 278, 291, 296-300, 303-6, 
313, 319, 324, 329, 350, 355, 365, 
377, 378, 399, 402, 404, 405-8, 
441, 444, 455, 457, 459, 460 
Metaphysics, 84, 128, 229, 461 
Metastasio (1698-1783), 201-3 
Metilda. See Countess Metilda Deni- 
bo wska 

Metternich, Prince (1773-1859), ix, 
140, 233, 234, 258, 261, 271, 322, 
356, 358, 436, 455 
Michaud, General, 69, 70, 71 
Michelangelo (1475-1564), 162, 220, 
223, 323 

Michelet, Jules (1798-1874), 333, 
413 

Micheroux (Belgian officer), 276 
Middle Ages, 228, 413-14 
Milan, Italy, 64-65, 66, 153 et seq., 
186-88, 193, 196-214, 228, 229, 
232, 237-41, 244, 248-51, 261-64, 
319. See also Scala Theater 
Mincio River, campaign on, 69 
Minna. See VTlhelmina von Griesheim 
Minna (character), 131 
Miossens, Duke de, 447, 448 
Mirabeau, Comte de (1749-1791), 
343, 448 

Mitty, Jean de, 399, 462 
Modernism, 294, 323 
Mole, Marquis de la (character), 339, 
340, 344 

Mole, Mathilde de la (character) , 
257, 340-45 

Mole, Count Louis Mathieu (1781- 
1855), 360, 361, 401,402, 442, 451 
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Moliere (1622-1673), 29, 38, 68, 78, 
79, 88-89, 92, 203, 302, 448 
Mollica, Signora (contralto), 449 
Monarchism, 382 
Montaigne (1533-1592), 269 
Montesquieu (1689-1755), 202, 222, 
231, 298, 310, 381, 389 
Monti, Vincenzo (1754-1828), 204, 
206 

Montijo de Guzman, Countess Eu- 
genie de, 402-3, 454 
Montijo de Guzman, Countess Pa- 
quita de, 402 

Montmartre Cemetery, 455 
Moore, Thomas (1779-1852), 320 
Moreau, General Jean Victor (1763- 
1813), 80, 88 
Morgan, Lady, 374 
Mortier, Felipe, 105 
Mortier, Mme., 100, 105, 110 
Mosca, Count (character), 419, 425, 
426, 427, 428, 430, 431, 432, 434, 
435, 436 

Moscow, capture, burning, and retreat 
from (1813), 170, 174-80, 195, 
219, 302-3 

Moskva, Battle of, 174, 207 
Mother fixation, 384 
Mounier, Edouard, 74, 75, 98 
Mounier, Jean-Joseph, 74, 98 
Mounier, Victorine, 74, 75, 76, 94, 
97, 98, 100, 109 

Mozart, Wolfgang Amadeus (1756?- 
1791), 139, 180, 199, 201-3, 272, 
385 

Murat, Marshal Joachim (1767- 
1845) , 329 

Murat, Princess Caroline, 140 
Music, 49, 61, 171, 199-206, 230, 
258, 308, 318 


Musset, Alfred de (1810-1857), 298, 
331, 348, 363, 371, 386 

Naples, 163-64, 261, 317, 364, 365, 
444 

Napoleon I (1769-1821), 45, 57, 58, 
60, 234, 276, 327, 388, 420, 422, 
436, 461; Austerlitz, 120; Austrian 
campaign, 132; Bautzen (1813), 
184—85; Beyle and Byron's discus- 
sion of, 207-8; Bonapartism, 194, 
333, 423, 437; Borodino, 207; ca- 
pitulation, 191; comments on lib- 
erty (Brescia) , 229; compared with 
Turenne, 68; confusion behind 
lines, 133; coronation, 89, 122; 
Council of State, 138; degenera- 
tion, 177; encouragement to indus- 
try, 117; fallen with a crash, 197; 
influence in Germany, 127; inter- 
view with Goethe, 128; General 
Moreau's faction, SO, 88; govern- 
ment reorganization, 136; Grand 
Council of, 436; imperial despot, 
88; Italian campaign, 61; Leipzig 
(1813), 1 S8; (and) Machiavelli, 
123; military innovations, 185; 
Moscow, retreat from, 174-80; 
movement of heavy artillery, 60; 
Russian invasion, 171, 207; sadistic 
qualities, 207; St. Helena, 232; se- 
cret police, 152, 171; Stendhal and, 
56, 62, 178, 184, 206-7, 221, 303, 
437; titles and favors, 140; trium- 
phal parade, Berlin (1807), 126; 
(at) Vilna, 173; war with Prussia, 
182, 183 

Napoleon III (180S-1873), 390, 393, 
444, 460 

Nardot, Alexandrine. See Countess 
Daru 
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National, £e (newspaper), 456 
National Guard, 358, 412 
Neurotics, 51, 386, 414 
New ' Monthly Magazine, 271, 320 
Nietzsche, Friedrich Wilhelm (1844- 
1900), viii, 123, 230, 258, 343, 
349, 416, 431 
Nina. See Elena Vigano 
Nodier, Charles (1780-1844), 310, 
407 

Notes on Napoleon (Stendhal, 1 897) , 
462 

Notice biographicjue (R. Colombe) , 
453, 459 

Notices sur M. Beyle (Stendhal, 
1837), 283 

Nouvetle Neloise, £a (Rousseau), 30, 
58, 80, 99 

Novel, the, 80, 258, 342, 343, 391, 
393, 423, 433, 438-39 

Odra (peasant boy) , 36-37 
Olivier (H. de Latouche), 310 
On £ove (Stendhal, 1819), 103, 129, 
210, 238, 241-46, 256, 257, 259, 
260, 262, 267, 269, 284, 289, 291, 
310, 311, 389, 405, 459 
Origin of Species (Darwin), 461 
Orlando Purioso (Ariosto), 16, 29 
Orleans, taken by Russians (1814), 
191 

Orleans regime, 392, 393, 395, 397 
Ossian, 165, 166, 167 

Padua, 213 

Paesiello, Giovanni (1741-1816), 61, 
64, 164, 200, 201 

Painting, 201, 221-25, 258, 414. See 
also Jiistory of Painting in Italy 
Palfy, Countess. See Alexandrine 
Daru 


Papal States, 239, 322 
Paris, 120, 143, 192, 194, 204, 234, 
396; cafes, 267, 326, 379, 391; (in 
1799), 45, 46; (in 1808), 140; (in 
1819), 252; (in 1836), 401; Sten- 
dhal in: (1800), 45-54; (1802), 
73-90; (1811), 170; (1813), 181, 
186; (1814), 191, 202, 204; 

(1817), 232; (1819), 252; (1821), 
265 et seq. ; (1824), 278; (1828), 
319; (1833), 371; (1836), 401; 
(1841), 453 

Parma, Duchy of, 419, 420 
Partisan Review , 269, 348 
Passion, 242, 250, 254, 257, 283, 375, 
378, 396, 416, 435 
Pasta, Mme. Giuditta, 275-77, 281, 
290, 303, 308 

Pastoret, Amedee de (friend), 325 
Patriotism, 302 
Paul III, Pope, 419 
Pellico, Silvio (1789-1854) , 204, 205, 
239, 261, 262, 293, 323, 421 
Pensees (Stendhal), 77, 121 
Pergolese, Giovanni Battista (1710- 
1736), 61, 164 

Perier-Lagrange, Francois (brother- 
in-law), 140 

Petiet, General, 63, 65, 97 
Petiet, Lieutenant Augustin, 69 
Philosophy, defined, 91 
Physiological temperament, types of; 
256 

Pietragrua, Angiola Borroni; 65-67, 
71, 72, 97, 154-61,. 164-69, 170, 
186-88, 195, 199, 211-16, 250, 
324, 423, 425, 426 
Pirard, Abbe (character) ,339 
Pisan-Dugalland, Mme. (cousin) , 5 ■ 
Plana (friend), 37, 119 
Playwriting, 82 
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Pliny the Elder, 29 
Poetry, and the poet, 81, 82, 201, 318 
Poitevin (gambler), 266 
Polidori, De (secretary to Byron) , 
205 

Polignac, Prince (1780-1847), 326, 
351 

Politics, 228, 315 

Position sociale , line (Stendhal), 364, 
393, 451 

Possessed, 7he (Dostoevski), 341, 
387 

Poverty, 218 

Power, vii, 348, 436-37, 442 
Pragmatism, 83, 349 
Pre-Raphaelites, 220 
Prevost, Dr., 453 

Prevost-Paradol, Lucien Anatole 
(1829-1870), 460 
Prince , 7be (Machiavelli) , 123 
Progress of the Human Mind (Con- 
dorcet), 68 

Promenades dans Rome (Stendhal, 
1829), 321-23, 325, 332, 459 
Proust, Marcel (1871-1922), xi, 51, 
387 

Prussia, 182, 183 
Psychoanalysis, 198, 257, 417 
Psychology, x, 84, 100, 260, 349, 
383, 461 

Pucelle , La (Voltaire), 18 
Race, 126, 222 

Racine,* Jean Baptiste (1639-1699), 
34, 68, 78, 79, 80, 202, 292-94, 
300, 302 

Racine and Shakespeare ^Stendhal, 
1823) ,*292, 293, 295, 296, 302 
Radcliff, Mrs. Ann, 310 
Raillane, Abbe (Jesuit tutor), 13, 14, 
15, 19, 20, 21, 25, 26, 40, 384 


Railroads, 412 

Ranuccio, Prince Ernesto IV (charac- 
ter), 426, 436 

Raphael (1483-1520), 218, 223, 226 
Rationalism, 255 
Rebuff el, Adele, 52, 95-97 
Rebuffel, Mme. (cousin of the Danis) , 
52, 76, 94-97 
Recamier, Mme., 142 
Recollections of an Egotist (Stendhal) , 
265, 268, 270, 274, 275, 277, 287, 
298, 301, 302, 316, 376, 377, 378, 
379, 454, 462 

Red and the Black , 7he (Stendhal, 
1830), x, xi, 43-45, 329-53, 355, 
358, 366, 391, 393, 398, 399, 418, 
430, 433, 437, 441, 445, 458, 460 
Reign of Terror. See French Revolu- 
tion 

Religion, vii, 426, 433; belief, 330; 
education, 89; orthodoxy, 420; 
superstition and clerical rule, 163 
Renaissance, 199, 220, 223, 321, 322, 
413, 421, 436 

Renal, M. de (character), 335, 338, 
345, 347 

Renal, Mme. de (character), 336, 
338, 339, 342, 344, 346 
Reni, Guido (1575-1642), 162, 226 
Resistance, technique of secret, 233 
Retz, Cardinal Gilles de ("Blue- 
beard”) , 408 

Revivals of interest, xi, 457 
Revue de Paris , 439, 458 
Revue des deux mondes , 415, 419, 
454, 458 

Rey, Abbe (family friend) , 9 
Rey, Joseph (friend), 88 
' Reyer, Frau, 357 
Richmond Park, 271 
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Rimbaud, Arthur (1 854—1891 ) t/ 194, 
307 

Rinieri, Giulia, 355-57, 419, 443, 452 
Risorgimento, 205, 323, 359 
Roderigo, Cardinal (of Parma), 419 
Remand (character), 364 
Rolland, Remain (1866-1943), 201, 
203 

Romanticism, x, 205, 225, 238, 255, 
292, 293, 294, 295, 296, 320, 333, 
341, 344, 348, 382, 398, 461 
Rome, 162, 163, 196, 322, 364, 365, 
367, 380, 444, 450; view from 
Janiculum Hill (1832), 373 
Rome , "Naples , and Florence 
(Stendhal, 1817), 198, 204, 205, 
209, 226-27, 229, 230, 231, 236, 
309, 319, 320 

Rops, Felicien (1833-1898), 459 
Rossini, Gioacchino Antonio (1792- 
1868), 61, 200, 308, 309, 450 
Rostopchin, Prince, 175 
Rousseau, Jean-Jacques (1712-1778), 
his influence, 1, 4, 12, 16, 17, 18, 
24, 29, 30, 32, 38, 43, 51, 75, 81, 
83, 91, 99, 111, 128, 142, 150, 197, 
246, 254-55, 269, 336, 342, 381, 
382, 386, 387, 414, 428, 435, 462 
Rubempre, Alberthe de, 7, 324-25 
Russia, 171-75, 182, 192, 207. See 
also Moscow 

Sagan, Silesia, 183, 184 
Saint Bernard Pass, 58, 60 
Saint-Vallier, Count de, 189, 190 
Sainte-Aulaire, Count de (ambas- 
sador), 362, 363, 366, 370 
Sainte-Beuve, Charles Augustin 
(1804-1869), 24, 38, 289, 290, 
296, 297, 300, 301, 302, 305, 306, 


316, 318, 319, 342, 385, 401, 415, 
440, 443, 450, 456, 459 
Salons de Paris: foyers eteints (Mme, 
Ancelot), 305 
Saltykoff Palace, 174 
Salviati, Captain (character), 131, 
245, 246, 257 

San Carlo Opera House, Naples, 163, 
220 

Sand, Mme. George, 298, 371-72, 
410, 441 

San Pietro-in-Monterio, , Church of, 
373 

Sanseverina, Duchesa (character), 
419, 423, 424, 426, 428, 430, 431, 
432, 434 

Sanseverina, Duke, 426 
Sansfin, Dr. (character) , 445, 446, 
448 

Santa Croce, Church of, Florence, 1 62 
Santi, Raphael. See Raphael. 

Sarcey, Francisque (1827-1899), 460 
Sassenage, France, 2, 39 
Saurau, Count, 360, 436 
Saxony, 182, 185 

Scala Theater, Milan, 62, 64, 71, 154, 
156, 158-60, 197, 200, 203, 204, 
206-8, 210, 238, 243, 247, 255 
Schiller, Johann C. F. von (1759- 
1805), 128 

Scott, Sir Walter, 226, 310, 414, 420, 
441 

Sebastiani, Count, 360 
Segur, Marquis Louis Philippe de, 
139, 140 

Self-fulfillment, 431 
Sense of honor, 416 
Sentimental Education (G. Flaubert), 
331 

Sentimental Journey , A (Sterne), 55, 
227 
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Sex, vii, 258; inadequacy, 269; 

therapy, 348; timidity, 395, 422 
Shakespeare, William ( 1 5 64-1 616), 
34, 43, 79, 80, 81, 107, 202, 205, 
267, 292, 293, 294, 295, 300, 302, 
341, 438 

Shaw, George Bernard (1856- ), 
345, 435 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe (1792-1822), 
197, 264, 317, 414 
Sicily, 163-64, 229, 238 
Siena, Italy, 356, 443 
Simonetta, Countess (1740), 154 
“Simonetta, Countess.” See Angiola 
Borroni Pietragrua 

Smolensk, Russia, 173, 174, 178, 179 
Society, 330, 394; types of, 256 
Socrates, 446 

Sodermark, M. O. (Swedish painter) , 
448 

Soirees de tNeuilly (Cave and 
Dittmer), 296 
Sophocles, 294 

Sorel, Julien (character), 281, 329, 
331, 333, 335, 336, 338-48, 350, 
358, 361, 381, 392, 393, 399, 419, 
422, 431, 445, 460 
Sorrows of young Werther (Goethe) , 
128, 150, 258 

Soult, Marshal Nicolas Jean de Dieu 
(1769-1851), 398, 443 
Soumet, Alexandre (1788-1845), 310 
Souvenirs d'egotisme (Stendhal), 265, 
268, 270, 274, 275, 277, 287, 298, 
301) 302, 316,. 376, 377, 378, 379, 
454, 462 

Spach, Ludwig, 366 
Spain,* 172," 182 

Spielberg fortress, 261, 421, 431 
Spirit of Caws, 7he (Montesquieu), 
389 


Stael, Mme. de (1766-1817), 80, 93, 
154, 209, 223, 292, 307 
Stapfer, Albert (friend), 403 
Stendal (or Stendhal), Prussia, 161 
Stendhal (pseudonym of Marie-Henri 
Beyle— 1783-1842) : Accent, 47, 
51; adolescence, 4S; affectation, 
385; affectionate, happy, and lusty 
nature, 14-15; aggression, 6; ani- 
bition, 68, 78, 120, 124, 125-52; 
(1806-1814), 170, 172, 180, 18i, 
250, 328, 332, 348; ambivalence, 
316; amour-propre , 215, 291; ana- 
lytical and rational bent, 17; as an 
anthropologist, 259-60; anti-cleri- 
calism, 15, 195, 231, 339; appear- 
ance, 19, 40, 41, 42, 47, 92, 106, 
279, 301, 365, 445, 448, 452, 453; 
apprenticeship in trade, 114; argu- 
mentativeness, 25; art, 199, 217- 
37; artistic development, 196 

Babillan, 269; his bachelor state, 
356; bashfulness, 148; betrayed 
himself, 195; birth, 5; blague, 230; 
books, lived in, 24, 171; boredom, 
258, 357, 359, 366; boyhood, 1-44, 
383, 391 ; brusque, 244; buoyancy 
of feeling, 242 

Card playing, 204, 276, 277, 
299; caste feeling, 272; castration 
complex, 246, 316; character, 28, 
37, 44, 453; chastity, 247, 268; 
church bells, memory of, 9-10; 
clarity of thought, 306; class feel- 
ing, 272, 349; clothing, 92, 221, 
301; coat of arms, 129; commissary 
of war, 125, 126; commission of 
second lieutenant, 56, 73; concen- 
tration, 327; confidants, 248; con- 
flicts within himself, 48, 83, 198— 
99, 241; as consul, 354-72, 37 5, 
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419; conversation, 93, 207, 300, 

305, 307, 455; courage, 59, 243; 
creativeness, 199; cross of honor, 

170; cruel way of talking, 207; 
cynicism, 123, 234, 235 

Dandyism, 92, 94, 301, 405, 406, 

454; danger and injustice, impres- 
sions of, 6; cc Day of Genius 33 (Oct. 

28, 1819), 253, 255; death, un- 
afraid of, 321, 325, 367; death 
(March 23, 1842), 455; debts, 325; 
deceptive, calculating, melancholy, 

15; delay in recognition of his 
services, 191; depression, 215, 387; 
desired a decoration, 358; dip- 
lomatic mission (1829), 325; 

^disappointed office seeker/ 3 194; 
disappointments, 124; discontent 
with himself, 50; discrimination, 

230; disillusionment, 123; divided 
personality, 343; his dogs, 451; 
drama, 87, 309; drawing lessons, 

31, 219; dreams, 40, 265-66; drew 
pictures of pistols on his mss., 248, 

264, 431; duels, 36-37, 69, 134; 
dull people, 306 

Economics, 389; education, 12, 
13-14, 31-35, 42-43, 82, 201; his 
ego, 258, 349, 412; “egotism 33 needs 
of, 274, 275, 377, 412; emotions, 

299, 326, 328, 378, 385; erotization 
of fear, 246; an escapist, 197; 
ethics, 83, 436; everyone's eyes 
always fixed on him, 52; exile, 232, 
368; experiments on self, vii 
Faith, 32, 84; fame (literary), 
306, 307? fashion, 92, 301; father- 
hatred, 8, 9, 11, 22, 25, 44, 252, 
384-85; fears and doubts, 14, 44, 
245, 316; feeling about the corn- 
people, 32, 352, 388; his 
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fellow officers, 133-34; feminist, an 
early, 85, 259; a figure of transi- 
tion, 196; love for fireworks, 95- 
96, 176; first job (1800), 53-54; 
flaneur, 199; flattery, 93; fondness 
for the very young, 454; forebears, 
2; formulation and analysis, 147; 
his frankness, 299; his freethinking, 
412; friends and friendship, 36, 37- 
39, 203-4, 248, 267-68, 300, 301, 
322-23, 375, 406, 458; fullness of 
living, 199 

Cf Gloomy and wild/ 3 89, 268; 
godless sayings, 289-90; his grave, 
455; a great perhaps , 327; growing 
' old, 327 

His hands, 279, 448; handwrit- 
ing, 236, 383; happiness, 210, 217- 
37, 401 ; health, 182, 355, 366, 370, 
451, 455; a “heartless child/ 3 9, 19, 
24; hedonism, 255; held under sur- 
veillance (Milan 1828), 319; his 
heroes, 422; high-willed, independ- 
ent, 70; history-minded, 196; home 
(Rue des Vieux Jesuites), 4-5; 
home life and play, 12, 24, 29? 
homely little fellow, 19, 41; 
honesty, 318; honor, 363; hope and 
imagination, 266? on horror and 
suffering, 181; a humanist, 123; 
humiliated himself for public office, 
326? humility, 440; humor, 303, 
394, 402; hypocrisy, 34, 199 
Identity, loves to conceal his, viii; 
ideologist, 222, 256 ^ illnesses, 50, 
51, 134, 371, 387, 399, 400, 422, 
444, 449, 451, 453; his imagination, 
29; immoral man, 287, 298; 350; 
immortality, a policy of, 382; im- 
perative libido, 258; imprisonment, 
260, 431; impulses, 368; incognito, 
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250; income, 91-92, 144, 199, 232, 
251-52, 265, 271, 306, 316, 319- 
20, 324, 3,26, 355; inconstancy, 
258; indifferent reception to his 
books, 316; indiscretions, 327; in- 
feriority complex, 47, 92, 249, 301 ; 
inquiry into human nature, 316; 
Insecurity and hostility, 21; insight 
of critical genius, 224; insomnia, 
147; instable sensitivity, 123; in- 
stinct to deceive, 384; intellectual: 
curiosity, 227; discipline, 34; 
honesty, 234; life (after 1815), 
235; introspection, 24, 316, 376; in- 
ventiveness, 441; inward harmony 
348; his irreligion, 318; Italomania, 
198 

Keen, yet gullible, 94; knew how 
to attach kindred souls to himself, 
37; knew men only through books, 
89, 94; knowing libertinism, 31 

Last wills and testaments, 367; 
Legion of Honor, 390; his liberal- 
ism, 388; libertine and skeptical, 
233; liberty, 26, 234; his library, 
68, 73; his lies, 20, 31, 384; lived 
alone, 89; living quarters (Milan), 
200; logical yet timorous, 94; 
loneliness, 240; lost ground in high 
places, 290; his lust for life, 401 

Made people laugh, 304; as a 
man of letters, 290; mania for try- 
ing to glitter, 94; his marriage, 356; 
masochistic tastes, 138, 246, 270, 
282, '316, 432; mathematics, 34, 
49; maxims, 299; melancholy, 324; 
memories, 54, 384; his memory, 
384, * 449; mental deterioration, 
453; militarism, 182; mind full of 
heroes of Roman history, 31; 
mockery, 300; modesty, 259; 


money, 101, 321, 330; moods, 38, 
186, 321; moral aesthetic system, 
258; moralist and psychologist, 
254; mother fixation, 7-9, 10, 22, 
316, 384, 386; motivation of escape 
to Italy, 194—95; musical education, 
201; must always “conquer at the 
point of the sword/' 53 

Narcissism, 107; natural sciences, 
interest in the, 14; never published 
anything under his own name, 202; 
nicknames, 36, 71, 156; no trust in 
anyone, 50; not above a lively 
escapade, 39; notes and journals, 
77, 86; novel, his first, 310 

Oath of allegiance to Monarchy 
(1814), 194; objective, 298; ob- 
scurity (1823), 292; observer of 
the human heart, 286; obsession 
with death, 6; “overemphasis/ 5 298 
Paralyzed, 449-50; partkule , 
adopted, 129; passports, 400; 
pastiche , 323; patriotism, 213; pen 
name, origin of, 132; period of per- 
fect enthusiasm and happiness, 57; 
persecution, 10, 15, 236, 303, 356; 
personal evaluation, at, 50, 374; 
personality, 221, 283, 458; favorite 
philosophers, 222, 254; philosophy 
for a democratic society, 88; physi- 
cal contentment, 144; physiog- 
nomies, 458; plagiarism, 203, 
220-21, 296, 309; planned to be a 
playwright, 49, 71, 309; pledge not 
to marry until thirty, 76; police, 
fear of, 230, 431 ; politics, 264, 315, 
326, 327, 387, 388, 389, 394, 397, 
412, 436, 442, 443; possibility of 
madness, 90; posterity, address to, 
382; posthumous and private 
papers, 145; poverty, 21S, 219, 
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326; power of analysis, 83, 84; 
practical details of life, 42; prefer- 
ence for low company, 204; 
preferred peace to war, 133; pre- 
tensions, 190; pride, 195; priests, 
15, 81; profane, 302; promotion, 
failure of, 181; prophecies, 237, 
315; prostitutes, distaste for, 67; 
pseudonyms, viii, 170-71, 202, 209, 
220, 227, 246, 295, 303, 319, 439, 
456; psychologist and moral phi- 
losopher, 390; a quartermaster, 384 
Raconteur and aphorist, 227; 
reading, 29—30; reason, role of, 83; 
reasoning powers, 29; recreation, 
passion for, 95; refinement, 366; 
his reflections, 381; regicides in 
history, compiled list of, 25; reli- 
gious instruction, 1 3 ; remained a 
child too long, 122; remembrances 
of him rebound (Grenoble), 190; 
report of French secret police 
(1814), 171; restraint, 438; 
reveries, 17, 374, 380; royalism, 
heroic enemy of, 194; ruling ideas, 
254; ruse and chicane, 28 - 

Sage and coxcomb, 94; salus po- 
puli, principle of, 235; scientific criti- 
cism, 222; secret lingo or code, 235, 
236, 375; secret signals, 278; secret 
writings, 373-400; secretive, 49; 
sedentary, 416; seeking to please 
people, 93; self -confession, xii; self- 
conscious, 92; self-criticism, 230; 
self-delusion, 29; self-esteem, 121, 
125, 217, 439; self-interest, 380; 
self-knowledge, 122; self-love, 380; 
self-observation, 94, 262; sensitive- 
ness, 279; sensualist, 197; sex life, 
337, 381; sexual timidity, 432; shy- 
ness and self-consciousness, 14; so- 


cial life, 51, 65-66, 94, 140, 141-42, 
163, 204, 217, 266, 268, 285, 300,' 
348, 364, 455; softheartedness, 378; 
solitude, 219, 368, 376; somber, dis- 
contented, and underhanded, 15; 
soul, 91, 104, 391; his speech, 453; 
spy, considered a, 261; stage-struck 
(1802-1805), 86; “Stendhal,” first 
use of, 227; studies: dancing, 51; 
drama, 89; elocution, 92, 99-100; 
English, 76-77; fencing, 51, 56; hu- 
man behavior, 81, 84, 89; Italian, 
65; mathematics, 34, 39; military 
tactics, 71 ; murder, 332-33; philoso- 
phy, physiology, psychology, 81; 
statecraft, 435; style of living, 139- 
140; subaltern of dragoons, 55; 
“success,” might have been, 38 1 ; 
suicide, 252, 321, 348, 355, 431; 
suppressed homosexual, 270; sus- 
penders, his historical, 419; symbol 
of a “lost generation,” 234 

Talents, 227, 381; tastes, 338; 
temper, 31; temptation to shine, 
427; thin-skinned dignity, 191; 
timidity, 66, 432; tourist, origin 
of term, 161; transvaluation of val- 
ues, 349; as a traveler, 154, 211, 
227, 418, 401-17; truths (five or 
six), 84; typhus, 185-86 

Ugliness, 106, 316, 445; vanity, 
191, 299; verse writing, 67, 79; 
vices, viii; vivacity, 285, 305; his 
voice, 103 

Wanting in delicacy, 244; -war, 
sick of (1813), 182; warning signs 
of age, 324; wary and suspicious, 
400; weight, 301, 445; wholesale 
grocery establishment, 113; “why” 
of events, 81; wig, his purplish- 
brown, 452; will, his last, 455; will 



INDEX 


to glory, 78; as a wit, 227, 268, 
285-306, 374, 378, 438, 441, 454; 
without confidant or friend, 48; 
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